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A  N  Edition  of  the  Works  of  William' Shak- 
IjL  fpeare  is  now  offered  to  the  citizens. of  the 
United  States.  This  poet  has  always  been  confidcred 
as  the  father  of  the  Englifh  drama,  and  as,  beyond 
any  companion,  the  grcateft  theatrical  writer  in  the 
Englifli  language.  Within  the  laft  thirty  years,  we 
may  fafely  compute  that  his  plays  have  undergone; 
at  leaft  thirty  editions.  One  of  thefc,  publiihed 
about  three  years  ago,  by  Mr.  Boydcil  of  London, 
was  upon  a  fuperfme  quarto  page,  and  including 
numerous  and  fuperb  engravings,  each  copy  coft 
about  an  hundred  guineas.  No  other  Englifh  poet 
has  afforded  fucK  an  inexhauftible  harveft  for  critical 
illuftration.  It  is  indeed  hardly  poflibk?  to  open 
any  Englifh  book  on  the  Belles  Lettres,  without 
meeting  a  reference  to  Shakfpeare.  So  inceffant  is 
the  echo  of  his  name,  fo  tumultuous  the  admiration 
of  his  talents,  that  a  plain  reader  may  be  tempted  to 
feel  fomething  like  that  Athenian,  who  was  tired 
with  constantly  hearing  of  Aristidks  the  Just. 
Quintilian  tells  us  that  Menandcr,  the  ancient 
comic  poet,  had  fo  totally  furpafled'  ail  his  com-. 
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pctitors  in  that  fpecies  of  compofition,  that  they 
ferved  only  as  foils  to  reflect  his  luftre.  A  remark 
of  this  kind  may  he  applied  to  the  plays  of  Shak- 
ipeare  ;  for  a  jury  of  critics  would  agree  that  they 
are  more  truly  valuable  than  all  the  other  produc- 
tions collectively  of  the  Englifh  ftage. 

An  attentive  perufal  of  this  author  muft  indeed 
afford  the  utmoft  pleafurc,  and  juftify  the  utmofl 
praife.  We  have  neither  inclination,  n©r  time  to 
infert  the  ponderous  differtations  on  his  merit,  that 
fome  preceding  editors  have  difcharged  upon  the 
world.  But  it  will  not  be  unacceptable  to  hazard 
a  few  remarks  on  the  genius  and  writings  of  a  poet, 
as  y&t  but  imperfeftly  known  on  the  weflcrn  fhore 
of  the  Atlantic. 

The  moft  popular  and  formidable  obje&ion  to 
theatrical  exhibitions  appears  to  be,  that  they  have 
an  immoral  tendency.  The  dramatic  writers  of  Eng- 
land afford  too  much  foundation  for  this  remark  ; 
and  it  is  worth  while  to  compare  Shakfpeare  in 
this  point  of  view  with  fome  of  his  fuccelfors. 
Lord  Kaimcs,  in  his  Elements  of  Criticifm  obferves, 
that  "  if  Con^reve's  comedies  did  not  rack  him 
M  with  remorfe  in  his  laft  moments,  he  muft  have 
to  been  loft  to  all  fenfe  of  virtue"  Mr.  Pope  fpeaks 
of  another  of  thefe  dramatic  panders,  zoho  fairly 
puts  all  characters  to  bed.  Farquhar  may  candidly 
be  termed  an  apoftle  of  adultery.  The  Country 
Wife  of  Wycherly,  is  one  of  the  mofh  animated 
comedies  imaginable,  but  it  is  at  the  fame  time  a  hot- 
bed of  proflitution  ;  and  fome  of  the  other  plays  of 
the  fame  author  are  almoft  equally  exceptionable. 
Dryden  wrote  twenty-eight  pieces  for  the  ftage,  and 
as  he  frankly  declares  of  fome  of  them,  he  knew  at 
the  time  of  writing,  that  they  were  bad  enough  to 
pleafe.  The  Orphan  of  Otway  has  many  hateful 
paftages ;  and  it  is  well  known  in  Newgate,  that 
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Gay's  Macheath  has  condu&ed  more  than  one  of 
his  imitators  to  the  gibbet.  The  late  Sir  John  Field- 
ing, fometime  before  his  deceafe,  thought  proper  to 
fend  a  menage  to  Mr.  Garrick,  requefting  that  he 
would  flop  the  performance  of  the  Beggar's  Opera  ; 
as  the  exhibition  was  regularly  followed  by  an  addi- 
tion to  the  catalogue  of  felons.  Lord  Gardenftonc, 
whenfpeaking  of  The  City  Wives,  or  the  Confederacy , 
a  comedy  by  Vanburgh,  has  the  following  paffage  : 
<;  This  is  one  of  thofe  plays  which  throw  infamy 
"  on  the  Englifh  ftage,  and  general  tafte,  though  it 
"  is  not  deftitute  of  wit  and  humour.  A  people  muft 
i£  be  in  the  taji  degree  depraved,  among  whomfuch  public 
"  entertainments  are  produced  and  encouraged.  In  tltis 
"  fymptom  of  degenerate  manners,  we  are,  I  believe, 
M  unmatched  by  any  .nation  that  is,  or  ever  was,  in  the 
c;  world."  *  Among  modern,  comic  writers,  Foote 
is  one  of  the  mo  ft  entertaining  and  voluminous. 
Thi  depravity  of  his  writings  too  often  correfponded 
with  that  of  his  life.  Of  this  clafs  of  authors  Dr. 
Johnfon  has  given  the  following  character. 

Themfelves  they  ftudied;  as  they  felt,  they  writ ; 
0    Intrigue  was  plot,  obfcenity  was  wit. 
Vice  always  found  a  fympathetie  friend  ; 
They  pleas'd«their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend. 
Yet  bards  like  thefe  afpirM  to  Jailing  praife, 
And  proudly  hop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days. f 

We  have  been  thus  explicit  in  admitting  the  fre- 
quent immorality  of  the  Rritifh  ftage,  becaufe  excel- 
lence is  beft  known  by  companion,  and  becaufe  on 
J^aa^  head,  SHakfpeare  has  nothing  to  fear.    His  text 
contains  indeed  a  few,  and  bur  a  few  feniences, 

*  Mi  fc  blames  in.  profe  and  verfc,  printed  at  Edinburgh, 
ki  179',  fecond  edition,  p.  136. 

t  Prologue,  at  the  opening  of  the  Theatre  Ho^al,  Drury.  4 
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that  the  rigour  of  ecclefiaftical  difcipline  would  ex- 
clude from  publicity.  Whether  they  were  written 
by  himfelf  it  is  impoflible  to  guefs,  on  account  of 
the  ftrange  condition  in  which  his  works  have  been 
printed.  But  one  fa£i:  is  certain,  that,  in  the  whole 
circle  of  his  perfonages,  there  is  not  to  be  found  a 
Wildair,  a  Ranger,  a  Macheath,  or  a  Horner,  cha- 
racters whofe  accomplifhments  are  calculated  to  var- 
nifh  over  their  vices.  The  fools  of  Shakfpeare  are 
always  dcfpifed,  and  his.  villains  are  always  hated. 
HisTago,  Edmund,  and  Richard  III.  poffefs  an  un- 
common degree  of  cynical  pleafantry,  and,  in  a 
writer  of  ordinary  talents,  this  quality  would  have 
been  differed  to  overbalance  their  guilt,  and  like  the 
heroes  of  Gay  and  Wycherly,  they  would,  in  fpite 
of  common  fenfe,  have  become  a  fort  of  favourites. 
But  in  Shakfpeare  this  dafh  of  humour  is  merely 
caft  in  to  relieve  the  feelings  of  the  reader,  that  he 
may  without  difguft  attend  them  to  the  comple- 
tion and  the  punifhment  of  their  crimes.  If  any 
one  of  the  vicious  characters  in  this  writer  can  be 
termed  fedu&ive,  it  mud  be  Falftaff ;  yet  he  is,  on 
every  occafion,  overwhelmed  with  fuch  ridicule  and 
contempt,  that  no  reader  can  envy  his  fituation,  and 
Shakfpeare,  in  the  fequel,  difmiffes  him  to  an  excefs  , 
of  neglect  and  ignominy,  that  may  hurt  the  fenfi- 
bility  even  of  the  fevered  moralift.  In  Farquhar 
and  other  writers  of  his  kind,  the  laws  of  marriage 
are  univerfally  defpifed  ;  their  violation  is  a  common 
jeft;  and  from  an  "attendance  on  fuch  fcenes,  young 
people  of  both  fcxes  muft  retire  with  the  mod  un- 
fuitable  impreflions.  But  in  no  part  of  Shakfpeare 
will  fuch  depravity  be  found.  Doll  Tearfheet  arid 
Falftaff's  Hodefs  are  no  formidable  advocates  of  cor- 
ruption. The  leading  female  perfonages  in  Shak- 
fpeare, fuch  as  Miranda, Ifabella,  Defdemona,  Pcrdita, 
Beatrice,  Rofalind,  the  two  Portias,  Imogen,  Ophelia, 
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Juliet,  Olivia,  and  Cordelia,  are  all  equally  remark- 
able for  the  purity  of  their  manners.  Even  in  the 
Merry  Wives  of  Windfor,  there  is  not  a  line  af- 
cribed  to  any  female  that  can  hurt  delicacy ;  and 
while  The  Country  Wife  concludes  with  a  dance  of 
cuckolds,  the  abortive  gallantry  of  Falftaff  ends  with 
a  marriage.  The  more  carefully  that  we  com- 
pare Shakfpeare  with  his  fucceffors,  the  more  fhall 
we  be  convinced,  that  as  a  moral  writer  he  was  in- 
finitely fuperior  to  any  one  of  them,  and  that  the 
reproaches  which  have  been  thundered  from  the 
pulpit  againft  the  flage,  cannot  reasonably  be  applied 
to  the  flage  of  Shakipeare. 

Even  when  this  author  found  it  requifite  to  re- 
prefent  female  characters  as  vicious,  they  are  divefhed 
of  the  ufual  attractions  of  the  fex.  Lady  Macbeth, 
and  the  two  elder  daughters  of ,  Lear,  prefent  ex- 
amples too  horrid  to  be  contagious  ;  and  each  of 
them  meets  with  the  due  reward  of  her  merits. 
Creftida  comes  nearer  than  any  other  of  Shakfpeare's 
females  to  the  portrait  of  a  feductive  woman  of  plea- 
fure  ;  but  even  this  character  is  managed  in  fuch  a 
way  as  affords  no  promifing  profpect  to  her  fuc- 
ceffors. Cleopatra  is  reprefented  not  as  an  alluring 
companion,  but  a  repulfive  termagant.  The  defer- 
tion  of  a  young  woman,  by  her  lover,  on  the  day 
aftigned  formal  riage,is  reprefented*  in  a  torrent  of  the 
moft  pathetic  and  heart-rending  eloquence,  as  an  aft 
of  treachery,  that  can  be  expiated  only  by  the  blood 
of  the  criminal.  How  oppofite  are  the  Rdapfe; 
the  Beaux  Stratagem,  and  fifty  other  celebrated  Eng- 
lifh  comedies?  Impurity  of  fentiment  is  not  con- 
fined to  comedy.  In  the  Fair  Penitent,  Lothario 
describes  his  amour  -with  Califta  in  terms  that  one 
would  fuppofe  infufferable  to  any  decent  audience. 

*  Much  ado  about  Nothing,  A&  IV.  Scene  I. 
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Venice  Preferved,  contains  many  admirable  paffages-, 
which  only  Shakfpeare  or  Otway  could  have  writ- 
ten. Yet  this  tragedy  is,  after  all,  a  kind  of  Beg- 
gar's Opera,  in  blank  verfe.  The  heroes  of  the 
piece  are  ruffians  and  cut-throats  ;  and  the  buffoonery 
of  an  antiquated  debauchee  is  interlarded  with  the 
tendernefs  and  heroifm  of  Jaffier  and  Belvidera. 

It  would  be  endlefs  to  cite  other  examples  of  im- 
moral tragedy.  We  now  return  to  Shakfpeare. 
It  is  true  that  he  contains  many  trifling  pages  ;  and 
many  that  are  entirely  beneath  his  abilities  and  his 
fame  ;  an  obfervation  which  applies  in  an  equal  de- 
gree to  all  other  Englifh  dramatic  writers.  But  we 
contend  that  none  of  his  perfonages  are  exprefsly 
drawn  to  recommend  vice,  and  that  his  plots  are  never, 
like  thofe  of  Farquhar,  and  others,  in  a  fcate  of  oppo- 
fition  to  conjugal  virtue.  His  works  indeed  abound 
with  exquifite  maxims  of  morality.  Of  thefe  great 
numbers  have  been  quoted  hundreds  or  thoufands 
of  times  by  authors  of  all  claries  ;  fo  that  his  plays 
may  be  faid  to  be  interwoven  with  the  very  vitals  of 
Englifh  literature. 

For  the  inequality  of  compofition  in  this  poet,  a 
fatisfaftory  apology  may  be  made.  His  Works  have  % 
defcendedto  poflerity  without  being  ever  publifhed 
under  his  own  infpe&ion.  Of  his  thirty-fix  plays, 
twenty  were  never  printed,  till  fix  years  after  his 
death.  "  He  fold  them  not  to  be  printed,  but  to 
be  played.  They  were  immediately  copied  for 
"  the  actors,  and  multiplied  by  tranfeript  after  tranf- 
a  cript,  vitiated  by  the  blunders  of  the  penman,  'or 
"  changed  by  the  affectation  of  the  player;  perhaps 
"  enlarged  to  introduce  a  jeft,  or  mutilated  to  fhorten 
"  the  reprefentation  ;  and  printed  at  laft  without 
<*  the  concurrence  of  the  author,  without  the  con- 
"  fent  of  the  proprietor,  frormcompilations  made  by 
"  chance  or  ftealth  out  of  the  leparate  parts  writtt  i 
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4i  for  the  theatre ;  and  thus  thrufl  into  the  world 
"  furreptitioufly  and  haftily,  they  fuffered  another 
<;  depravation  from  the  ignorance  and  negligence  of 
' 4  the  printers,  as  every  man  who  knows  the  {late 
"  of  the  prefs  in  that  age,  will  readily  conceive.  It 
"  is  not  eafy  for  invention  to  bring  together  fo  many 
4i  caufes  concurring  to  vitiate  the  text.  No  other 
"  author  ever  gave  up  his  works  to  fortune  and 
11  time  with  fo  little  care.  No'books  could  be  left 
"  in  hands  fo  likely  to  injure  them,  as  plays  fre- 
"  quently  acted,  yet  continued  in  manufcript ;  no 
c<  other  tranfcribers  were  likely  to  be  fo  little  qua- 
<€  lifted  for  their  tafk  as  thofe  who  copied  for  the 
tc  ftage,  at  a  time  when  the  lower  ranks  of  the  people 
"  were  univerfally  illiterate  ;  no  other  editions  were 

made  from  fragments  fo  minutely  broken,  and  fo 
<;  fortuitoufly  reunited  ;  and  in  no  other  age  was  the 
u  art  of  printing  in  fuch  unfkilful  hands."* 

Mr.  Pope  was  the  firft  critic  who  attempted  to 
correct  the  text  of  Shakfpeare.  Pie  did  much,  but 
he  left  much  more  undone.  Theobald  was  the  next 
editor  of  this  kind ;  and  his  notes  and  corrections 
are  dill  among  the  moftufeful  in  the  collection.  Sir 
Thomas  Hanmer  then  followed,  and  he  was  fucceeded 
by  Dr.  Warburton.  In  1756,  Dr.  Johnfon  printed 
his  Propqfals  for  an  edition  ;  and  in  October  1765, 
it  was  publifhed.  Thefe  critics  have  treated  each 
other  with  very  little  ceremony,  and  fometimes  with 
pofitive  rudenefs.  Dr.  Johnfon,  for  inftance,  tells  " 
us  that  Theobald  was  weak  and  ignorant,  mean  and 
faithless,  petulant  and  oflentatious.  A  perfon 
having  publifhed  a  book  entitled  The  Revifal  of 
Shakfpeare 's  Text,  Johnfon  fays  that  he  bites  like  a 

*  Propofals  for  printing  the  works  of  Shakfpeare,  by  Dn 
Samuel  Johnfon.  The  Doftor  mould  have  faid  in  the  la*t 
line  "  more  unikilful  hands/'  for  iurely  the  printers  of  the 
fifteenth  century  were  equal  to  their  predecelibrs. 
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viper,  and  would  be  glad,  to  have  inflammations  and 
gangrejie  behind  him.  In  politenefs  of  ftile,  Theobald 
and  Warburton  rival  Johnfon.  Pope,  as  we  learn 
from  his  Ihmciad,  felt  the  moll  implacable  rancour 
againft.  Theobald,  for  having  detected  fome  of  his 
miftakes.  It  is  not  worth  while  to  fay  more  about 
ythefe  gentlemen.  If  the  weflern  continent  fhall 
ever  have  the  glory  to  produce  a  Shakfpeare,  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  his  commentators  will  not  rake  for 
diftinclidii  through  the  kennels  of  Billingfgate. 
Since  the  year  1765,  the  editors  and  correctors  of 
this  poet  have  multiplied  in  at  leaft  a  tenfold  pro- 
portion. Their  notes  have  fwelled  Shakfpeare  to 
an  inconvenient  bulk.  Of  the  value  of  fome  of 
ihefe  notes,  the  reader  may  form  a  judgment  from 
the  following.  There  is  a  line  in  Othello  which 
lays 

A  fellow  almoji  damn'd  in  a  fine  face. 

In  one  of  the  late  London  editions,  this  import:. nt 
line  is'clogged  with  £m  fucceffive  explanations,  each 
of  which  is  accompanied  by  the  name  of  its  inventor. 
The  prefent  edition  contains  no  notes  of  any  kind, 
except  one  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  at  the  end  of  each  play. 
In  place  of  notes,  a  gloffary  of  obfolcte  words  will 
be  given  in  the  firft  volume  of  the  work,  and  will 
be  found  fufficient  for  every  fubftantial  purpofe  of 
elucidation.  Ari  American  reader  is  fcldom  difpofed 
to  wander  through  the  wi'ldernefs  of  verbal  criti- 
cifm.  An  immenfe  tract  of  excellent  land,  uncul- 
tivated, and  even  unexplored,  prefents  an  object 
more  interesting  to  every  mind  than  thofe  ingenious 
literary  trifles,  that  in  Europe  are  able  to  command 
fo  much  attention.  The  text  of  our  author,  as 
mentioned  in  our  title  page,  is  taken  from  the  latcft 
and  moft  approved  London  editions. 
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It  is  pleafing  to  remark  the  progrefs  of  typo- 
graphy, and  of  general  knowledge.  44  The  nation 
"  had  been  fatisfied,  from  1623,  to  1664,  that  is 
"  forty-one  years,  with  only  two  editions  of  Shak- 
44  fpeare,  which  probably  did  not  together  make 
"  one  thoufand  copies,"*  Within  the  la  ft  forty 
years,  the  fale  has  been  at  lead  an  hundred  and 
fifty  times  more  extenfive. 

44  If  to  feel  ftrongly,  and  to  defcribe  naturally, 
44  be  the  two  chief  ingredients  in  poetical  genius, 
44  Shakfpeare  muft,  after  a  fair  examination,  be.  al- 
"  lowed  to  polfefs  that  genius  in  a  high  degree. 
*  The  queftion  is  not  whether  a  few  improprieties 
44  may  be  pointed  out  in  his  works  j  whether  this,  or 
f4  that  pafTage  might  not  have  been  worked  up  with 
44  more  art  and  {kill,  by  fome  writer  of  happier 
44  times  ?  A  thoufand  fuch  cold  and  frivolous  cri- 
44  ticifms  are  altogether  indecifive  as  to  his  genuine 
44  merit.  But,  has  he  the  fpirit,  the  fire,  the  infpi- 
14  ration  of  a  poet  ?  Does  he  utter  the  voice  ofnar 
44  ture  ?  Does  he  elevate  by  his  fentiments  ?  Does 
(i  he  intereft  by  his  descriptions  ?  Does  he  paint  to 
44  the  heart  as  well  as  to  the  fancy  ?  Does  he  make 
44  his  readers  glow,  and  tremble,  and  weep  ?  Thefc 
44  are  the  great  characteristics  of  true  poetry. 
44  Where  thefe  are  found,  he  muft  be  a  minute  cti- 
"  tic  indeed,  who  can  dwell  upon  flight  defe&s. 
14  A  few  beauties  of  this  high  kind  tranfeend  whole 
44  volumes  of  faultlefs  mediocrity.  Uncouth  and 
44  abrupt,  Shakfpeare  may  fometimes  appear. — But  he 
"  is  fublime,  he  is  pathetic,  in  an  eminent  degree.  If 
44  he  flows  not  always  a  clear  ftream,  he  breaks  forth 
44  often  like  a  torrent  of  fire.  Of  art  too,  he  is 
"  from  being  deftitute,  and  his  imagination  is  re- 
"  markable  for  delicacy  as  well  as  ftrength.— Though 
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"  his  merit  were  in  other  refpe&s  much  lefs  than  it  is, 
"  this  alone  ought  to  entitle  him  to  high  regard,  ~ 
"  that  his  writings  are  remarkably  favourable  to 
*c  virtue.  They  awake  the  tenderer!:  fympathies,  and 
"  infpire  the  mo  ft  generous  emotions.  "*  Thefe 
remarks,  though  made  upon  a  very  different  poet, 
apply  with  equal  juftice  to  Shakfpeare. 

That  no  part  of  this  author  may  be  loft,  we  have 
added  to  the  prefent  Edition  his  poems.  Though 
not  deftitute  of  merit,  they  are  confeffedly  inferior 
to  his  dramas.  Their  authenticity  is  not  queftioned, 
and  they  poffefled  one  peculiar  advantage.  Some 
of  them  were  publifhed  by  the  Author  himfelf,  and 
all  of  them,  the  two  laft  excepted,  in  his  lifetime. 

In  preparing  this  work  for  publication,  the  edi- 
tors have  exerted  themfelves  as  much  as  poffible,  by 
an  elegant  type  and  good  paper,  to  do  credit  to  the 
American  prefs.  Confcious  of  their  folicitude  to 
deferve  approbation,  they  hope  that  their  efforts 
have  not  been  entirely  unfuccefsful  ;  and  it  will  be 
admitted  that  he  merits  forgivenefs  at  leaft,  if  not 
gratitude,  who  has  hone ftly  done  his  utmoft. 
Philadelphia,  July 
*A  1795- 

*  Critical  DilFertation  on  the  Poems  of  OiTian,  by  Dr. 
Blair. 
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T?OR.  many  years  paft,  it  has  been  ufual  to  prefix 
JL  to  the  works  of  Shakfpeare  an  account  of  his 
life,  written  by  Mr.  Rowe,  the  tragic  poet.  Two 
thirds  of  this  piece  confifl  of  critical  remarks  on 
our  author  ;  and  the  reft  of  it  conveys  but  little  in- 
formation refpetting  himfelf.  To  this  fcanty  ftock, 
fome  very  trifling  additions  have  been  made  by  Dr. 
Farmer  and  others,  and  the  whole,  if  colle&ed  from 
different  publications,  would  require  a  great  number 
of  pages.  As  our  preface  has  extended  to  a  con- 
siderable length,  it  feems  convenient  to  reduce  this 
chaos  of  materials  to  a  more  intelligible  fhape.  The 
talk  may  be  undertaken  without  reluctance,  for  it 
may  be  executed  without  injuring  the  reputation 
either  of  Shakfpeare,  or  his  biographers. 

He  was  born  at  Stratford  upon  Avon,  in  War- 
wickfhire,  in  April  1564.  He  was  the  eldeft  fon  of 
John  Shakfpeare  an  wool-merchant,  who  had  nine 
other  children.  The  poet  refided  for  fome  time,  at 
a  free  fchool,  where  he  feems  to  have  acquired  a 
tintlure  of  Latin.  His  friend  Ben  Johnibn  fays 
that  he  hadfmall  Latin  and  lefs  Greek.  His  father 
bred  him  to  his  own  profefficn.  Some  critics  have 
dreamed  that  if  potfened  of  more  learning,  he  would 
have  been  lefs  original,  and  that  erudition  would 
have  damped  the  ardour  of  his  genius.  This  is  like 
believing  that  a  man  will  forget  how  to  walk  by 
learning  to  dance.  To  fuch  abfurdity  it  is  difficult 
to  make  a  ferious  anfwer.  It  may  however  be  ob- 
served that  George  Buchanan,  the  moll  accomplished 
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fcholar  of  the  fixteenth  century,  was  likewife,  if  we 
except  Shakfpeare,  by  far  the  greateft  of  its  poets. 
If  learning  did  not  extinguifh  poetical  abilities  in 
the  univerfity  of  Paris,  by  what  fatality  could  it 
have  had  this  effect  at  Stratford  upon  Avon. 

Shakfpeare  was  married  very  young  to  the  daughter 
of  one  Hathaway,  a  yeoman  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  his  native  town.    An  account  which  we  have 
fomewhere  feen,  reports  that,  at  this  time,  his  wife 
was  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  himfelf  only  feven- 
teen«    But  having  fallen  into  company  with  fome 
perfons  who  perfuadedhim  to  aftift  them  in  robbing 
a  deer-park,  he  incurred  a  profecution,  from  the 
proprietor,  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  of  Charlecote,  whom 
he  has  ridiculed  under  the  title  of  Juftice  Shallow. 
He  revenged  this  feverity  by  a  ballad,  which,  as 
might  have  been  expected,  redoubled  the  violence 
of  the  profecution.    Hence  he  was  compelled,  for 
fome  time,  to  quit  his  bufinefs  and  family,  and  take 
refuge  in  London.   The  intuitive  impulfe  of  genius 
conducted  him  to  the  ftage.    As  an  actor  he  is  faid 
to  have  been  unfuccefsful ;  but  his  merit  as  an  author 
was  eafily  diftinguifhed.    In  this  walk,  it  was  im- 
poffible  that  he  could  meet  with  a  rival,  or  any 
thing  like  one,  for  the  univerfality  and  tranfcen* 
dancy  ©f  his  talents  muft  have  made  him  equally 
irrefiftible  with  every  clafs  of  fpe&ators.  Accord- 
ingly, he  is  faid  to  have  attracted  the  notice  both  of 
queen  Elizabeth,  and  her  fucceffor  James  the  firft. 
It  is  reported  that  an  earl  of  Southampton  once 
made  him  a  prefcnt  of  a  thoufand  pounds,  which  in 
real  value  muft  have  been  equal  to  at  leaft  twenty 
thoufand  dollars  at.  prefent.    This  anecdote  would 
require  very  ftrong  evidence  to  make  it  credible. 
Shakfpeare  is  affirmed  to  have  been  a  man  of  an  amia- 
ble and  benevolent  difpofition,  which  is  in  reality  a 
much  greater  bleffing  than  even  to  inherit  a  genius 
like  his. 
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The  acquaintance  of  our  author  with  Ben  John- 
fon  commenced  in  a  way  that  reflects  honour  on  his 
memory.  Johnfon  had  prefented  a  play  to  a  com- 
pany with  whom  Shakfpeare  was  connected.  The 
play  had  been  refufed,  when  he  interpofed  his  influ- 
ence, read  it,  and  recommended  the  author  to  public 
notice.  He  mud  have  poffefled  fome  economical  as 
well  as  poetical  abilities,  for  he  acquired  a  compe- 
tency that  enabled  him,  a  few  years  before  his  death, 
to  retire  to  his  native  place.  As  an  infhnce  of  his 
extemporary  talents,  Mr.  Rowe  relates  the  follow- 
ing anecdote.  Shakfpeare  was  intimate  with  Mr. 
Combe,  an  old  gentleman  in  Stratford  or  its  neigh- 
bourhood, where  he  was  diflinguifhed  for  his  wealth, 
and  the  practice  of  ufury.  He  faid  to  the  poet 
that  he  fuppofed  if  Shakfpeare  furvived  him,  he 
fhould  write  his  epitaph,  and  inquifitive  to  know 
what  it  might  be,  defired  to  fee  it  immediately  ;  upon 
which  Shakfpeare  gave  him  thefe  four  verfes  : 

Ten  in  the  hundred  lies  here  ingravM  ; 

An  hundred  to  ten  his  foul  is  not  fav'd  ; 

If  any  man  alk,  Who  lies  in  this  tomb  ? 

Oh!  Oh!  quoth  the  Devil,  'tis  my  John  a-Conibe. 

Shakfpeare  died  in  the  fifty-third  year  of  his  age, 
and  was  buried  on  the  north  fide  of  the  chancel,  in 
the  great  church  at  Stratford,  where  a  monument  is 
placed  in  the  wall.  On  his  grave-ftone  underneath 
are  thefe  lines : 

Good  friend,  for  JefW  fake  forbear 
To  dig  the  duft  inclofed  here. 
Bleft  be  the  man  that  fpares*hefe  ftones, 
And  curft  be  he  that  moves  my  bones. 

The  death  of  Shakfpeare  at  fo  early  an  age  as 
^fifty-three,  may  be  regarded  as  a  lofs  to  the  Britifh 
.ftage.    Had  he  lived  longer,  he  might  perhaps  have 
found  encouragement  to  publifh,  under  his  owir 
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inspection,  a  correct  edition  of  his  writings  ;  and 
they  would  undoubtedly  have  appeared  with  the 
addition  of  many  beauties,  and  the  extrufion  of 
many  imperfections.  He  might  even  have  compofed 
many  new  pieces,  for  the  mod  valuable  poems  of 
JDtyden,  Milton,  and  Buchanan,  were  publifhed  at 
a  more  advanced  period  of  life.  Milton  was  on  the 
verge  of  fixty,  when  he  fold  the  firft  edition  of 
Paradife  Loft.  Dryden,  when  femcwhat  elder,  began 
his  tranflation  of  Virgil ;  and  he  publifhed  his  fables 
at  the  age  of  fixty-eight.  Buchanan,  at  fifty-eight, 
printed  his  Francif.anus  ;  and  his  elaborate  poem 
De  $phxra>  was  at  a  much  later  time  of  life  left  un- 
finifhed. 

Shakfpeare  had  three  daughters,  of  whom  only 
two  are  mentioned  in  his  will,  fo  that  the  third  mo  ft 
likely  died  before  him.  Both  of  the  two  former 
were  married,  and  had  children,  who  all  died  with- 
out descendants.  We  have  fubjoined  a  copy  of  his 
will,  which  is  penned  in  the  tone  of  a  perlbn  who 
thought  himfelf  in  eafy  circumftances.  The  only 
mention  made  of  his  wife  is  in  thefe  few  words ; 
"  I  give  unto  my  wife  my  fecond  beji  bed  with  the 
M  furniture. "  This  notice  is  extremely  cold.  John 
Hemynge  and  Henry  Cundell,  are  mentioned  under 
the  familiar  appellation  of  my  fellows.  We  may  fup- 
pofe  thefe  to  be  the  fame  perfons  who,  in  1623, 
printed  the  folio  edition  of  his  works.  The  indif- 
ference of  Shakfpeare  as  to  th§  fate  of  his  writings 
admits  of  a  ready  f©lution.  He  lived  in  an  age  of 
ignorance,  when  their  value  was  only  underftood 
by  the  fcanty  audience  of  a  London  play-houfe. 
How  wretched  muft  have  been  the  ftate  of  Englifh 
literature  in  the  days  of  Shakfpeare,  when  fix  years 
elapfed  after  his  deceafe,  before  his  friends  found  it 
worth  their  trouble  to  print  his  plays  !  This  did 
not  arife  from  the  poverty,  but  the  total  want  of 
tafte  in  the  Englifh  natiomfor  Queen  Elizabeth  alone, 
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during  her  "  golden  age,"  as  it  has  been  called,  be- 
ftowed  three  hundred  thoufand  pounds  fterling  upon 
a  (ingle  paramour*.  In  France,  poetry  was  in 
higher  reputation.  Corneille  flourifhed  not  much 
later  than  Shakfpeare  ;  and,  according  to  hiftory,  he 
was  offered  by  Cardinal  Richlieu  a  reward  of  about 
twenty-two  thoufand  dollars,  if  he  would  fuffer 
that  minifter  to  pafs  for  the  author  of  one  of  his 
tragedies.  Yet  of  Corneille  himfelf,  Dr.  Johnfon 
obferved,  that  he  was  no  more  compared  to  Shak- 
fpeare than  a  clipped  hedge  to  a  forreft.  . 

*  Hiftory  of  the  Public  Revenue,  by  Sir  John  Sinclair,  Part  I. 
Chap  8th.  Britifh  hiftorians,  with  their  wonted  difcernment, 
have  celebrated  the  magnanimity  and  chajlity  of  this  accomplifhed 
prince  fs. 


SHAKSPEARE's  WILL. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  REGISTRY 
OF  THE 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  CANTERBURY. 


Vicefimo  quint o  die  Martii,  Anno   Regni  Domini 
nojtrijacobi  nunc  Regis  Anglice,  &c.  decimo 
quarto,  &  Scotice  quadragefimo  nono 
Anno  Domini  1616. 

IN  the  name  of  God,  Amen.  I  William  Shak- 
fpeare,  of  Stratford  upon  Avon,  in  the  county 
of  Warwick,  gent,  in  perfect  health  and  memory 
(God  be  praifed),  do  make  and  ordain  this  my  laft 
will  and  teftament  in  manner  and  form  following  ; 
that  is  to  fay : 

Firft,  I  commend  my  foul  into  the  hands  of  God 
my  Creator,  hoping,  and  affuredly  believing,  through 
the  only  merits  of  Jefus  Chrift  my  Saviour,  to  be 
made  partaker  of  life  everlafting ;  and  my  body  to 
the  earth  whereof  it  is  made. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  daughter  Ju- 
dith one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  lawful  Englifh 
money,  to  be  paid  unto  her  in  manner  and  form  fol- 
lowing ;  that  is  to  fay,  one  hundred  pounds  in  dif- 
chargeof  her  marriage  portion,  within  one  year  after 
my  deceafe3  with  confideration  after  the  rate  of 


Skakfptare's  Will. 


two  {hillings  in  the  pound  for  fo  long  time  as  the 
fame  (hall  be  unpaid  unto  he*  after  my  deceafe  ;  and 
the  fifty  pounds  refidue  thereof,  "upon  her  furren- 
dering  of,  or  giving  of  fuch  fufficient  fecurity  as  the 
overfeers  of  this  my  will  fhall  like  of,  to  furrender  or 
grant,  all  her  eftate  and  right  that  {hall  defcend  or 
come  unto  her  after  my  deceafe,  or  that  fhe  now  hath, 
of,  in,  or  to,  one  copyhold  tenement,  with  the  appur- 
tenances, lying  and  being  in  Stratford  upon  Avon 
aforefaid,  in  the  faid  county  of  Warwick,  being 
parcel  or  holden  of  the  manor  of  Rowington,  unto 
my  daughter  Sufannah  Flail,  and  her  heirs  forever. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  faid  daughter 
Judith  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  more,  if  fhe, 
or  any  iffue  of  her  body,  be  living  at  the  end  of 
three  years  next  enfumg  the  day  of  the  date  of  this 
my  will,  during  which  time  my  executors  to  pay  her 
confederation  from  my  deceafe  according  to  the 
rate  aforefaid :  and  if  fhe  die  within  the  faid  term 
without  iffue  of  her  body,  then  my  will  is,  and  I 
do  give  and  bequeath  one  hundred  pounds  thereof  to 
my  niece  Elizabeth  Hall,  and  the  hfty  pounds  to  be 
fet  forth  ,  by  my  executors  during  the  life  of  my 
filter  Joan  Hart,  and  the  ufe  and   profit  thereof 
coming,  fhall  be  paid  to  my  faid  fitter  Joan,  and 
after  her  deceafe  the  faid  fifty  pounds  fhall  remain 
amongft  the  children  of  my  faid  fifter,  equally  to  be 
divided  amongft  them  ;  but  if  my  faid  daughter  Ju- 
dith be  living  at  the  end  of  the  faid  three  years,  or 
any  iffue  of  her  body,  then  my  will  is,  and  fo  I  de- 
vife  and  bequeath  the  faid  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
to  be  fet  out  by  my  executors  and  overfeers  for  the 
beft  benefit  of  her  and  her  iffue,  and  the  flock  not 
to  be  paid  unto  her  fo  long  as  fhe  fhall  be  married 
and  covert  baron  ;  but  my  will  is,  that  fhe  fhall 
have  the  conhderation  yearly  paid  unto  her  during 
her  life,  and  after  her  deceafe  the  faid  flock  and  con- 
hderation to  be  paid  to  her  children,  if  fhe  have  any, 
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and  if  not,  to  her  executors  and  affigns,  {he  living 
the  faid  term  after  my  deceafe  ;  provided  that  if 
fuch  hufband  as  *fhe  fhall  at  the  end  of  the  faid 
three  years  be  married  unto,  or  at  any  [time]  after, 
do  fufficiently  afTure  unto  her,  and  the  iflue  of  her 
body,  lands  anfwerable  to  the  portion  of  this  my 
will  given  unto  her,  and  to  be  adjudged  fo  by  my 
executors  and  overfeers,  then  my  will  is,  that  the 
faid  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  fhall  be  paid  to  fuch 
hufband  as  fhall  make  fuch  affurance,  to  his  own  ufe. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  faid  filler 
Joan,  twenty  pounds,  and  all  my  wearing  apparel, 
to  be  paid  and  delivered  within  one  year  after  my 
deceafe ;  and  I  do  will  and  devife  unto  her  the 
houfe,  with  the  appurtenances,  in  Stratford,  wherein 
fhe  dwelleth,  for  her  natural  life,  under  the  yearly 
value  of  twelve-pence. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  her  three  fons, 

William  Hart,   Hart,  and  Michael  Hart,  five 

pounds  a  piece,  to  be  paid  within  one  year  after  my 
deceafe. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  faid  Elizabeth 
Hall  all  my  plate  that  I  now  have,  (except  my  broad 
filver  and  gilt  bowl.)  at  the  date  of  this  my  will. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  poor  of  Strat- 
ford aforefaid  ten  pounds  ;  to  Mr.  Thomas  Combe 
my  fword  ;  to  Thomas  RufTel,  efq.  five  pounds  ; 
and  to  Francis  Collins  of  the  borough  of  Warwick, 
in  the  county  of  Warwick,  gent,  thirteen  pounds 
fix  fhillings  and  eight-pence,  to  be  paid  within  one 
year  after  my  deceafe*  "+ 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  to  Hamlet  Sadler 
twenty-fix  {hillings  eight-pence  to  buy  him  a  ring  ; 
to  William  Reynolds,  gent,  twenty-fix  {hillings 
eight-pence  to  buy  him  a  ring  ;  to  my  godfon  Wil- 
liam Walker  twenty  {hillings  in  gold  ;  to  Anthony 
Nafh,  gent,  twenty-fix  {hillings  eight-pence  ;  and  to 
Mr.  John  Nafh  twenty-fix  Shillings  eight-pence  ; 
and  to  mv  fellows,  John  Hemynge.  Richard  Bur- 
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bage,  and  Henry  Cundell,  twenty-fix  {hillings  eight- 
pence  a  piece  to  buy  them  rings. 

Item,  I  give,  will,  bequeath,  and  devife  unto  my 
daughter  Sufannah  Hall,  for  the  better  enabling  of 
her  to  perform  this  my  will,  and  towards  the  per- 
formance thereof,  all  that  capital  meffuage  or  tene- 
ment, with  the  appurtenances,  in  Stratford  aforefaid, 
called  The  New  Place,  wherein  I  now  dwell,  and  two 
mefluages,;or  tenements,  with  the  appurtenances,  fitu^ 
ate,  lying,  and  being  in  Henley- ftreet,  within  the  bo- 
rough of  Stratford  aforefaid  ;  and  all  my  barns,  (lables, 
orchards,  gardens,  lands,  tenements,  and  heredita- 
ments whatsoever,  fituate,  lying,  and  being,  or  to  be 
had,  received,  perceived,  or  taken,  within  the  towns, 
hamlets,  villa  ges,  fields,  and  grounds  of  Stratford  up- 
on Avon,  Old  Stratford,  Bilhopton,  and  Welcombe, 
or  in  any  of  them,  in  the  faid  county  of  Warwick  ; 
arulalfo  all  that  meffuage  or  tenement,  with  the  ap- 
purtenances, wherein  one  John  Robinfon  dweileth, 
iituate,  lying,  and  being  in  the  Black-Friars  in  Lon- 
don near  the  Wardrobe ;  and  all  other  my  lands, 
tenements,  and  hereditaments  whatfoever ;  to  have 
and  to  hold  all  and  fingular  the  faid  premifes,  with 
their  appurtenances,  unto  the  faid  Sufannah  Hall, 
for  and  during  the  term  of  her  natural  life  ;  and  after 
her  deceafe  to  the  fir  ft  fon  of  her  body  lawfully  if- 
fuing,  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  faid 
firft  fon  lawfully  iffuing  ;  and  for  default  of  fuch 
iffue,  to  the  fecond  fon  of  her  body  lawfully  iffuing^ 
and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  faid  fecond 
fon  lawfully  iffuing;  and  *for  default  of  fuch  heirs, 
to  the  third  fon  of  the  body  of  the  faid  Sufannah 
lawfully  iffuing,  and  to  the  heirs  males  of  the  body 
of  the  faid  third  fon  lawfully  iffuing  ;  and  for  de- 
fault of  fuch  iffue,  the  fame  fo  to  be  and  remain  to 
trie  fourth,  fifth,  iixth,  and  feventh  fons  of  her  body, 
lawfully  iffuing  one  '  after  another,  and  to  the 
heirs  males  of  the  bodies  of  the  faid  fourth,  fifthx 
fixth,  and  feventh  fons  law  fully  iffuing,  in  fuch  man- 
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ner  as  it  is  before  limited,  to  be  and  remain  to  the 
firft,  fecond,  and  third  Tons  of  her  body,  and  to  their 
heirs  males ;  and  for  default  of  fuch  iffue,  the  faid 
premifes  to  be  and  remain  to  my  faid  niece  Hall, 
and  the  heirs  males  of  her  body  lawfully  iffuing  ;  and 
for  default  of  fuch  iffue,  to  my  daughter  Judith,  and 
the  heirs  males  of  her  body  lawfully  iffuing  ;  and  for 
default  of  fuch  ifTuc,  to  the  right  heirs  of  me  the  faid 
William  Shakfpeare  for  ever. 

Item,  I  give  unto  my  wife  my  fecond  beft  bed 
with  the  furniture. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  to  my  faid  daughter 
Judith  my  broad  filver  gilt  bowl.    All  the  reft  of 
my  goods,  chattels,  leafes,  plate,  jewels,  and  houfe- 
hold-ftuff  whatsoever,  after  my  debts  and  legacies 
paid,  and  my  funeral  expenfes  difcharged,  I  give,  cle- 
vife,  and  bequeath  to  my  fon-in-law,  John  Hall, 
gent,  and  my  daughter  Sufannah*his  wife,  whom  I 
ordain  and  make  executors  of  this  my  laft  will  and 
teftament.    And  I  do  intreat  and  appoint  the  faid 
Thomas  Ruffei,  efq.  and  Francis  Collins,  gent,  to 
be  overfeers  hereof.    And,  I  do  revoke  all  former 
wills,  and  publifh  this  to  be  my  laft  will  and  tefta- 
ment.    In  witnefs  whereof  I  have  hereunto  put  my 
Jiand,  the  day  and  year  firft  above-written.  Byrne 

WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 
Witnefs  to  the  publifiing  hereof, 
Fr a.  Collins, 
Julius  Shaw, 
John  Robinson, 
Hamlet  Sadler, 
Robert  Whattcott, 

Probatum  coram  Magijtro  William  Byrde, 
Legum  Doclore,  Commijfario,  Sec.  vicefimo 
fecundo  die  menfis  junii,  Anno  Domini 
1616.  Juramento .  jfohannis  Hall  unius 
ex.  cut,  &c  de  bare  etc.  Jurat1  refervata 
poteflateetc.  Sufannce  Hall  alt.  ex.  &c*  earn 
cum  venerit,  &c.  petitur. 
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Explaining  the  obfolete  and  difficult  words  in 
Shakspeare's  Works. 

Note.  When  a  'word  is  not  properly  Englifh,  but  borrowed  from  £ 
foreign  language,  and  not  familiarifed  by  ufe  into  our  own,  the  original 
word  in  fuch  foreign  language  is fet  down. 


A 

TO  Aby,  to  luffer  for,  to  pay  dear  for 
To  Accite,  to  call,  to  fummon,  or  fend  for.  Lat. 

Accire 

To  Affeer,  to  confirm,  to  afcertain.  A  law-term  ufed  in 
court  leets,  and  fignifying  to  confirm  or  fix,  by  perfons 
properly  chofen,  the  mulcts  there  impofed  upon  fuch  as 
have  committed  faults  arbitrarily  punifhable,  and  which 
have  no  exprefs  penalty  annexed  to  them  by  any  ftatute. 
Fr.  Affeurer 

To  Affie,  to  affiance,  to  betroth  :  alfo,  to  confide 

To  Affront,  to  front,  or  confront,  or  face. 

An  Aglet,  the  tag  of  a  lace,  or  of  the  points  formerly  ufed 
as  ornaments  in  drefs,  and  which  (for  the  greater  finery) 
were  often  cut  in  the  fhape  of  little  images.  Fr.  Aiguihtte* 

To  Agnize,  to  acknowledge,  to  avow.   Lat.  Agnofcere 

Agood,  much,  a  great  deal 

An  Aiery,  the  neft  of  an  hawk,  and  fometimes  the  brood 

of  hawks  beloHging  to  a  particular  neft 
Aim,  Cry  aim,  encourage,  approve 
Alder,  of  all.    Alder  Liefeit,  deareft  of  all 
An  Ancient,  an  enfign,  or  flandard  bearer 
Anthropophaginian,  a  man-eater 

Antic,  a  buffoon  character  in  the  old  Englifh  farces,  with 

a  blacked  face  and  a  patch-work  habit 
An  Antre,  a  cave  or  cavern.    Fr.  Autre*    Lat.  Antrum 
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To  Appeach,  to  impeach 
To  appeal,  to  accufe 
Approof,  the  fame  as  proof 

An  Argofie,  a  fhip;  from  Argo,  the  fliip  of  the  Argonauts. 
Arch,  chief 

Aroint  thee  !  avaunt !  fland  off!  begone!  This  word  feems 

to  come  from  the  Latin,  Dii  aver  rune  ent ! 
Afcaunce,  awry 

An  Aflinego,  on  afs-  driver  or  afs-keeper.    Ital,  Afinaio 
Ate,  the  goddefs  of  mifchief 

Attaints,  the  fame  as  taints ;  itains,  blemiflies,  unlawful 
actions,  any  flrokes  or  touches  of  infection  either  in  a 
natural  or  moral  fenie.    Fr.  Atteintes 

To  atone,  to  appeafe,  to  reconcile  ;  alfo  to  be  reconciled, 
to  agree 

B. 

Baccalare,  a  felf-conceited  pretending  fpark  j  an  arrogant, 

prefY mptuous  fellow.    An  Italian  word 
To  Bain,  to  deftroy 

To  Ba:t,  a  term  in  falconry,  when  the  hawk  fpreads  and 
claps  her  wings 

Baldrick,  a  belt.    Fr.  Baudrier 

Bale,  misfortune,  forrow,  deadly,  poifonous 

Baik'd,  floated  :  from  the  Italian  Verb  vatic  are 

Ban  dogs,  dogs  kept  in  bands,  tied  up 

To  Bandy,  to  canvafs,  to  difpute,  to  quarrel,  mofr.  efpecial- 
ly  by  retorting  angry  and  provoking  -words.  A  metaphor 
taken  from  linking  the  bails  at  tennis,  which  is  the  pri- 
mary fenfe  of  the  word.    Yv.  Bander 

Barb^fon,  the  name  of  a  devil  or  fend 

Barbed.    See  unbarbed 

Bafe,  country-bare,  a  fport  ufed  amongft  country- people, 
called  prifon-bafe  ;  in  which  fome  purfue,  to  take  others 
prifonersj  And  therefore  "  I  bid  the  bafe,"  is,  by  ufmg 
the  language  of  that  iport,  to  fay,  M  My  bufmefs  is  to 
take  prifoners." 
Bafe  court,  a  back  yard.    Fr.  Bajftcour 
Bafta,  it  fuiriceth,  it  is  enough.    An  Italian  word 
Ballard,  a  kind  of  fweet  wine.    Ital-  Bajtardo 
Bated,  abated,  funk 

A  Batlet,  a  flat  piece  of  wood,  with  which  wafher-women 

beat  coarie  linen 
To  Batten,  to  feed,  to  pafture 
Baven,  brulh  wood,  faggct  wood 

Bawcock,  a  coaxing  term  ;  probably  from  the  French  Bas 
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Bay,  the  fquared  frame  of  a  timber  houfe 

Beams,  children 

Behefts,  or  hefts,  commands 

A  Bergomafk  dance,  a  dance  after  the  manner  of  the  pea- 
fants  of  Bergomafco,  a  country  in  Italy,  belonging  to  the 
Venetians.  All  the  buffoons  in  Italy  affect  to  imitate  the 
ridiculous  jargon  of  this  people,  and  from  thence  it  be- 
came a  cuftom  to  mimic  alfo  their  manner  of  dancing 

Befhrew  !  an  imprecation  ;  as,  'Befhrew  my  heart  1'  III  be- 
tide my  heart! 

To  befmirch,  or  fmirch,  to  befmear,  to  foul,  to  dirty 

Beftraught,  mad,  diftracted 

To  Beteem,  to  yield,  to  deliver,  to  pour  down  upon.  Spen, 
A  Bever,  that  part  of  the  helmet  which  lets  down  over  the 
face,  with  a  grate  of  iron  bars  before  the  eyes.  Span. 

Bavera 

To  Bewray,  to  difcover,  to  reveal 

Bezonian,  a  beggarly  fcoundrel,  a  vile  or  needy  perfon, 
Ital.  Bifognofa 

A  Biggen,  a  cap  or  coif  of  linen  like  thofe  worn  by  chil- 
dren, with  a  flay  under  the  chin.  Fr.  Beguin 

A  Bilberry,  the  fruit  of  a  fmall  Ihrub,  of  a  blue  colour 

Bilbo,  "  like  a  good  bilbo,"  a  fwoi  d  blade  of  bilbo,  which 
will  bend  almcft  round  in  a  circle  without  breaking 

BifTon,  or  Beefen,  blear-eyed 

A  Blank,  a  white  or  mark  to  flioot  at.    Fr.  Blanc 
To  Blench,  to  boggle,  or  turn  afide  with  fear 
Blent,  the  fame  as  blended,  mingled 
Bold  bearing,  outfacing 

To  Bolt,  or  Boult,  to  fift  as  they  do  meal  through  a  fieve 
Bolter'd,  as  blood-bolter'd,  one  whole  blood  hath  ilfued  out 

at  many  wounds,  as  flour  of  corn  paffes  through  the  holes 

of  a  fieve 

A  Bombard,  or  Bumbard,  a  mortar-piece  or  great  gun.  Fr. 
Bombarde.  But,  in  fome  places,  the  word  is  ufed  for  a 
drinking  veffel  ;  and  there  is  ftill  in  ufe  in  the  northern 
pait?  of  England  a  kind  of  flagon  without  a  cover,  and 
of  the  fame  bignefs  from  top  to  bottom,  which  retains 
the  name  of  a  gun 

A  Borne,  a  limit  or  boundary.  Fr.  Borne.  This  word 
(fays  the  Oxford  editor)  hath  been  falfely  printed  Bounty 
which  fignifies  another  thing,  namely,  a  brook,  or  ftream 
of  water  ;  but  other  editors  prefer  Bourn,  as  iignifyiug 
a  limit  or  boundary 

A  Bow,  a  yoke 

A  Brach.    The  Italian  word  Bracco,  from  which  this  is  de> 

vol  i.  a 


xxvi 


A  GLOSSARY. 


rived,  is  underftood  to  fignify  any  kind  of  beagle  hound, 
or  fetting  dog  :  but  Jo.  Caius,  in  his  book  of  Britifh  dogs, 
lays,  that  with  us  it  moft  properly  belongs  to  bitches  of 
the  hunting  kind,  and  in  that  fenfe  Shakfpeare  ufes  it 

To  Brack,  to  fait.  It  is  ftill  ufed  as  an  adjective  in  Lin- 
colnfhire  and  the  northern  counties  ;  and  brackifh  is  re- 
tained in  ufe  every  where 

Braid,  or  Broid,  bred,  of  a  breed,  of  a  certain  turn  of  tem- 
per and  conditions  from  the  breed.  A  Scots  and  north- 
country  word 

A  Brake,  a  thicket  or  cover 

A  Brief,  any  procefs  or  order  ilfuing  from  the  king 
Broached,  fpitted,  thruft  through  with  a  fpit.  Fr.  Brochee 
A  Broch,  or  Brooch,  or  Browch,  an  ornament  of  gold  worn 

by  women  fometimes  about  the  neck,  and  fometimes 

about  the  arm 
A  Brock,  a  badger 
To  Broocb,  to  adorn 

Brogues,  the  lhoes  or  pumps  which  are  worn  by  the  Irilh 
peafants 

To  Budge,  or  Bodge,  to  give  way,  to  flir,  to  quit  a  place. 

Fr.  Bouger 

A  Burgonet,  a  fleel  cap,  worn  for  the  defence  of  the  head 

in  battle.    Fr.  Bonrguinotte 
Bulky,  or  Bolky,  woody  :  from  the  old  French  word  Bofc, 

of  which  Bofqaet  now  in  ufe  is  a  diminutive 

C 

A  Cade,  a  Cafe.  Lat.  Cadus.  Alfo,  when  joined  to  the 
name  of  any  Dealt,  it  fignifies  "  tame,  brought  up  by 
hand" 

Cadis,  a  galloon  or  binding  nwle  of  worfted.  A  French 
word 

Caliver,  the  diameter  or  bore  of  a  gun :  thence  fometimes 

the  gun  itfelf.    Fr.  Calibre 
A  Callat.   A  fcold,  a  lewd  drab 
Candent,  hot,  fcalding 

A  Cantle,  a  piece  or  lump,  a  divifion  or  fegment  of  lan«?, 

er  other  thing.    Ttal.  Cantone.    Fr.  Canton 
A  Canzonet,  a  fong,  a  ditty.    Ital.  Canzonctta 
Cappochia,  a  fool.    An  Italian  word 

A  Carack,  a  flow,  heavy  built  veiTel  of  burthen  ufed  by  the 

Spaniards  and  Portuguefe.    ital.  Caracca 
Caracas,  characters 
A  Carkanet,  a  necklace.    Fr.  Carcan 
A  Carle,  a  clown,  a  churl 
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Carrat,  the  weight  which  diftinguifhes  the  fmenefs  of  gold. 

Fr.  Carat 
A  Calk,  an  helmet.    Fr.  Cafque 

Caflle,  a  clofe  helmet  which  covered  the  whole  head 
Catian,  Cataia  is  a  country  on  the  north  of*  China,  which 
in  the  time  of  Q.  Elizabeth,  was  reported  by  the  firft 
voyager  thither  to  be  rich  in  gold  ore  ;  and  upon  that  en- 
couragement many  perfons  were  perfuaded  to  adventure 
great  fums  of  money  in  fitting  out  mips  thither,  as  for  a 
mo  ft  gainful  trade  ;  but  it  proved  a  notorious  deceit  and 
falfehood  :  Hence  Cataian  flands  for  one  of  no  credit,  a 
notorious  lyar 

"  Catlings,  fmall  firings  for  mufical  inftruments  made  of  cat- 
gut 

Cautel,  fraud,  deceit,  an  iil-defigning  craft,  in  order  t© 
enfnare.  So 

Cautelous,  crafty,  cunning,  deceitful.  So  is  the  French 
Cauteleux  always  ufed  in  a  bad  fenfe,  dangeroiuly  artifi- 
cial 

A  Cearment,  the  wrapping  of  an  embalmed  body.  Ital. 
CerarnentQ 

A  Cenfer,  a  plate  or^ dim  in  which  they  burnt  incenfe,  and 
at  the  bottom  of  which  was  ufually  represented  in  rude 
carving  the  figure  of  fome  faint.    Fr.  Kncmfoir. 

Charneco,  a  fort  of  fweet  wine.  As  Charneca  is,  in  Spa- 
nifh,  the  name  of  a  kind  of  turpentine  tree,  'tis  thought 
the  growth  of  it  was  in  fome  difLrict  abounding  with  that 
tree  ;  or  that  it  had  its  name  from  a  certain  flavour  re- 
fembling  it 

Chawdron,  a  dim  of  meat  ft  ill  ufed  in  the  northern  parts  of 

England,  made  of  the  intrails  of  a  calf 
A  Chevril,  a  kid.    Fr.  Chevreau 
A  Chewet,  a  pye  or  magpye.  Fr.  Chouette  or  Cheuette 
A  Childing,  teeming  bearing  fruit 

A  Chioppine,  a  thick  piece  of  cork,  bound  about  with  tin 
or  filver,  worn  by  the  women  in  Spain  at  the  bottom  of 
their  moes  to  make  them  appear  talier ;  a  tight  heeled 
fhoe  or  flipper.  Span.  Cbapm 

A  Chough  or  Coinifh  cough,  a  bird  which  frequents  th« 
rocks  by  the  fea-fide,  moll  like  to  a  jackdaw,  but  bigger 

Cinque  pace,  a  grave  dance  fo  called.    Fr.  Gtfyu?  fas  t 

A  Cital,  a  recital,  taxation 

To  Clepe,  to  call 

Cpbloaf,  a  mif-ihapen  loaf  of  bread  run  out  in  tae  baking 

into  lumps  and  protuberances 
Cockle,  a  weed  in  corn 
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To  Cockle,  to  fhrink,  to  wrinkle  tip 

A  Cockney,  one  born  and  bred  in  the  city  of  London,  antf 

ignorant  of*  all  things  out  of  it 
Coigne  or  coin,  a  corner.    Fr.  Coin 
Coil,  buttle,  tumult,  turmoil 
Collied,  footy,  black 
Comart,  a  bargain 
Commere,  a  fhe  goiTip 

To  Coa,  to  learn,  to  know,  to  underftand.  To  con  thanks , 
means  the  fame  as  to  give  thanks,  being  to  be  reckoned 
a  particular  plirafe,  and  indeed  a  Graecifm,  %dptv  oi^& 

To  Convent,  to  concur,  t#  be  fuitable.    Lat.  Convent  re 

To  Convince,  to  overcome  ;  in  which  fenfe  the  Latin  word 
Convinco  is  ufed  fome times 

To  Convive,  to  feaft  together.    Lat.  Convivere 

Copatain,  copped,  high  raifed,  pointed ;  from  Coppe  the 
top  Ox*  point  ef  any  thing 

To  cope,  to  encounter  ;  alfo,  to  inveft  one's  felf  v/ith,  as 
•with  a  cope  or  mantle 

Cornette,  a  woman's  head  drefs  for  the  night 

A  Corollary,  an  over-meafure  in  any  thing,  or  a  furplus 
thrown  in.    Fr.  Coroilaire.    Lat.  Corollarium 

A  Cdfier,  a  botcher  :  from  the  old  French  Coufer,  to  few 

To  Courb,  to  bend.    Fr.  Courber 

To  Cower,  to  fink  or  fquat  down.  Ttal.  Covore  Fr.  Couver 
To  Crafti,  to  be  merry  over  :  a  Grain  being  a  word  ftill 

ufed  in  fome  counties  for  a  merry  bout 
To  Craven,  to  make  recreant  or  cowardly 
A  Creflet,  a  great  light  fet  upon  a  beacon,  light-houfe,  or 
watch-tower  :  from  the  French  word  Croifette,  a  little 
crofs  ;  becaufe  the  beacons  anciently  had  crolfes  on  the 
tops  of  them 
Crete,  white.    Lat.  Crcta 
Cript,  vaulted.  Lat.  Crypfa,  a  vault 
A  Groan,  an  old  toothlefs  fheep  :  thence  an  old  woman 
Cuiflfes,  armour  for  the  thighs.    Fr.  Cuijjarts 
A  Cullion,  a  fool,  a  dull  ftupid  cudden.    Ital.  Cogiione 
A  Cuttle,  in  its  proper  fenfe  is  a  fea-liih  ;  which,  by  throw- 
ing out  a  black  juice  like  ink,  fouls  the  water,  and  fa 
efcapes  the  fimer.    Hence,  by  metaphor,  it  is  ufed  to, 
fignify  a  foul  mouth' d  fellow 
Curfeu,  the  eight  o'clock  bell.    Fr.  Couvre  feu. 

D 

To  Da(Fe,  to  put  by,  to  turn  afide  with  flight  and  negleft 
Dank,  moift,  damp,  wet,  rotten 

To  Darraign,  to  range,  or  put  in  order.    Fr.  Arranger 
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A  Deck  of  cards,  the  fame  as  a  pack 

A  Deem,  a  fiippc-ation,  a  furmife 

To  Defend,  to  forbid.    Fr.  Defendere 

Deftly,  nimbly,  brifkly.    Deft,  nimble,  ready,  neat,  fpruce 

To  Deracinate,  to  eradicate,  to  root  up.    Fr.  Derachier 

Dewberries,  ftrictly  and  properly  are  the  fruit  of  one  of  the 
fpecies  of  wild  bramble,  called  the  creeping  or  the  lejfer 
bramble  ;  but  as  they  ftand  here  among  the  more  delicate 
fruits,  they  muft  be  underltood  to  mean  rafberries,  which 
are  alfo  of  the  bramble  kind 

A  Dibble,  an  inftrument  with  which  gardeners  make  holes 
in  the  earth 

To  Diet,  to  limit,  to  controul,  to  prefcribe  to 

To  Difcandy,  to  diifolve,  to  melt,  to  thaw 

To  Difcomfit,  to  rout,  to  overthrow 

Difmes,  tenths.    A  French  word 

'  To  Difperge,  to  fprinkle,  to  fcatter.    Lat.  Dzfpergo 

To  Difpunge,  to  fqueeze  out  of  a  founge 

To  Doff,  to  put  off 

Draff,  wafh  for  hogs 

To  Drumble,  to  drone,  to  be  fluggim.    Ital.  Dorm/g/tare 
Dulcet,  fweet.    Lat.  Dulcis 

E 

To  Ear  or  Are,  to  plow  or  till.    Lat.  Ard 
Eifel,  vinegar 

Eld,  old  times  :  alfo,  old  age 

To  Elfe,  to  intangle  hair  in  fo  intricate  a  manner,  that  it 
is  not  to  be  unravelled.  This  the  vulgar  have  fuppofed 
to  be  the  work  of  fairies  in  the  night  ;  a  id  all  hair  fo 
matted  together,  hath  had  the  nanie  of  Elfe-locks 

To  Emball,  to  make  up  into  a  pack.    Fr.  Embalkr 

Embarrment,  obftacle 

Embowelled,  emptied 

To  Emmew,  to  mew  up,  to  coop  up 

An  Engle,  a  gull,  a  put,  a  bubble  :  derived  from  the  French 

word  Englucr,  which  Signifies  to  catch  with  bird-lime 
Englotted,  fwallo\ved  up.    Fr.  Englottti 
To  Enlard,  to  fatten,  encourage 
To  enmefh,  to  entangle  in  the  mefhes  of  a  net 
To  Enfeer,  to  fear  up,  to  make  dry 
To  Enfconce,  to  cover  as  with  a  fort,  to  fecurc 
Ehfaield,  fhielded,  protected 
Enfteeped,  lying  under  water 
To  Entame,  to  tame,  to  fubdue 
To  Entralne,  to  J  raw,  allure 
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Entremes,  intraits 

Efcoted,  penfioned  :  from  the  French  Eject,  a  lliot  or 
reckoning 

Exigent,  a  law-term,  a  writ  fued  out  when  the  defendant 
is  not  to  be  found,  being  part  of  the  procefs  leading  to 
an  outlawry.    Shakfpeare  ufes  it  for  any  extremity 

Expedient,  the  fame  as  expeditious.  Expedience,  expedi- 
tion 

ExfufFolate,  whifpered,  buzz'd  in  the  ears :  from  the  Italian 
verb  Saffolare 

Eyas,  or  Eyefs,  a  young  unfledged  hawk  ;  from  the  Italian 
Niafoj  which  originally  fignifies  any  young  bird  taken 
from  the  n eft  unfledged  ;  metaphorically  a  filly  fellow. 
For  Ejas-7?iujket)  fee  mulket 

An  Eyery,  an  hawk's  nefl: 

F 

To  Fade,,  to  difappear,  to  vanifli 

A  Farrow,  the  litter  of  a  fow 

Faded,  or  Farced,  ftiuPd  out.    Fr.  Farcl 

A  Farthel,  or  Fardel,  a  bundle,  a  pack,  a  burthen.  Ital. 

FardeUo 
Favour,  countenance,  vifage 
Fell,  fierce,  cruel 

A  Fell,  a  skin  or  hide  of  a  beafl:.    Fell  of  hair,  is  the 

whole  fcalp  upon  which  the  hair  grows 
A  Feodary,  one  who  holds  his  eftare  under  the  tenure  of 

fait  and  fervice  to  a  fuperior  lord 
Fewnefs,  rarity 

Fights,  any  manner  of  defence,  either  fmail  arms  or  cannon 

A  Fitchew,  a  polcat 

A  Flamen,  a  prieft  :  a  Latin  word 

Flaws,  fudden  gufts  of  wind 

Fiecker'd,  fpotted,  fpeckled,  flvdhed  with  red  fpots 
Flew'd.   Flews  are  the  large  chaps  of  a  deep-mouth  d  hound 
To  Flicker,  to  fmile  \  , 

Fiouriets,  young  bloffems,  young  fpriPging  flowers 
To  Flout,  to  dam  a  thing  in  a  perron's  face 
To  Foin,  to  pufh  in  fencing 

To  Foredo,  to  undo,  to  overcome,  to  lay  violent  hands  upon 
To  Forferd,  to  prevent,  t©  forbid 
To  Fore  (low,  to  delay 

Forted,  fortified,  fecure  . 

Fortin  a  little  fort  railed  to  defend  a  camp,  particularly 
in  afic'ge  where  the  principal  quarters  are  joined  by  hues 
defended  by  fortius  and  redoubts.    A  French  word 

A  FoiTet,  or  Faucet,  a  tap, 


tap.     r  pes  of    a   barrel.  Fr- 
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Foule,  Ft.  the  crowd  or  multitude  running  away  in  a  rout 
or  confufion 

Foyfon,  or  Foyzon,  plenty,  efpecially  of  fruits  of  the  earth; 

harveft.    Fr.  Foifons 
Franked  up,  ftiut  up  in  a  frank,  which  is  a  fty  for  feeding 

a  boar 

A  Franklin,  a  country  freeholder 
To  Frufh,  to  break,  bruife,  or  crufii.  Fr.  Fr  oijfer 
Fulhams,  a  cant  word  for  falfe  dice  both  high  and  low, 
taken  probably  from  the  name  of  the  firft  inventor,  or 
the  place  where  they  were  firft  made.  The  word  is  ufed, 
and  hath  the  fame  fenfe  in  Hudibras,  part  2.cant.i.  v. 642. 
And  in  Don  Ouixotte,  fol.  edit.  1687,  tranflated  by  Philips, 
part  2.  Book  3.  chap.  16.  "I  am  no  paumer,  no  high-and- 
low  Futham  man/'  See  alfo  North's  Examen,  page  108. 

G 

A  Gabardine,  the  coarfe  frock  of  a  fhepherd  or  filherman, 
or  any  peafant :  thence  alfo  any  loofe  caflbck.    Ital.  Ga~ 

Vardina 

Gain  giving,  the  fame  as  mifgiving,  a  giving  againft :  as 
gain- faying,  which  is  ft  ill  in  ufe,  is  faying  againft,  or  con- 
trad  icting 

A  Gallimaufry,  an  hotch-potch,  or  hafti  of  feveral  forts  of 

broken  meat,  a  medley.     Fr.  G alii tnaf ret 
To  Gallow,  to  fcare,  to  frighten 
Gallows,  a  knave,  one  lit  for  the  gallows.  Skinner 
Gall ow-gl alFes,  heavy-armed  foot 
Garboils,  diforders,  tumults,  uproars 
Gariih,  gaudy,  glaring,  flaunting 
Gafted,  as  aghafted,  frighted,  difmayed 
To  Gaude,  to  rejoice     Fr.  Gaudir 
A  Gaude,  a  toy,  a  trifle,  a  bauble 
To  Geap,  to  jeer,  ridicule 
Gear,  or  Geer,  ftufF 

A  Geek,  a  bubble  eaiily  impofed  upon.  To  Geek,  is  to  cheat 
Gerrnin,  the  firft  fprouting  of  feed  of  a  branch.  Lat.  Germen 
(lefts,  noble  actions,  exploits,  feats  :  a  word  fo  ufed  by 

Chaucer  and  Spenfer.    Lat.  Res  gefl&,  or  gffla 
Geite,  the  roll  or  journal  of  the  feveral  days  and  ftages 
prefixed  in  the  progreiies  of  our  kings ;  many  of  them 
being  (till 'extant  in  the  herald's  ofnee  •>  a  ftage  or  journey* 
Fr.  G/fte,  or  Gits 
A  Glbbe,  any  old  worn-out  ufelefs  animal 
Giglets,  or  Giglots,  wanton  women,  drabs,  ftrumpets 
Gimmal,  or  Gimbald,  or  Jymold.    This  word  Skinner  in- 
terprets only  as  applied  to  a  ring  confuting  of  two  or  more 
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rounds,  and  thence  derives  it  from  the  French  Gemeauy 
and  the  Latin  Gemellus.  A  Jeymold  bitt,  therefore,  may 
well  be  taken  in  that  fenfe,  from  the  little  rings  often  an- 
nexed to  bitts  to  play  in  the  horfe's  mouth.  But  Gimmals 
carries  a  more  general  fignification  ;  fiich  as  the  word 
Gimcracks  has  now,  viz.  fome  little  quaint  devices,  or 
pieces  of  machinery 

A  Glaive,  a  cutting  fword,  a  cimeterre  ;  ufed  alfo  by  Spen- 
cer.   A  French  word 

To  Gleck,  to  joke,  to  jeer,  or  feoff 

To  Glofe,  to  flatter,  to  collogue 

To  Glofs,  to  interpret,  to  comment  upon.    Fr.  Glofer 
Godild  you  !  God  fhield  you  ! 
Gord,  an  inftrument  of  gaming 

GofTomer,  or  Goffamour,  the  long  white  cobwebs  which 
fly  in  the  air  in  calm  funny  weather,  efpecially  about 
the  time  of  autumn 

Goujeres,  "the  French  difeafe,  (lues  venerea) ;  from  the 
French  word  Gouge,  which  fignifies  a  common  camp  trull, 
as  Goujer  fignifies  a  man  who  deals  with  fuch  proflitutes. 
Thefe  words  Gouje  and  Goujer  being  ufed  as  common  terms 
of  reproach  among  the  vulgar,  and  becaufe  that  loath- 
fome  difeafe  was  firft.  brought  from  the  fiege  of  Naples 
about  the  year  149s,  by  the  French  army,  and  the  wo- 
men who  followed  it,  and  was  by  them  diiperfed  over  all 
Europe  ;  therefore  the  firft  name  it  got  among  us  was 
the  Goujeres  ;  the  difeafe  of  the  Goujes 

Gouts,  drops.    Fr.  Gouttes 

Gratulate,  fit  for  gratulation 

Grice,  or  Grife,  or  Griece,  or  Greeze  ;  degrees,  fteps? 

flairs.    Fr.  Grez 
Grimalkin,  a  name  given  to  a  cat 
Grime,  dirt,  filth,  ftain,  fmut 

A  Groundling,  a  fifh  which  keeps  at  the  bottom  of  the  wa- 
ter. Hence  one  of  the  low  vulgar 

Guarde,  the  hem  or  welt  of  a  garment ;  alfo  any  lace  or 
galloon  upon  the  feams  or  borders  of  it.  To  Guard,  to 
lace  over,  to  adorn 

Guerdon,  reward  ;  an  old  French  word  now  difufed 

Gyves,  fhackles.    To  gyve,  to  catch,  to  fhackle 

H 

To  Hack,  to  hackney,  to  turn  hackney  or  proflitute 
An  Haggard,  a  wild  hawk 

To  harp,  to  feize,  to  lay  hold  of.    Fr.  Harper 
Harper,  a  name  given  by  the  witches  to  fome  of  their  rai£ 
chieyous  imps 
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To  Harry,  to  hare,  to  ruffle.    Fr.  Harer 

To  Hatch,  a  term  in  drawing,  to  fhade  off,  and  finifh  with 

the  fine  ftrokes  of  a  pen 
A  Having,  (a  fubftantive)  is  very  frequently  ufed  for  a 

poffeflion  in  any  thing 
Hefts,  the  fame  as  heavings 
Helmed,  guided,  conducted 
A  Henchman,  a  page,  an  ulher 

To  Hend,  to  fieze,  to  lay  hold  of;  alfo  to  hern  in,  to  fur- 
round 
Hent,  ufe,  cuftom 
Heried,  praifed,  celebrated 
Heris,  mafter  ;  an  old  Scots  word 
Hefts,  or  behefts,  commands.    Heft,  regal  command 
Hight,  named  or  called;  or  is  named  or  called 
Hilding,  or  Hindsrling,  bafe,  degenerate,  fet  at  nought 
To  Hockle,  to  hamftring,  to  cut  the  finews  about  the  ham 
or  hough* 

Holding  fometimes  fignifies  the  burden  or  chorus  of  a  fong 
Hollidam,  holy  dame,  blefted  lady 

Holy-day,  to  fpeak  holy-day,  to  fpeak  in  a  high-flown,  fuf- 
tian  ftyle 

Hofe,  breeches.    Fr.  CbauffeSj  or  Haut  dc  chaujfes 
To  Hull,  to  float,  to  drive  to  and  fro  upon  the  water  with- 
out fails  or  rudder 
To  Hurtle,  to  fkirmifh,  to  clam,  to  run  againft  any  thing, 
to  juftle,  to  meet  in  Ihock  and  encounter.    Fr.  Heurter. 
Itai.  Vrtare 

An  Hyen,  or  Hyena,  an  animal  of  which  many  wonderful 
things  are  told  ;  among  which  one  is,  that  it  can  imitate 
the  voice  and  laughter  of  men 

I 

JefTes,  a  term  in  falconry  ;  fliort  ftraps  of  leather  tied  about 

the  legs  of  an  hawk,  with  which  Ihe  is  held  on  the  fift 
Imboft,  a  hunting  term  ;  when  a  deer  is  hard  run,  and 
foams  at  the  mouth,  he  is  faid  to  be  imboft.    A  dog  alfo, 
when  he  is  drained  with  hard  running  (efpecially  upon 
hard  ground),  will  have  his  knees  fwelled,  and  then  he  is 
faid  to  be  imboft.    From  the  French  word  Bojfc^  which 
iignifies  a  tumour 
Impage,  grafting  ;  from  Impe,  a  graff,  a  flip 
Importance,  the  fame  as  importunity 
Important,  the  fame  as  importunate 
Inconv,  or  Kony,  delicate.    A  north-country  word 
An  Indigeft,  a  chaos,  (u  rudis  indigeftaque  moles") 
Induction,  the  fame  as  introduction  ;  alfo  inducement 
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To  inherit,  to  pofFefs 

To  Xnfconce,  to  cover  as  with  a  fort,  to  fecure 
Intraitments,  coynefs 

Intrenchant,  incroaching.  u  The  intrenchant  air,"  means 
the  air  which  fuddenly  incroaches  and  clofes  upon  the 
fpace  left  by  any  body  which  had  pafTed  through  it 

Jymold.    See  Gimmal 

K 

Karn,  u  Clean  kam/;  crooked,  athwart,  awry,  crofs  from 

the  purpofe.    Ital.  Afchcmbo.  "  Clean  kam,"  is,  by  vulgar 

pronunciation,  brought  to  kim  kam. 
To  keel,  feems  here  to  mean  to  drink  Jfo  deep,  as  to  turn 

up  the  bottom  of  the  pot  ;  like  turning  up  the  keel  of  a 

ihip 

liernes,  Irilh  boors  ;  light  armed  foot 
A  Keftrel,  a  little  kind  of  baftard  hawk 
A  Ketch,  a  tub,  a  calk,  a  barrel,  a  hogfhead.    Fr.  Ciqus 
Kickfy-wickfy,  a  made  word,  in  ridicule  and  difdain  of  a 
wife 

Kindle,  to  kindle,  is  the  word  for  rabbits  bringing  forth 

their  young 
A  Kirtle,  a  woman's  gown 

L 

Labra,  a  lip.    An  Italian  word 

To  Land-damm.  Probably  this  was  a  coarfe  expreffion  in 
the  cant  ftrain  formerly  in  common  ufe,  but  fmce  laid 
afide,  arid  forgotten  ;  which  meant  the  u  taking  away  a 
man's  life*."  For  Land  or  Lant  is  an  old  word  for  urine  ; 
and  to  ftop  the  common  paffages  and  functions  of  nature, 
is  to  kill. 

Latten,  a  factitious  metal;  tinned  plates  beaten  out  very 

thin.    Fr.  Let  an  ou  Laltou 
Lauwd,  the  fame  as  lawn,  a  plain  extended  between  woods. 

Fr.  Lande 

Lavolta,  an  old  dance,  in  which  was  much  turning,  and 

much  capering.    Fr.  La  volte. 
A  Leaih,  a  leathern  thong,  by  which  a  falconer  holds  his 

hawk,  or  a  courfer  leads  his  greyhound.    Ital.  Laccio 
To  lech,  to  lick  over.    Fr.  Lechor 
To  Leach,  to  cure.    A  Leach,  a  phyfician 
Leer,  or  Lear,  earth  mold 

A  Leman,  a  fweet-heart,  a  gallant,  or  a  miftrefs.  Fr, 

Uaimant)  L'aimante 
Lethe,  death,  deftruction 
A  Libbard,  a  leopard 
Lief,  dear,  beloved 
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A  Linftock,  a  flaff  of  wood,  with  a  match  at  the  end  of  it, 

ufed  by  gunners  in  firing  cannon 
Lither,  foft,  mild 
A  Lob,  a  lubber,  a  looby 
Loch,  a  lake.    A  Scots  word 

Loches,  a  very  pleafant  confection  introduced  into  medi- 
cine by  the  Arabian  phyficians 
Lockram,  a  fort  of  coarfe  linen 

Loggats,  the  ancient  name  of  a  play  or  game,  which  is 
one  among  the  unlawful  games  enumerated  in  the  ira- 
tute  33,  Henry  VIII.  It  is  the  fame  which  is  now  called 
Kittle-pins^  in  which  boys  often  make  ufe  of  bones  inftead 
of  wooden  pins,  throwing  at  them  with  another  bone  in- 
ftead of  bowling 

Lozell,  a  lazy  lubber 

A  Luce,  a  pike  or  jack 

Lunes,  fits  of  lunacy,  or  frenzy,  mad  freaks.  The  French 
fay  of  a  man  who  is  but  fantaftical  and  whimfical,  II  a 

des  lunes. 

Lufli,  of  a  dark,  deep,  full  colour,  oppofite  to  pale  and 

faint.    Fr.  Loufche. 
Luitic,  lufty,     A  Dutch  word 
Luftrous,  full  of  luftre 

Lyme  a  lime-hound.  J.  Caius  derives  the  name  from  Lyemme, 
which  is  an  old  word,  fignifying  aftrap  or  thong  with  which 
dogs  are*  led. 

M 

MailM,  clothed  or  covered  as  with  armour 

Maine chor,  a  poifoner.  A  Spanifti  word.  Miching  mal- 
hechor  lying  in  wait  for  the  poifoner 

To  Mammer,  to  heiitate,  to  ftand  in  fufpenfe.  The  word 
often  occurs  in  old  Englifh  writings,  and  probably  takes 
its  original  from  the  French  M'amour,  which  men  were 
apt  often  to  repeat  when  they  were  not  prepared  to  give 
a  direct  anfwer. 

A  Mammet,  a  puppet,  a  figure  dreiTed  up ;  a  girl 

Manour,  or  Mainour,  or  Maynour,  an  old  law  term,  (from 
the  French  Mainaver  or  Manier,  Latin  Mann  tracJare,) 
fignifies  the  thing  which  a  thief  takes  away  or  fteals ; 
and  to  be  taken  with  the  Manour  or  Mainour,  is  to  be 
taken  with  the  thing  ftolen  about  him,  or  doing  an  un- 
lawful aft  flagrante  dclifio,  or,  as  we  fay,  /*;;  the  fafi.  The 
expreffion  is  much  ufed  in  the  foreft-laws.  See  Man- 
wood's  edition  in  quarto,  1665,  p.  292,  where  it  is  fpelt 
Manner. 

Mappery,  the  art  of  planning  and  defigning 
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To  Mate,  to  confound,  to  conquer,  to  overcome,  to  fuls- 
due,  Spen. 

A  Maukin  or  Malkin,  a  kind  of  mop  made  of  clouts  for  the 
ufe  of  fweeping  ovens  ;  thence  a  frightful  figure  of  clouts 
dreffedup;  thence  a  dirty  wench 

A  Mazzard,  a  jaw.  Fr.  Mafchoire 

A  Meacock,  a  luxurious  or  effeminate  man 

To  Meal,  to  mingle 

A  Medecin,  a  phyfician 

Meed  moft  frequently  ftands  for  reward ;  but  it  is  fome- 

times  ufed  for  merit.   See  alfo  Minfhew 
Meered,  relating  to  a  boundary  ;  Meer  being  a  boundary  or 

mark  of  divifion 
Meether,  beauty 

A  Meiny,  people,  a  retinue,  domeftic  fervants.    Fr.  Mefnie 

ToMell,  to  mix,  to  mingle.    Fr.  Meier 

Mephoftophilus,  the  name  of  an  infernal  fpiritin  the  old 

fabulous  hiftory  of  Dr.  Fauflus 
A  Mew,  a  confinement  at  home 

A  Micher,  a  truant,  a  lazy  loiterer,  who  fculks  about  in 
corners  and  by-places,  and  keeps  out  of  fight;  a  hedge 
creeper 

Miching,  fecret,  covered,  lying  hid  ;  lying  in  wait 

Ming,  mixture,  compofition 

A  Minnow,  the  fmalleft  of  Mies,  fmall  fry 

Mifprifed,  fometimes  it  fignifies  miftaken,  from  the  French 

verb  mefprendre ;  fometimes  undervalued  or  difdained, 

from  the  French  verb  meprtjer 
A  Mifprifon,  a  miftake 
Mobled,  or  Mabled,  veiled 
Modern,  common,  ordinary,  vulgar 
A  Moldwarp,  a  mole 

A  Mome,  a  dull  ftupid  blockhead,  a  flock,  a  port.  This 
owes  its  original  to  the  French  word  Momon,  which  fig- 
nifies the  gaming  at  dice  in  mafquerade  :  the  cuftom  and 
rule  of  which  is,  that  a  ftric"t.  fdence  is  to  be  ©bferved  ; 
whatfoever  fum  one  flakes,  another  covers,  but  not  a 
word  is  to  be  fpoken ;  from  hence  alfo  comes  our  word 
Mum  I  for  filence. 

A  Mooncalf,  an  ideot 

Mull'd  foi'tened  and  difpirited,  as  wine  is  when  burnt  and 

fweetened.  Lat.  Mollitzts 
A  Mmvmer,  a  mafker.   Mummerie,  mafquerading.  S^r. 

Momerie 
A  Mure,  a  wall.  Lat.  Murus 
Murk,  darkuefs.  Murry,  dark 
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A  Musket,  a  male  hawk  of  a  fmall  kind,  the  female  of 
which  is  the  the  fparrow-hawk  ;  fo  that  Eyas  Musket,  is 
a  young  unfledged  male  hawk  of  that  k.na.    Fr.  Mouchet 

A  Mufs,  a  fcramble 

N 

Nayward,  u  to  th'  nayward,"  to  the  fide  of  denial,  towards 
the  faying  Nay 

A  Nayward,  the  fame  as  by-word;  a  word  of  contempt ; 

alfo  a  word  lecretly  agreed  upon,  as  among  foldiers,  for 

the  dittingui  Iking  friends  from  foes 
A  Neafe,  or  Neife,  or  Neive,  a  fift 
A  Neb,  the  bill  or  beak  of  a  bird 

Nick,  u  out  of  all  nick,"  out  of  all  count ;  /.  e .  extrava- 
gantly. A  phrafe  taken  from  accounts,  when  calcula- 
tions were  made  by  nicking  numbers  upon  a  IHck 

Nine  mens  morris,  a  kind  of  rural  chefs 

A  Nole,  a  noddle 

O 

Oeillades,  glances.    Fr.  Qeillades 

An  Opal,  a  precious  ftone  reflecting  almotl  all  colours. 

Fr.  Opale.    Lat.  Opalus 
Orgillous,  (Prol.  to  Tr.  and  CretT.),  proud.  Fr.  Orguciilcux 
Orts,  fcraps,  fragments,  leavings 

Ofprey,  the  lea-eagle  ;  of  which  it  is  reported,  that  when 
he  hovers  in  the  air,  all  the  fiih  in  the  water  underneath 
turn  up  their  bellies,  and  lie  ft  ill  for  him  to  feize  which 
he  pleafes.  One  of  the  names  of  this  bird  is  OJJljraga^ 
from.  wThich  by  corruption  is  deduced  OJprey.  See  Gef- 
nerj  and  William  Turner.  The  name  in  Pliny  is  Haliac- 
tos. 

An  Oftent,  a  mew,  an  outward  appearance.  Lat.  Oftentus 
To  Overween,  to  reach  beyond  the  truth  of  any  thing  in 

thought,  efpecially  in  the  opinion  of  a  man's  lie  If. 
Ouphe,  the  fume  as  Elfe,  from  which  it  is  a  corruption  ; 

a  fairy,  a  hobgoblin 
Ouphen,  elfim,  of  fairy-kind 
An  Ouzie,  a  black-bird 

Owche>,  boffes  or  buttons  of  gold  fet  with  diamonds.  The 
word  is  mentioned  in  an  oldftatute  of  Henry  VIII.  made 
againft  excefs  in  apparel;  it  is  alfo  ufed  by  Chaucer  and 
Spencer 

ToO^e,  is  very  frequently  ufed  for  poiTefs ;  to  be  the  owner 
of;  efpecially  where  the  author  would  imply  an  abfolute 
right  or  property  in  the  thing  polleiled 
Vol.  I.        '  e 
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A  Paddock,  a  toad,  or  frog 

Palabras,  o'my  word.    Span.  Do  Palabm.    Pocas  Palabras, 

few  words 
Pale-clipt,  inclofed  or  fenced  with  pales 
A  Palliament,  a  robe.    ltal.  Palzamento 
A  Pantaloon,  a  man's  garment  anciently  worn,  in  which 

the  breeches  and  {lockings  were  all  of  a  piece.  Fr.  Pan- 

talon 

A  Pantler,  the  officer  in  a  great  family  who  keeps  the  bread. 

Fr.  Panetier 
A  Pantler,  to  run  after  one  like  a  footman 
To  Paragon,  to  compare.    Fr.  Paragonner:  alfo  to  equal 
A  Paragon,  a  complete  model  or  pattern 
A  Parator,  the  fame  as  apparator,  or  apparitor ;  an  officer 

belonging  to  the  fpirituai  courts,  who  carries  fummons, . 

and  ferves  procefTes 
To  Parget,  to  daub  or  plaifter  over 

Partlet,  *  name  given  to  a  hen  ;  the  original  lignification 
being  a  ruff,  or  band,  or  covering  for  the  neck 

A  Pam,  a  kifs.  Span.  Paz.  "  La  Paz  de  Judas,"  is  a 
phrafe  with  the  Spaniards,  by  which  they  exprefs  treach- 
ery 

To  Pafh,  to' dam 

Patens,  a  round  plate  of  gold  borne  in  heraldry;  the  cover 

of  the  facramental  cup 
A  Pelt,  a  fkin  or  hide.     Lat.  Pellh 

Pelting,  (a  pelting  village,  a  pelting  farm),  has  the  fame 
fenfe  as  beggarly.  There  is  a  rot  among  fheep,  parti- 
cularly called  the  Pelt-rot ;  which  is,  when  the  fheep 
from  poverty  and  ill- keeping  firft  lofe  their  wool  and 
then  die.  This  word  comes  from  Pelt,  a  skin  ;  the  poor 
being  generally  clothed  in  leather 

Perdy,  an  oath.    Fr.  par  Dieu 

periapts,  amulets ;  charms  worn  as  prefervatives  againft 

difeafes  or  mifchief. 
A  Pet,  a  lamb  taken  into  the  houfe  and  brought  up  by  hand  ; 

a  cade  lamb 

A  Petard,  a"  kind  of  little  cannon  filled  with  powder,  and 
ufed  for  the  breaking  down  the  gates  of  a  town,  and  for 
countermining.    Fr.  Petard 

Picked,  fharp,  fmart.    Fr.  Pique 

pight,  pitched,  placed,  fixed 

A  Pike,  a  fork 
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A  Pilcher,  a  furred  gown  or  cafe,  any  thing  lined  with  fur  ; 

a  cloak  or  coat  of  skins 
Pin,  a  horny  induration  of  the  membranes  of  the  eye 
Pink,  veifel  of  the  fmall  craft,  employed  as  a  carrier  (and 

fo  called.)  for  merchants  0 
A  Pix,  a  little  cheft  or  box  wherein  the  confecrated  hofl  is 

kept  in  Roman  Catholic  countries.    Lat.  Pixis 
Plage,  place,  country,  or  boundary.    Lat.  Piaga 
Planched  gate,  a  gate  of  boards 

To  Plafh,  to  reduce  into  order  the  large  ft  plants  in  a 
hedge,  by  cutting  deep  into  their  bodies,  to  make  them 
bend  down,  and  then  interweaving  them  with  the  lower 
parts  of  the  hedge.  The  original  and  true  word  is 
Pleach,  by  vulgar  ufe  pronounced  Plajh 

To  Pleach,  to  twift,  together,  to  interweave 

Point-device,  exact  to  the  greateft  nicety.  Fr.  A  points 
devifes.    The  exprem'on  is  ufed  by  Chaucer 

PoVTd,  fhaven 

Pomander,  a  little  round  ball  of  perfumes.  Fr.  Pomme 
d'ambre 

Pomwater,  a  very  large  app!<* 

A  Preclnan,  one  who  prof  e  fie  s  great  fanctity,  a  ghoftly 

father,  a  fpiritual  guide 
Prime,  prompt,  from  the  Celtique  or  Britifh  Prim 
Primero,  a  game  at  cards.    Span.  Primera 
A  Prizer,  a  prize-fighter 
To  Procter,  to  plead  by  an  advocate 
Proface,  much  good  may  do  you !  Ital.  Profaccio 
To  Propend,  to  lean  more,  to  incline  more  favourably. 

Lat.  Propend t'o 

Properties,  a  term  much  ufed  at  the  play-houfes,  for  the 
habits  and  implements  neceifary  for  the  repreientation  ; 
and  they  who  furniftt  them,  are  called  Property-men. 
This  feems  to  have  arifea  from  that  fenfe  of  the  word 
Property,  which  fignifies  a  blind,  a  tool,  a  {talking  horfe 

To  Purfle,  to  over-lay  with  tinfel,  gold  thread,  &c.  .  Fr. 
Pour  filer 

A  Puttock,  a  kite 

A  Quab,  a  gudgeon,  (Gobio  capitatus.  Skin) ;  it  is  often 
ufed  in  a  figurative  fenfe  for  a  foft  eafy  fool,  ready 
to  fw allow  any  bait  laid  for  him 

To  Quail,  to  droop,  to  languifti,  to  faint. 

A  Quarrel,  a  large  arrow  fo  called 

puatch,  fquat  or  flat 

Queafy,  fickiih,  naufeating  _^ 
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A  Quell,  a  murtherous  conqueft.  In  the  common  accep- 
tation, to  quelle  fignifies  to  fubdue  any  way;  but  it  comes 
from  a  Saxon  word  which  fignifies  to  kill 

A  Quern,  a  churn  ;  alfo  a  mill 

A  Que  ft,  a  lamentation,  a  complaint.    Lat  gjieftus. 

A  Queftant  or  Quefler,  one  who  goes  in  queft  of  any  thing 

Quill,  (u  deliver  our  Applications  in/' quill, ")  this  may  be 
fuppofed  to  have  been  a  phrafe  formerly  in  ufe,  and  the 
fame  with  the  French  en  qui  lie,  which  is  faid  of  a  man 
when  he  Hands  upright  upon  his  feet,  without  ftirring 
from  the  place.  The  proper  fenfe  of  Qtiille  in  the  French 
is  a  nine-pin  ;  and  in  iome  parts  of  England  nine  pins 
are  ftill  called  Coils ;  which  word  is  ufed  in  the  ftatute 
33.  Henry  VIII,  cap.  9.  Quille  in  the  old  Britifh  lan- 
guage, alfo  fignifies  any  piece  of  wood  fet  upright 

Quillets,  quibbles,  queries,  fubtleties ;  law  chicane,  a  falfe 
charge,  or  an  evafive  anfwer 

Oiiibs,  gibe.,  flouts 

A  Quintain,  a  butt,  a  poft,  or  the  figure  of  a  man  fet  up  in 
wood  for  the  pur  ofe  of  military  exercifes,  throwing 

dart1?,   breaking  lances,  Oi  i  unning  a  tilt  again  ft  it.  Fr. 

Quintoine 

To  Quote,  to  underftand,  to  interpret,  to  rate,  to  eftimate, 
to  reckon 

R 

The  Rack,  the  coarfe  or  driving  of  the  clouds  ;  the  veftige 
of  an  embodied  cloud,  which  hath  been  broken  and  dif- 
f  pa  ted  by  the  wind 

Raied,  Plotted,  {rained,  fouled,  the  fame  as  Eeraied,  which 
is  the  term  more  known  of  late  days.  Fr.  Raye 

Rafti,  dry 

To  Rate,  to  rail  or  revile 

Raught,  the  fame  as  reached 

To  Ravin,  to  fnatch  or  devour  greedily 

A  Raze  of  ginger,  this  is  the  Indian  word  for  a  bale,  and 

muft  be  diftinguifhed  from  Race,  which  fignifies  a  fingle 

root  of  ginger 
Rear-mice,  or  Rere-mice,  bats 

Rebato,  an  ornament  for  the  neck,  a  collar,  band,  or  kind  of 
ruff  Fr.  Rabat.  Menage  fays  it  comes  from  Rabattre,  to 
put  back  ;  becaufe  it  was  at  firft  nothing  but  the  collar 
of  the  fhirt  or  ihift  turned  back  towards  the  moulders 

A  Recheate,  a  particular  lelfon  upon  the  horn  to  call  dogs 
back  from  the  fcent ;  from  the  old  French  word  Revet, 
which  was  ufed  in  the  fame  fenfe  as  Retraite 

Rechlefs  or  Recklefs,  regardlefs,  negligent 
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To  Reck,  to  regard,  to  care,  to  be  anxious  about,  to  regret 
the  lofs  of 

Reechy  or  Reeky,  fmoky,  or  foiled  with  fmoak,  or  a  dark. 

yellow  :  thence  alfo  fweaty  or  filthy  with  fweat 
Reed,  leffon,  doctrine,  counfel 
Reer,  flow,  backward,  unwilling  to  fhew  itfelf 
Reguerdon,  recompence 
To  Rein,  to  curb,  to  reftrain 
To  Releve,  to  heighten,  to  add  to.    Fr.  Rekver 
To  Renege,  to  renounce.  Span.  Rcnegar 
Ribaud,  debauched,  abandoned,  proflituted,  a  luxurious 

fquanderer.  Fr.  Ribaud 
Ribi,  drink  away  !  Italian.  The  imperative  mood  of  Ribere, 

which  is  the  fame  as  Ribivere^  to  drink  again 
Riggifh,  wanton 

Rigol,  a  circle ;  from  the  Italian  Rigoley  which  fignifies  a. 

little  round  wheel  or  trundle 
Roifting,  bluftering,  fwaggering 
A  Rood,  a  crofs 

A  Rowfe,  the  fame  as  a  carowfe 

Roynim,  mangy,  fcabby.    Fr.  Rogneux 

A  Ruddock,  a  robin  red  breaft 

Rudefoy,  rude  companion,  rude  fellow 

A  Runnion,  or  Ronyon,  a  fcabby  or  mangy  man  or  woman. 

Fr.  Rogneux  and  Rogneufe 
Ruth,  pity,  companion. 

S 

Sacring-bell,  the  little  bell  which  is  rung  in  the  proceffion  of 
the  hour,  to  give  notice  of  its  approach,  or  to  call  to  fome 
holy  office.  From  the  French  word  S.icrer,  to  confecrate 
or  dedicate  to  the  fervice  of  God 

To  Sagg,  is  (properly)  to  link  on  one  fide,  as  weights  do 
when  they  are  not  balanced  by  equal  weights  on  the  other 

Sellet,  or  Salade,  a  helmet.  Corrupted  from  Cxhta,  a  hel- 
met, (fays  Skinner,)  u  quia  galeae  cselatss  fuerunt." 
Span.  Ce/ada.    Fr.  Salade. 

Saltier,  a  term  in  heraldry ;  one  of  the  ordinaries  in  form  of 
St.  Andrew's  crofs 

Sandy,  of  a  fandy  colour,  which  is  one  of  the  colours  be- 
longing to  a  true  blood-hound 

San  Domingo,.  St.  Dominick.  Span. 

Sans,  without.    A  Freuch  word 

A  Saw,  a  wife  faying,  a  proverh. 

'aSy?  eifay.    Fr.  EJfat 

To  bean,  to  canvafs,  to  examine,,  to  weigh  and  conflder  well 
any  biuinefs 
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Scarfed,  pieced  or  joined  clofe  together;  a  term  u  fed  by 

the  Ihip -builders 
Scathe,  harm,  hurt,  mifchief,  damage.    Scatheful,  mif- 

chievous 

A  Sconce,  a  fort,  a  fortrefs ;  alfo  a  man's  head 
A  Score,  account;  not  .the  number  of  twenty 
To  Scotch,  to  hack,  to  cut,  to  bruife,  to  crufti.  Ital. 

Sch'uicciare. 

Scroyles,  the  difeafe  called  the  king's  evil.  Fr.  EfcroueUes  ; 
here  given  as  a  name  of  contempt  and  abufe  to  the  men 
of  Angiers  ;  as  we  fometimes  fcurriloufly  call  men/cij. 

To  Scutch,  to  fwitch,  to  whip,  to  fcourge.    Ital.  Scuticarc 

Seam,  tallow,  fat 

A  Sea-mall,  a  kind  of  gull,  a  bird  haunting  the  fea-coafls 
Sear'd,  old  :  In  the  fear,  fignifies  old  age 
Seednefs,  feed  time.    An  old  word 

To  Seel,  a  term  in  falconry,  to  run  a  filk  thread  through  the 
eye-lids  of  a  young  hawk,  and  to  draw  them  near  to- 
gether, in  order  to  make  the  hawk  bear  a  hood 

Seqnele,  a  great  man's  train.    A  French  word 

"  Sefla  or  Sefley,  peace,  be  quiet.    Lat.  Ceffa 

Shamois,  a  particular  kind  of  goats 

A  Shard,  a  tile,  or  broken  piece  of  a  tile  :  thence  figura- 
tively a  fcale  or  lhell  upon  the  back  of  any  creature.  The 

Shardborn  beetle,  means  the  beetle  that  is  borne  up  by 
wings  hard  and  glazed  like  a  potiheard 
Sharded,  fcale d 

To  Shark  up,  to  pick  up  in  a  thievifh  manner.    Fr.  Chercher 

Sheen,  clear,  bright;  fmiling,  mining  ;  alfobrightnefs,  luftre, 
ufed  in  the  fir  ft  and  laft  fenfe  by  Spencer 

To  Shend,  to  blame,  to  reprove,  to  rate,  to  rebuke,  to  dis- 
grace, to  evil-entreat 

A  Shive,  a  Slice 

A  Showghe,  a  rough  coated  dog,  a  fhock 
Shrift,  confeffion.    To  Shrive,  to  confefs 
A  Siege,  a  feat ;  alfo,  the  pofteriors 
Sieg'd,  placed,  feated,  fixed 

Sizes,  certain  portions  of  bread,  beer,  or  other  victuals, 
which  in  public  focieties  are  fet  down  to  the  account  of 
particular  perfons.  A  word  ftill  ufed  in  the  colleges  of  the 
EngUih  universities 

Sized,  bedawbed  as  with  fize,  which  is  a  glewilh  compofitioii 
ufed  by  painters.    Ital.  S/fa 

To  Skirr,  to  fcour  about  a  country 

S'eaded,  or  Sleded,  carried  on  a  fled  or  fledge 

Slop,  wide-knee'd  breeches 
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Slough,  an  hulk,  an  outward  skin 

Smirch'd,  fmeared,  dawbed,  dirtied 

ToSneap,  to  check,  to  fnah,  to  rebuke 

Sooth,  true  or  truth,  a  reality ;  alfo  adulation,  in  the  fenfe 

of  the  verb  to  Sooth 
To  Sowle,  to  lug  or  pull 

A  Sowter,  a  cobler,  Lat.  Sutor.  In  one  pafTage  it  is  in- 
tended as  the  name  of  a  dog 

To  Sperre,  to  bolt,  to  barricado,  or  any  ways  fatten 

Spleen  is  often  ufed  for  a  fudden  {tart,  a  hafty  motion,  a 
momentary  quicknefs 

A  Spra>,  a  young  tender  moot  or  branch  of  a  tree 

Spurs,  the  fibres  of  a  root  or  tree 

To  Square,  to  jar,  to  wrangle  or  quarrel.  For  the  deriva- 
tion,  fee  the  next  word 

A  Squarer,  a  fwaggering  blade.  This  word  is  taken  from 
the  French  phrafe,  Se  quarrer,  which  fignifies  to  ftrut 
with  arms  a-kembo,  ("  anfatus  incedere,")  an  aclion 
which  denotes  a  character  of  an  hectoring  bragadochio. 

A  Squier,  the  fame  as  a  fquare 

A  Stanyel,  otherwife  called  a  Ring-tail^  a  kind,  of  buzzard, 
or  kite 

Starkly,  ftiffly,  wearily,  foundiy 
Station,  attitude,  prefence,  perfon 
A  Statilr,  a  ftatefman.    Ital.  Statifia 
A  Stay,  a  let,  a  {top,  an  impediment 
To  Stead,  or  Sted,  to  ferve,  to  help 

Steads,  ftocks,  {tools,  from  whence  young  flips  or  fuckers 
are  propagated 

Stickler-like  ;  {ticklers  were  feconds  appointed  in  a  duel  to 
fee  fair  play,  who  parted  the  combatants  when  they 
thought  fit  ;  and  this  being  done  by  interpofing  with  a 
{tick,  from  thence  came  the  name 

Stigmatical,branded  with  marks  of  difgrace.  Lat.  Stigmaticus 

Stint,  proportion,  allotment 

A  Stithy,  an  anvil.  ,  To  Stithy,  to  beat  upon  an  anvil 

Stoccata,  a  thruft  in  fencing.    An  Italian  word 

A  Stole,  a  robe,  a  long  garment,  a  mantle,  a  woman's 

gown:  ufed  alfo  byx  Spencer.    Lat.  Stola 
To  fuggeft,  to  prompt  or  egg  on 

Sumpter,  a  beau:  which  carries  neceffiries  on  a  Journey 
Surceafe,  this  generally  fignifies  the  fufpenfion  of  any  act  ; 

but  in  one  patfage  it  ftands  for  the  total  ceafing  after  the 

final  execution  of  it.    Fr.  urfeoir 
A  Swabber,,  an  inferior  oiHcer  in  a.  mip>  whofe  bufmefs  it  is 

to  keep  the  fiiip  clean 
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A  Tabourine,  a  drum.    Fr.  Tabourin 
To  Take,  toblaft,  to  ftrike  with  infection.  Fr.  Attaqucr 
Tall  is  very  frequently  ufed  for  eminent,  notable,  confi- 
derable 

Taniere,  a  hut  or  cave.    A  French  word 
To  Tarre  on,  to  provoke,  to  urge  on,  as  they  fet  on  dogs 
to  fight 

A  Taifel- gentle,  a  particular  kind  of  hawk,  the  male  of  the 
faulcon.  In  ftrietnefs  it  Ihould  be  fpelt  Tiercel-gentle* 
Fr.  Tiercelet 

Tear- cap,  a  ranting  bully 

Tear-meet,  a  ranting  wench 

Teen,  trouble,  grief 

Tefted,  tried,  put  to  the  ten: 

A  Tether,  a  long  rope  with  which  horfes  are  tied  to  confine 
their  feeding  to  a  certain  compafs,  and  prevent  their 
trefpaffing  farther 

The  we  s,  fmews,  mufcles,  bodily  ftrength 

Thill-horfe,  the  horfe  which  draws  in  the  lhafts  or  thill  of 
the  carriage 

Thirdborough,  the  fame  as  headborough  or  conftable 
Thrift,  thriving,  fuccefs 
Tilth,  tillage 

Tiny,  final],  flender.    Lat.  Tennais 

Tort,  in  the  wrong.    An  old  French  word 

To  Toze,  to  break  in  pieces,  to  draw  out,  or  pull  afunder, 
as  they  do  wool,  by  carding  it  t©  make  itfoftj  Ital. 
Tozzare :  Thence  figuratively,  by  artful  infinuations  to 
draw  out  the  fecrets  of  a  man's  thoughts 

To  Trammell  up,  to  ftop ;  a  metaphor  taken  from  a  tra- 
melnet,  which  is  ufed  to  put  acrofs  a  river  from  bank  to 
bank,  and  catches  all  the  fiih  that  come,  fuifering  none  to 
pafs.    Fr.  Trci7?2ail 

Trick  is  a  word  frequently  ufed  for  the  air,  or  that  pecu- 
liarity in  a  face,  voice,  or  gefture,  which  diftinguiihes  it 
from  others 

Trickfey,  dainty,  curious,  fleight 

Trigon,  a  term  in  aftrology,  when  three  figns  of  the  fame 

nature  and  quality  meet  in  a  trine  afpect 
Troll  -madam,  a  game  commonly  called  pigeon-holes 
TroulTers,  a  kind  of  breeches  wide  and  tucked  up  high, 
fuch  are  Hill  worn  in  the  robes  of  the  order  of  the  Gar- 
ter. Fv.TrouJjfe.  But  ftrait  troulfers  in  this  paffage  has. 
a  jefling  fenfc,  and  means  the  natural  fkin  without  any 
breeches 
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To  Trow,  to  believe.    An  old  word 

To  Trufs,  is  a  term  in  falconry,  when  a  hawk  near  the 
ground  raifes  a  fowl,  and  foaring  upwards  with  it, 
feizes  it  in  the  air 

To  Try,  a  term  in  failing.  A  fhip  is  faid  to  try  when  fiie 
hath  no  more  fails  abroad  but  her  main  fail,  when  her 
tacks  are  clofe  aboard,  the  bowlings  fet  up,  and  the 
meets  haled  clofe  aft,  when  alfo  the  helm  is  tied  clofe 
down  to  the  board,  and  fo  me  is  let  lie  in  the  fea 

Tub-faft.  The  author  in  the  place  referred  to,  is  alluding 
to  the  lues  venerea,  and  its  effects 

Tucket,  a  prelude  or  voluntary  in  mufic,  a  flourifh  of  inftru- 
ments.    Ital.  Toccata 

Turlupins,  a  new  fpecies  of  gypfies,  a  fraternity  of  naked 
beggars,  that  fprung  up  in  the  fourteenth  century,  and 
wandered  up  and  down  Europe 

II 

Umber,  a  colour  ufed  by  painters,  a  dark  yellow 

Unaneal'd,  unprepared.  1  o  Anneal,  or  Neal,  in  its  pri- 
mary and  proper  fenfe,  is  to  prepare  metals  or  glafs  by 
the  force  of  fire  for  the  different  ufes  of  the  manufac- 
turers in  them;  and  this  is  here  applied  by  the  author 
in  a  figurative  fenfe  to  a  dying  perfbn  ;  who,  when 
prepared  by  impreffions  of  piety,  by  repentance,  con- 
fefllow,  abfolucion,  and  other  aels  of  religion^  may  be 
faid  to  be  anneal' d  for  death. — Mr.  Pope  explains  this 
word  by,  no  knell  rung  ;  u  e.  without  enjoying  the  benefits 
of  the  palling  bell  ;  which  ufed  to  toll  while  tae  perlbn 
lay  expiring,  and  thence  was  fo  called.  I  his  mocking 
cuilom  ftill  prevails  in  fome  parts  of  England. 

TJnanoiiited,  not  having  received  extreme  unclion 

Unbarbed,  bare,  uncovered.  In  the  times  of  chivalry, 
when  a  horfe  was  fully  armed  and  accoutred  for  the  en- 
counter, he  was  faid  to  be  barbed;  probably  from  the  old 
word  Barb?)  which  Cnaucer  ujes  for  a  veil  or  covering 

Unbated,  unabated,  unblunted 

Unbolted,  unfifted 

Unbraided,  unfaded,  frelh. 

Unbreeclv'd,  not  yet  in  breeches,  a  boy  in  petticoats 
Uncape,  a  term  in  fox-hunting,  flgnifying  to  dig  out  the  fox 

when  earthed 
Unchar y,  careiefs 

Unhoufei'd,  without  having  receivM  the  facrament.  Houfel 
i> a  Saxon  word  for  the  eucharift,  which  feeras  derive4 
from  the  Latin  Hojiiola 
nneath,  iiirdly,  fcarcely 
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An  Urehin,  an  hedge-hog,  which  was  reckoned  among  the 
animals  ufed  by  witches  as  their  familiars  :  Hence,  figu- 
ratively, a  little,  unlucky,  mifchievous  boy  or  girl 

Ure,  ufe,  praftice 

Utas,  or  Utis,  the  eighth  and  laft  day  of  a  feftival,  for  fo 
long  the  great  feftivals  were  accounted  to  laft,  the  con- 
clulion  being  kept  with  more  than  ordinary  merriment  : 
From  the  French  Huit 

To  th'  Utterance,  to  the  utmoft,  to  all  extremity.  Fr.  a9 
Outrance,    At  utterance,  at  all  extremity 

V 

To  Vail,  to  let  down,  to  drop,  to  ftoop 

To  Van,  to  winnow,  to  purge,  from  the  French  Vanner, 
which  is  derived  from  the  Latin  Vannus^  Ventilabrum,  the 
fan  ufed  for  winnowing  the  chaif  from  the  corn 

Vantbrace,  defenfive  armour  of  the  arm.    Fr.  Avant-bras 

Vary,  variation,  change 

Vaunt-couriers,  fore  runners.    Fr.  Av  ant -c  our  curs 
Vaward,  the  fame  as  van-guard,  the  firit  line  of  an  army, 

and  from  thence  the  forward  or  leading  part  of  any 

thing 

Velure,  velvet.    Fr.  Velours 

Venew,  a  reit  orbouc  In  fencing 

A  Ventige,  a  vent  or  paffage  for  air.    Fr.  Ventoufe 

Via  !  away  !  An  Italian  word 

Vice,  "  V  ice's  dagger  M9  and  "  Like  the  old  Vice."  This 
was  the  name  given  to  a  droll  figure  heretofore  much 
mown  upon  oar  itage,  and  brought  in  to  play  the  fool, 
and  make  fport  for  the  populace.  His  drefs  was  always 
a  long  jerkin,  a  fool's  cap,  with  afl'es  ears,  and  a  thin 
wooden  dagger,  fuch  as  is  ftill  retained  in  the  modern 
figures  of  Harlequin  and  Scaramouch.  In  moral  repre- 
fentations,  it  was  common  to  bring  in  the  deadly  fins, 
but  the  vice  did  not  alfume  the  perfonages  of  thefe 
fins  ;  for  the  Vice  was  always  a  fool  or  jefter,  and 
(as  Shakfpeare  calls  him  in  the  Merchant  of  Venice) 
U  merry  devil.  T  e  name  Iniquity  was  likewife  given  to 
this  Vice,  on  account  of  his  unhappy  tricks  and  rogue- 
ries. Minfliew,  and  others  of  our  more  modern  critics, 
ftrain  hard  to  find  out  the  etymology  of  this  word,  and 
derive  it  from  the  Greek.  Probably  ve  need  look  no 
farther  for  it  than  the  old  French  word  Vis,  which  figni- 
fies  the  fame  as  Vtjage  does  wow  :  from  this  in  part  came 
Vijdafe,  2l  word  common  among  them  for  a  fool ;  which 
Menage  fays  is  but  a  corruption  from  Vis  d'cifiie,  the 
face  or  head  of  an  afs.    It  may  be  imagined,  therefore, 


A  GLOSSARY. 


xlvii 


that  Vifdafe,  or  Vis  d'afne,  was  the  name  firft  given  to  this 
foolifh  theatrical  figure,  and  that  by  vulgar  ufe  it  was 
fhortened  down  to  plain  Vis  or  Vice 
To  Vice,  to  hold  fail  as  with  an  inftrument  called  a  vice 
Vouch,  the  teftimony  one  man  bears  for  another 

W 

To  Wage,  to  combat  with,  to  enter  into  conflict  with,  to 
encounter 

Waped,  or  Wapid,  mournful,  forrowful.  Chaucer 
To  Warp,  to  contract,  to  flirink 

Wafiel,  or  WaiTaile,  the  merriment  of  twelfth  night,  with 
a  great  bowl  carried  about  from  houfe  to  houfe.  Ihe 
word  is  compounded  of  two  Saxon  words,  fignifying 
«  Health  be  to  you  !"  A  WalTel  candle,  is  a  candle 
larger  than  ordinary,  ufed  for  that  ceremony 

A  Web,  a  fpotin  the  eye  injurious  to  the  fight 

A  Weed,  a  garment 

To  Ween,  to  think 

To  Weet,  to  know 
,  Welkin,  the  firmament  or  Iky 

Welking,  languiftiing,  faint 

To  Well,  to  fpring  or  bubble  forth 

To  Wend,  to"  go 

Weyward  filters,  they  were  the  Fairies  of  the  northern 
nations ;  the  three  handmaids  of  Odin.  u  Hae  nominantur 
6t  Valkyrtx,  quas  quodvis  ad  prcelium  Odinus  mittit.  Hae 
u  viros  morti  deltinant,  et  vietoriam  gubernant :  Gunna, 
u  Rota^et  SkuIIda.  Per  aeraet  maria  equitant  femper  ad 
M  morituros  eligendos  ;  et  caed.es  in  proteltate  habent." 

*  Bartholinus  de  cauiis  coteinptas  a  Danis  adhuc  Gen- 

*  tilibus  mortis/  It  is  for  this  reafon  that  Shakfpeare 
makes  them  three,  and  calls  them 

u  Pallors  of  the  fea  and  land 

and  intent  only  upon  death  and  mifchief.  However, 
to  give  this  putt  of  the  work  the  more  dignity,  he  in- 
termixes with  thefe  northern,  the  Greek  and  Roman 
fuperftitions  ;  and  puts  Hecate  at  the  head  of  their  in- 
chantments.  And  to  make  it  ftill  more  familiar  to  the 
common  audience,  (which  was  always  his  point,)  he 
adds  for  another  ingredient  a  fufficient  quantity  of  our 
own  country  fuperftitions  concerning  w itches  ;  their 
beards,  their  cats,  and  their  broomfticks  ;  fo  that  his 
witch  fcenes  are  like  the  charm  they  prepare  in  one 
of  them,  where  the  ingredients  are  gathered  from  every 
thing  mocking  in  the  natural  world,  and  from  every  thing 
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abfurd  in  the  moral.  But  as  extravagant  as  all  this  is, 
the  tragedy  of  Macbeth,  where  theie  w itch -fcenes  occur, 
has  had  the  pcwer  to  charm  and  bew  itch  every  audience 
from  that  time  to  this.    Mr.  Warburton 

Whelk' d  ;  a  whelk  is  fuch  a  rifing  tumour  upon  the  fkin  as 
the  lafh  of  a  whip  or  Twitch  leaves  behind  it 

Whiffle r,  an  oiheer  who  walks  firft  in  procefl?ons,  or  be- 
fore perfons  in  high  ftations  upon  occaf.ons  of  cere- 
mony. 1  he  name  is  ftill  retained  in  the  city  of  London  ; 
and  there  is  an  officer  fo  called,  who  walks  btfore  their 
companies  at  times  of  public  lolemnity.  It  feems  a  cor- 
ruption from  the  French  word  Htifjper 

Whinned,  crooked.  Minihew,  under  the  word  Whinncard^ 
takes  notice  of  this  old  word  to  Whinnie,  and  interprets 
it  (mcurvard)  to  bend  or  make  crooked 

A  Whittle,  a  coarfe  blanket  or  mantle  worn  by  the  pooreft 
fort 

To  Wis,  or  Wift,  to  know,  to  judge  rightly  of  a  thing 

A  Wittol,    a   cuckold  jealous  and    uneafy    under  his 

wife's  tranfgremons,  but  not  having  fpirit  enough  to 

re  ft  rain  them 
Woe-begone,  overwhelmed  with  forrow.  Spen. 
A  W  old,  a  down,  an  open  hilly  country 
Wood,  or  W  rde,  mad,  f  rantic, 
To  Wrack,  to  deftroy 
Wreak,  revenge:  wreakful,  revengeful 
Wrizled,  wrinkled 

Y 

Yare,  ready,  nimble,  quick,  dextrous 
Ycleped,  called,  named 

Z 

A  Zany,  a  Merry  Andrew,  a  jack  pudding.    ItaL  Zani 
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Alonzo,  king  of  Naples. 

Sebaftian,  his  brother. 

Profpero,  the  rightful  duke  of  Milan. 

Anthonio,  his  brother,  the  ufurping  duke  of  Milan, 

Ferdinand,  fon  to  the  king  of  Naples. 

Gonzalo,  an  honeft  old  counfellor  of  Naples. 

Adrian.      1    i  j 
r       .1       )>  lords. 
Jrrancijco,  J 

Caliban,  a  lavage  and  deformed  flave. 

Trinculo,  a  jefler. 

Stephano,  a  drunken  butler. 

Mafter  of  a  fhip5  boatfwain,  and  mariners, 

Miranda,  daughter  to  Profpero. 
Ariel,  an  airy  fpirit. 
Iris,  ~] 
Ceres,  \ 
Juno,      ^  fpirits* 
Nymphs, 
Reapers, 

Other  fpirits  attending  on  Profpero. 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  fea,  with  a  {hip  ;  afterwards  an 
uninhabited  iflancU 


TEMPEST 


A  C  T    I.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

On  a  Ship  at  Sea. 
A  tempejluous  Noife  of  Thunder  and  Lightning  heard. 
Enter  a  Ship-mafier  and  a  Boatfwain. 

M^.DOATSWAIN! 

X3  Boat/,  Here,  matter  :  what  cheer  ? 
Mafl.  Good:  Speak  to  the  mariners  : — fall  to't 
yarely,  or  we  run  ourfelves  aground  :  beftir,  bettir. 

[_Exit. 

Enter  Mariners. 

Boat/.  Heigh,  my  hearts  ;  cheerly,  cheerly,  my 
hearts  ;  yare,  yare  :  Take  in  the  top- fail  ;  Tend 
to  the  mailer's  whittle  ; — Blow  till  thou  burft  thy 
wind,  if  room  enough  ! 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaflian,  Anthonio,  Ferdinand 
Gonzalo,  and  others. 

Alon.  Good  boatfwain,  have  care.  Where's  the 
matter  ?  Play  the  men. 

Boat/,  I  pray  now,  keep  below. 

Ant.  Where's  the  matter,  boatfwain  ? 

Boat/.  Do  you  not  hear  him  ?  You  mar  our  la- 
bour :  Keep  your  cabins  :  you  do  attiil  the  ftorm. 

Gon.  Nay,  good,  be  patient. 

Kit:  '§Ml. 
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Boat/.  When  the  fea  is.  Hence  !  What  care 
thefe  roarers  for  the  name  of  king  ?  To  cabin  : 
filence  :  trouble  us  not. 

Gon.  Good  ;  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 

Boatf.  None  that  I  more  love  than  myfelf.  You 
are  a  counfellor  ;  if  you  can  command  thefe  ele- 
ments to  filence,  and  work  the  peace  of  the  pre- 
fent,  we  will  not  handle  a  rope  more  ;  ufe  your  au- 
thority. If  you  cannot,  give  thanks  you  have  liv'd 
fo  long,  and  make  yourfelf  ready  in  your  cabin  for 
the  mifchance  of  the  hour,  if  it  fo  hap — Cheerly, 
good  hearts — Out  of  our  way,  I  fay.  [Exit. 

Gon.  I  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow  ;  me- 
thinks,  he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him  :  his 
complexion  is  perfect  gallows.  Stand  faft,  good 
fate,  to  his  hanging  ;  make  the  rope  of  his  deftiny 
our  cable,  for  our  own  doth  little  advantage  :  If  he 
be  not  born  to  be  hang'd,  our  cafe  is  miferable. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Boatfwain. 

Boatf.  Down  with  the  top-maft  ;  yare,  lower, 
lower  ;  bring  her  to  try  with  main-courfe.  [_A  cry 
within.']  A  plague  upon  this  howling  !  they  are 
louder  than  the  weather,  or  our  office. 

Re-enter  Sebajlian,  Anthonio,  and  Gonxalo. 

Yet  again?  What  do  you  here?  Shall  we  give 
o'er,  and  drown  ?  Have  you  a  mind  to  fink  ? 

Seb.  A  pox  o'  your  throat !  you  bawling,  blaf- 
phemous,  uncharitable  dog  ! 

Boatf.  Work  you  then. 

Ant.  Hang,  cur,  hang  !  you  whorefon,  infolent 
noifemaker  !  we  are  lefs  afraid  to  be  drown'd,  than 
thou  art. 

Gon.  I'll  warrant  him  from  drowning  ;  though 
the  (hip  were  no  ftronger  than  a  nut-lhell,  and  as 
leaky  as  an  unftaunch'd  wench. 
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Boat/.  Lay  her  a-hold,  a-hold  ;  fet  her  two  courfes  ; 
off  to  lea  again,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mariners  wet. 

Mar.  All  loft,  to  prayers,  to  prayers !  All  loft ! 

[Exeunt. 

Boat/.  What,  mud  our  mouths  be  cold  ? 
Gon.  The  king  and  prince  at  prayers  !  let  us  affift 
them, 

For  our  cafe  is  as  theirs. 
Seb.  I  am  out  of  patience. 

Ant.  We're  merely   cheated   of  our  lives  by 
drunkards. — 
This  wide-chopped  rafcal ; — Would,  thou  might' ft 

lie  drowning, 
The  warning  of  ten  tides  ! 

Gon.  He'll  be  hang'd  yet  ; 
Though  every  drop  of  water  fwear  againft  it, 
And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him. 

[A  confufed  noife  within.']  Mercy  on  us  ! 
We  fplit !  we  fplit !  Farewell  my  wife  and  children  ! 
Farewell,  brother!  We  fplit,  we  fplit,  we  fplit. 

Ant.  Let's  all  fink  with  the  king.  [Exit* 

Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  [Exit. 

Gon.  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufand  furlongs  of 
fe"a  for  an  acre  of  barren  ground  ;  long  heath,  brown 
furze,  any  thing  :  The  wills  above  be  done,  but  I 
would  fain  die  a  dry  death !  [Exit* 

SCENE  II. 

The  inckanted  ifland  :  before  the  cell  of  Profpero.. 

Enter  Profpero  and  Miranda.. 
Mir  a.  If  by  your  art,  mydeareft  father,  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them  : 
The  fky,  it  feems,  would,  pour  down  (linking  pitch,. 
But  that  the  fea^  mounting  to  the  welkin's  cheek, 

A  2 


6 


TEMPEST. 


Dafhes  the  fire  out.    O,  I  have  fuffer'd 
With  thofe  that  I  faw  fuffer  !  a  brave  vefTel, 
Who  had,  no  doubt,  fome  noble  creatures  in  her, 
Dafh'dall  to  pieces.    O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Again  ft  my  very  heart !  Poor  fouls  !  they  perifh'd. 
Had  I  been  any  god  of  power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  fea  within  the  earth,  or  ere 
It  fhould  the  good  {hip  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  freighting  fouls  within  her. 

Pro.  Be  collected  ; 
No  more  amazement  :  tell  your  piteous  heart, 
There's  no  harm  done. 

Mir  a.  O  woe  the  day  ! 

Pro.  No  harm. 
I  have  done  nothing  but  in  care  of  thec, 
(Of  thee,  my  dear  one  !  thee,  my  dear  daughter  !) 
who 

Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am  :  nor  that  I  am  more  better 
Than  Profpero,  mafter  of  a  full  poor  cell  ; 
And  thy  no  greater  father. 

Mira.  More  to  know, 
Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Pro.  'Tis  time, 
I  fhould  inform  thee  further.     Lend  thy  hand, . 
And  pluck  my  magic  garment  from  me.    So  ; 

[Lays  down  his  mantle. 
Lye  there  my  art. — Wipe  thou  thine  eyes  ;  have 
comfort. 

The  direful  fpeclacle  of  the  wreck,  which  touch'd 
The  very  virtue  of  compafhon  in  thee, 
I  have  with  fuch  provifion  in  mine  art 
So  fafelv  order'd,  that  there  is  no  foul — 
No  not  fo  much  perdition  as  an  hair, 
Betid  to  any  creature  in  the  veffel 
Which  thou  heard' ft  cry,  which  thou  faw 'ft  fink. 
Sit  down  ; 
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For  thou  muft  now  know  further. 

Mir  a.  You  have  often 
Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am  ;  but  ftopp'd, 
And  left  me  to  a  bootlefs  inquifition  ; 
Concluding,  Stay,  not  yet. — 

Pro.  The  hour's  now  come  ; 
The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  ear  ; 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.     Canft  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  cell  ? 
I  do  not  think  thou  canft  ;  for  then  thou  waft  not 
Out  three  years  old. 

Mir  a.  Certainly,  fir,  I  can. 

Pro.  By  what  ?  by  any  other  houfe,  or  perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  image  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

Mir  a.  'Tis  far  off. 
And  rather  like  a  dream  than  an  afiurance 
That  my  remembrance  warrants  :  Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  women  once,  that  tended  me  ? 

Pro.  Thou  hadft,  and  more,  Miranda :  But  how 
is  it, 

That  this  lives  in  thy  mind  ?  What  feeft  thou  elfe 
In  the  dark  back-ward  and  abyfm  of  time  ? 
If  thou  remember' ft  aught,  ere  thou  cam' ft  here  ; 
How  thou  cam'fthere,  thou  may'ft. 
Mir  a.  But  that  I  do  not. 

Pro.  Twelve  years  fince,  Miranda,  twelve  years 
fince, 

Thy  father  was  duke  of  Milan,  and 
A  prince  of  power. 

Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  father  ? 

Pro.  Thy  mother  was  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
She  faid— thou  waft  my  daughter  ;  and  thy  father 
Was  duke  of  Milan  ;  thou  his  only  heir 
And  princefs,  no  worfefffu'd. 

Mira.  O  the  heavens  |* 
What  foul  play  had  we,  that  we  came  from  thence  ? 
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Or  blefled  was't,  we  did  ? 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  girl  : 
By  foul  play,  as  thou  fay 'ft,  were  we  heav'd  thence  : 
But  blefledly  holp  hither. 

Mir  a,  O,  my  heart  bleeds, 
To  think  o'  the  teen  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to, 
Which  is  from  my  remembrance  !  Pleafe  you  further. 

Pro.  My  brother,  and  thy  uncle,  call'd  Antho- 
nio, —  m 
I  pray  thee  mark  me, — that  a  brother  fhould 
Be  fo  perfidious  ! — -he  whom,  next  thyfelf, 
Of  all  the  world  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
The  manage  of  my  ftate ;  as,  at  that  timey 
Through  all  the  figniories  it  was  the  firft, 
And  Profpero  the  prime  duke  ;  being  fo  reputed 
In  dignity,  and,  for  the  liberal  arts, 
Without  a  parallel ;  thofe  being  all  my  ftudy, 
The  government  I  call  upon  my  brother, 
And  to  my  ftate  grew  ftranger,  being  tranfported, 

And  wrapp'd  in  fecret  ftudies.   Thy  falfe  uncle  

Doft  thou  attend  me  ? 

Mir  a.  Sir,  mod  needfully. 

Pro.  Being  once  perfected  how  to  grant  fuit 
How  to  deny  them  ;  whom  to  advance,  and  whom 
To  trafh  for  over-topping';  new  created 
The  creatures  that  were  mine  ;  f  fay,  or  chang'd  'em, 
Or  elfe  new  form'd  'em  :  having  both  the  keys, 
Of  officer  and^  ofike^Jfet  all  hearts  ;i  the  ftate 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  hrs"  ear  ;  that  now  he  was 
The  ivy,  which  had  hid  my  princely  trunk, 
And  fuck'd  my  verdure  out  on't-*-Thou  attend' ft 
not. 

Mir  a.  O  good  fir,  I  do. 

Pro.  I  pray  thee,  mark  me..  * 
I  thus  neglecting  worldly  tmjjsl. all  dedicated 
To  clofenefs,  -and^¥l3ettjjEing  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which,  but  bybeing  fo  retir'd* 
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O'er-priz'd  all  popular  rate,  in  my  falfe  brother 
Awak'd  an  evil  nature  :  and  my  truft, 
Like  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  falfhood,  in  its  contrary  as  great 
As  my  truft  was ;  which  had,  indeed,  no  limit,  . 
A  confidence  fans  bound.    He  being  thus  lorded, 
Not  only  with  what  my  revenue  yielded, 
But  what  my  power  might  elfe  exatt,- — like  one, 
Who  having  unto  truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Made  fuch  a  finner  of  his  memory, 
To  credit  his  own  lie, — he  did  believe 
He  was,  indeed,  the  duke ;  out  of  the  fubftitution, 
And  executing  the  outward  face  of  royalty, 
With  all  perogative : — Hence  his  ambition  grow- 
ing,— 

Doft  thou  hear  ?  , 
Mira.  Your  tale,  fir,  would  cure  deafnefs. 
Pro,  To  have  no  fcreen  between  this  part  he  play 'd 
And  him  he  play'd  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 
Abfolute  Milan  :  Me,  poor  man  ! — my  library 
Was  dukedom  large  enough  •  of  temporal  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapable  :  confederates, 
So  dry  he  was  for  fway,  with  the  king  of  Naples 
To  give  him  annual  tribute,  do  him  homage, 
Subject  his  coronet  to  his  crown,  and  bend 
The  dukedom,  yet  unbow'd  (alas!  poor  Milan!) 
To  mo  ft  ignoble  {looping. 
Mira,  O  the  heavens  ! 

Pro,  Mark  his  condition,  and  the  event ;  then  tell 
me, 

If  this  might  be  a  brother. 

Mira,  I  fhould  fin 
To  think  but  nobly  of  my  grandmother  : 
Good  wombs  have  borne  bad  fons. 

Pro,  Now  the  condition. 
This  king  of  Naples,  being  an  enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  brother's  fuit ; 
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Which  was,  that  he  in  lieu  o'  the  promi  fes,—— 
Of  homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  tribute, — 
Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Out  of  the  dukedom  ;  and  confer  fair  Milan, 
With  all  the  honours,  on  my  brother :  Whereon, 
A  treacherous  army  levy'd,  one  mid-night 
Fated  to  the  purpofe,  did  Anthonio  open 
The  gates  of  Milan  ;  and,  i'  the  dead  of  darknefs, 
The  minifters  for  the  purpofe  hurried  thence 
Me.  and  thy  crying  felf. 

Mira.  Alack  for  pity  ! 
I,  not  rememhring  how  I  cry'd  out  then, 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again  ;  it  is  a  hint, 
That  wrings  mine  eyes  to't. 

Pro.  Hear  a  little  further, 
And  then  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  bufinefs 
Which  now's  upon  us ;  without  the  which,  this 
flory 

Were  mod  impertinent. 

Mira.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  hour  deflroy  us? 

Pro.  Well  demanded,  wench  ; 
My  tale  provokes  that  queftion.     Dear,  they  durft 
not  ; 

(So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me)  nor  fet 

A  mark  fo  bloody  on  the  bufinefs  ;-  but 

With  colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  ends. 

In  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  bark  ; 

Bore  us  fome  leagues  to  fea  ;  where  they  prepared 

A  rotten  carcafs  of  a  boat,  not  rigg'd, 

Nor  tackel,  fail,  nor  man; ;  the  very  rats 

Inftin&ively  had  quit  it  :  there  they  hoift  us 

To  cry  to  the  fea  that  roar'd  to  us  ;  to  figh 

To  the  winds,  whofe  pity,  fighing  back  again, 

Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Mira.  Alack  !  what  trouble 
Was  I  then  to  you  ! 
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Pro.  O  !  a  cherubim 
Thou  waft,  that  did  preferve  me !  Thou  didft  fmile, 
Infufed  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven. 
When  I  have  deck'd  the  fea  with  drops  full  fait ; 
Under  my  burden  groan'd  ;  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  ftomach,  to  bear  up 
Again  ft  what  mould  enfue. 

Mir  a.  How  came  we  a  Chore  ? 

Pro.  By  providence  divine. 
Some  food  we  had,  and  fome  frefh  water,  that 
A  noble  Neapolitan,  Gonzalo, 
Out  of  his  charity,  who  being  then  appointed 
Mafter  of  this  defign,  did  give  us  ;  with 
Rich  garments,  linens,  fluffs,  and  neceffaries, 
Which  fince  have  {leaded  much ;  fo,  of  his  gentle- 
nefs, 

Knowing  I  lov'd  my  books,  he  furnifh'd  me 
From  my  own  library,  with  volumes  that 
I  prize  above  my  dukedom. 

Mira.  Would  I  might 
But  ever  fee  that  man  ! 

Pro.  Now,  I  arife  : — 
Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  fea-forrow* 
Here  in  this  ifland  we  arriv'd  ;  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  fchoolmafter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Than  other  princes  can,  that  have  more  time 
For  vainer  hours,  and  tutors  not  fo  careful. 

Mira.  Heavens  thank  you  for't !  And  now,  I  pray 
you  fir,  • 
(For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  mind)  your  reafon 
For  raifmg  this  fea-ftorm  ? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth.  > 

By  accident  moft  ftrange,  bountiful  fortune, 
Now  my  dear  lady,  hath  mine  enemies 
Brought  to  this  fhore :  and  by  my  prefcience 
I  find  my  zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  moft  aufpicious  ftar  ;  whofe  influence 
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If  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes 
Will  ever  after  droop. — Here  ceafe  more  queftions  ; 
Thou  art  inclined  to  deep  ;  'tis  a  good  dulnefs, 
And  give  it  way  :  I  know,  thou  canft  not  choofe — 

Miranda  jleeps. 
Come  away,  fervant,  come :  I  am  ready  now  : 
Approach,  my  Ariel,  come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Art.  All  hail,  great  matter !  grave  fir,  hail !  I  come 
To  anfwer  thy  bed  pleafure  ;  be't  to  fly, 
To  fwim,  to  dive  into  the  fire,  to  ride 
On  the  curl'd  clouds :  to  thy  ftrong  bidding,  tafk 
Ariel,  and  all  his  quality. 

Pro.  Haft  thou,  fpirit, 
Perform'd  to  point  the  tempeft  that  I  bade  thee  ? 

Ari.  To  every  article. 
I  boarded  the  king's  fhip  ;  now  on  the  beak, 
Now  in  the  wafte,  the  deck,  in  every  cabin, 
I  flam'd  amazement :  Sometimes,  I'd  divide, 
And  burn  in  many  places ;  on  the  top  mart., 
The  yards,  and  bolt-fprit,  would  I  flame  diftinftly, 
Then  meet,  and  join  :  Jove's  lightnings,  the  pre- 
curfors. 

O'  the  dreadful  thunder-clap,  more  momentary 
And  fight-out-running  were  not :  The  fire  and  cracks 
Of  fulpherous  roaring,  the  mo  ft  mighty  Neptune 
Seem'd  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble, 
Yea,  his  dread  trident  fhake. 

Pro.  My  brave  fpirit ! 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  coil 
Would  not  infect  his  reafon  ? 

Ari.  Not  a  foul 
But  felt  a  fever  of  the  mad,  and  play'd 
Some  tricks  of  defperation  :  All,  but  manners, 
Plung'd  in  the  foaming  brine,  and  quit  the  veffel, 
Then  all  a-fire  with  me  :  the  king's  fon,  Ferdinand, 
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With  hair  upftarting  (then  like  reeds,  not  hair) 
Was  the  fir  ft  man  that  leap'd  ;  cried,  Hell  is  empty , 
And  all  the  devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  fpirit ! 
But  was  not  this  nigh  fhore  ? 
Ari.  Clofe  by,  my  mafter. 
Pro.  But  are  they,  Ariel,  fafe  ? 
Ari.  Not  a  hair  perifh'd  ; 
On  their  fuftaining  garments  not  a  blemifh, 
But  frefher  than  before  :  and,  as  thou  bad'ft  me, 
In  troops  I  have  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  ifle  : 
The  king's  fon  have  I  landed  by  himfelf ; 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  air  with  fighs, 
In  an  odd  angle  of  the  ifle,  and  fitting, 
His  arms  in  this  fad  knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  king's  fhip, 
The  mariners,  fay  how  thou  haft  difpos'd, 
And  all  the  reft  o'  the  fleet ! 

Ari.  Safely  in  harbour 
Is  the  king's  fhip  ;  in  the  deep  nook,  where  once 
Thou  call'dft  me  up  at  midnight  to  fetch  dew 
From  the  ftill-vex'd  Bermoothes,  there  {he's  hid : 
The  mariners  all  under  hatches  ftow'd  ; 
Whom,  with  a  charm  join'd  to  their  fuffer'd  labour, 
I  have  left  afleep  :  and  for  the  reft  o'  the  fleet, 
Which  I  difpers'd,  they  all  have  met  again  ; 
And  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  flote, 
Bound  fadly  home  for  Naples ; 
Suppoiing  that  they  faw  the  king's  fhip  wreck'd, 
And  his  great  perfon  perifh. 

Pro.  Ariel,  thy  charge 
Exactly  is  perform'd  ;  but  there's  more  work  : 
What  is  the  time  o'  the  day  ? 
Ari.  Pa  ft  the  mid  feafon. 

Pro.  At  leaft  two  glafies  :  the  tfme  'twixt  fix  and 
now, 

Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 
Vol.  I.  B 
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Ari.  Is  there  more  toil !  Since  thou  doft  give  me 
pains, 

Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd, 
Which  is  not  yet  perform'd  me. 

Pro.  How  now,  moody  ? 
What  is't  thou  can'ft  demand? 

Ari.  My  liberty. 

Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out  ?  No  more. 

Ari.  I  pray  thee :  ■  . 
Remember,  I  have  done  thee  worthy  fervice ; 
Told  thee  no  lies,  made  thee  no  mi /takings,  ferv'd 
Without  or  grudge,  or  grumblings  :  thou  did'ft  pro- 
mife, 

To  bate  me  a  full  year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee  ? 

Ari.  No. 

Pro.  Thou  doft  ;  and  think'ft  it  much  to  tread 
the  ooze 
Of  the  fait  deep  ;  .  -  - ' 

To  run  upon  the  {harp  wind  of  the  north  ; 
To  do  me  bufinefs  in  the  veins  o'  the  earth, 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  froft. 
Ari.  I  do  not,  fir. 

Pro,  Thou  ly'ftj  malignant  thing  !  Haft  thou  for- 
got ! 

The  foul  witch  Sycorax,  who  with  age  and  envy, 
Was  grown  into  a  hoop  ?  haft  thou  forgot  her  ? 
Ari,  No,  fir. 

Pro,  Thou  haft  :  Where  was  fhe  born  ?  fpeak  tell 
me, 

Ari,  Sir,  in  Argier. 

Pro,  Oh,  was  fhe  fo  ?  I  muft,*- 
Once  in  a  month,  recount  what  thou  haft  been, 
Which  thou  forgitt'ft.  This  damn'd  witch,  Sycorax 
For  mifchiefs  manifold,  and  forceries  terrible 
To  enter  human  hearing,  from  Argier, 
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Thou  know 'ft,  was  banifh'd  ;  for  one  thing  fhe  did, 
They  would  not  take  her  life  :  Is  not  this  true  ? 
Ari.  Ay,  fir. 

Pro.  This  blue-ey'd  hag  was  hither  brought  with 
child, 

And  here  was  left  by  the  failors  :  Thou  my  Have, 
As  thou  report' ft  thyfelf,  waft  then  her  fervant  : 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  fpirit  too  delicate 
To  aft  her  earthy  and  abhorr'd  commands, 
Rcfufmg  her  grand  hefts,  fhe  did  confine  thee. 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  minifters, 
And  in  her  moft  unmitigable  rage, 
Into  a  cloven  pine  ;  within  which  rift 
Imprifon'd,  thou  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  years  ;  within  which  fpace  fhe  died, 
And  left  thee  there  ;   where  thou  didft  vent  thy 
groans, 

As  faft  as  mill-wheels  ftrike  :  Then  was  this  ifland 
(Save  for  the  fon  that  fhe  did  litter  here, 
A  freckled  whelp,  hag-born)  not  honour'd  with 
A  human  fhape. 

Ari.  Yes  ;  Caliban  her  fon. 

Pro.  Dull  thing,  I  fay  fo  ;  he,  that  Caliban, 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  fervice.  Thou  beft  know'ft 
What  torment  I  did  find  thee  in  :  thy  groans 
Did  make  wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breafts 
Of  ever-angry  bears  ;  it  was  a  torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sycorax 
Could  not  again  undo;  it  was  mine  art, 
When  I  arriv'd,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  pine,  and  let  thee  out. 

Ari.  I  thank  thee,  mafter. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur' ft,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

Ari,  Pardon,  mafter  :  * 
I  will  be  correfpondent  to  command, 
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And  do  my  fpiriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  fo  ;  and  after  two  days 
I  will  difcharge  thee. 

Ari.  That's  my  noble  mafter ! 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  fay  what?  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Pro.  Go  make  thyfelf  like  to  a  nymph  o'  the  fea  ; 
Be  fubjeft  to  no  fight  but  thine  and  mine ;  invifible 
To  every  eye-ball  elfe.    Go,  take  this  fhape 
And  hither  come  in  it ;  go,  hence,  with  diligence 

[Exit  Ariel. 

Awake,  dear  heart,  awake  !  thou  haft  flept  well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira.  The  ftrangenefs  of  your  ftory  put 
Heavinefs  in  me. 

Pro.  Shake  it  off :  Come  on  ; 
We'll  vifit  Caliban,  my  (lave,  who  never 
Yields  us  kind  anfwer. 

Mira.  'Tis  a  villain,  fir, 
I  do  not  love  to  look  on. 

Pro.  But,  as  'tis, 
We  cannot  mifs  him ;  he  does  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood  ;  and  ferves  in  offices 
That  profit  us.    What  ho  !  flave  !  Caliban  ! 
Thou  earth,  thou !  fpeak. 

Cal.  [Within.']  There's  wood  enough  within. 

Pro.  Come  forth,  I  fay;  there's  other  buhnefs  for 
thee  : 

Come,  thou  tortoife !  when  ? 

Enter  Ariel  like  a  water-nymph. 
Fine  apparition !  My  quaint  Ariel, 
Hark  in  thine  ear. 

Air.  My  lord,  it  fhall  be  done.  [Exit. 
Pro.  Thou  poifonous  flave,  got  by  the  devil  him- 
felf 

Upon  thy  wicked  dam,  come  forth  ! 

Enter  Caliban. 
Cal.  As  wicked  dew  as  e'er  my  mother  bruffrd 
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With  raven's  feather  from  unwholefome  fen, 
Drop  on  you  both !  a  fouth-wert  blow  on  ye, 
And  blifler  you  all  o'er ! 

Pro,  For  this,  be  fure,  to-night  thou  fhalt  have 
cramps,' ,  -  .  > 

Side-flitches  that  {hall  pen  thy  breath  up ;  urchins 
Shall  for  that  vafl  of  night  that  they  may  work, 
All  exercife  on  thee  ;  thou  (halt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  honeycombs,  each  pinch  more  flinging 
Than  bees  that  made  'em, 

CaL  I  mufl  eat  my  dinner. 
This  ifland's  mine,  by  Sycorax  my  mother, 
Which  thou  tak'fl  from  me.  When  thou  cameflfirft:, 
Thou  ftroak'dft  me,  and  mad'fl  much  of  me; — 

woul'dfl  give  me 
Water  with  berries  in't ;  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  lefs, 
That  burn  by  day  and  night :  and  then  I  lov'd  thee, 
And  fhew'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o'  the  ifle, 
The  frefh  fprings,  brine-pits,  barren  place,  and  fer- 
tile ; 

Curs'd  be  I,  that  I  did  fo  ! — All  the  charms 
Of  Sycorax,  toads,  beetles,  bats,  light  on  you! 
For  I  am  all  the  fubjefts  that  you  have, 
Who  flrfl  was  mine  own  king  :  and  here  you  fly  me 
In  this  hard  rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 
The  reft  of  the  ifland. 
•  Pro.  Thou  mod  lying,  flave, 

Whom  flripes  may  move,  not  kindnefs  ;  I  have  us'd 
thee, 

Filth  as  thou  art,  with  human  care  ;  and  lodg'd  thee 
In  mine  own  cell,  till  thou  didfl  feek  to  violate 
The  honour  of  my  child. 

CaL  Oh  ho,  oh  ho  ! — wou'd  it  had  been  done ! 
Thou  didfl  prevent  me  ;  I  had  peopled  elfe^ 
This  ifle  with  Calibans. 
Pro.  Abhorred  Have, 
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Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  ill !  I  pitied  thee, 
Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  hour 
One  thing  or  other :  when  thou  didft  not,  favage, 
Know  thy  own  meaning,  but  wouldft  gabble  like 
A  thing  more  brutifh,  I  endow'd  thy  purpofes 
With  words  that  made  them  known :  But  thy 
vile  race, 

Though  thou  didft  learn,  had  that  in't  which  good 
natures 

Could  not  abide  to  be  with ;  therefore  waft  thou 
Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  rock, 
Who  hadft  deferv'd  more  than  a  prifon. 

Cat.  You  taught  me  language  ;  and  my  profit  ©n't 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe ;  the  red  plague  rid  you, 
For  learning  me  your  language ! 

Pro.  Hag-feed,  hence ! 
Fetch  us  in  fewel,  and  be  quick  ;  thou  wert  beft, 
To  anfwer  other  bufmefs.    Shrug'ft  thou,  malice  ? 
If  thou  neglecVft,  or  doft  unwillingly 
What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  cramps; 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  aches  ;  make  thee  roar, 
That  beafts  fhall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Cat.  No,  pray  thee!  

I  muft  obey ;  his  art  is  of  fuch  power,  [Afidc. 
It  would  controul  my  dam's  god  Setebos, 
And  make  a  vaflal  of  him. 

Pro.  So,  Have  ;  hence  !  \_Exit  Caliban. 

Enter  Ferdinand  at  the  remotefi  part  of  thejiage,  and 
Ariel  invifible,  playing  and  finging. 

Ariel's  Song. 

Come  unto  thefe  yellow  fands, 

And  then  take  hands  : 
Court 'fied  when  you  have,  and  kifs'd} 
(The  wild  waves  whiftj 
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Foot  it  featly  here  and  there  ; 
And,  fzveet  fprites,  the  burden  bear. 

Hark,  hark  ! 
Bur.  Bowgh,  wowgh.  \_difperfedly. 

The  watch  dogs  bark: 
Bur.  Bowgh,  wowgh.  [difperfedly* 

Hark,  hark  !  I  hear 
The  Jirain  of  flrutting  Chanticlere 
Cry,  Cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Fer.  Where  fhould  this  mufic  be  ?  i'  the  air,  or  the 
earth  ? 

It  founds  no  more :  and  fure,  it  waits  upon 
Some  god  of  the  ifland.    Sitting  on  a  bank, 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wreck, 
This  mufic  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters ; 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  ftty  paflion, 
With  its  fweet  air  :  thence  I  have  Follow'd  it, 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather  : — But  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

Ariel's  Song. 
Full  fathom  Jive  thy  father  lies, 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made  ; 
Thefe  are  pearls,  that  were  his  eyes 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 
But  dothfuffer  a  fea-change, 
Into  fomething  rich  and  flrange. 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell. 
Hark,  now  I  hear  them, — ding-dong  bell. 

\_Burden,  ding-dong, 

Fer.  The  ditty  does  remember  my  drown'd  fa- 
ther : — 

This  is  no  mortal  bufmefs,  nor  no  found 
That  the  earth  owes  : — I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Pro.  The  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  advance, 
And  fay,  what  thou  fee  ft  yond\ 

Mira.  What  is't  ?  a  fpirit  ? 
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Lord,  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me,  fir, 
It  carries  a  brave  form  : — But  'tis  a  fpirit. 

Pro.  No,  wench ;  it  eats,  and  ileeps,  and  hath 
fuch  fenfes 

As  we  have,  fuch  :  This  gallant,  which  thou  feeft, 
Was  in  the  wreck  ;  and,  but  he's  fomething  ftain'd 
With  grief,  that's  beauty's  canker,  thou  might' ft 
call  him 

A  goodly  perfon  :  he  hath  loft  his  fellows^ 
And  ftrays  about  to  find  them. 

Mir  a.  I  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine  ;  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  noble. 

Pro.  It  goes  on,  I  fee,  [ ' Afide. 
As  my  foul  prompts  it : — Spirit,  fine  fpirit,  I'll  free 
thee 

Within  two  days  for  this.  • 

Fer.  Moft  fure,  the  goddefs 
On  whom  thefe  airs  attend  ! — Vouchfafe,  my  prayer 
May  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  ifland  ; 
And  that  you  will  fome  good  inftru£Uon  give, 
How  I  may  bear  me  here  :  My  prime  requeft, 
Which  I  do  laft  pronounce,  is,  O  you  wonder ! 
If  you  be  maid  or  no  ? 

Mira.  No  wonder,  fir  ; 
But,  certainly  a  maid. 

Fer.  My  language  !  heavens  ! — 
I  am  the  beft  of  them  that  fpeak  this  fpeech, 
Were  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 

Pro.  How  !  the  beft  ? 
What  wert  thou,  if  the  king  of  Naples  heard  thee  ? 

Fer.  A  fmgle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  Naples  :  He  does  hear  me  .; 
And  that  he  does,  I  weep  :  myfelf  am  Naples  ; 
Who  with  mine  eyes,  ne'er  fince  at  ebb,  beheld 
The  king  my  father  wreck 'd. 

Mira,  Alack3  for,  mercy  I 
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Fer.  Yes,  faith,  and  all  his  lords  ;  the  duke  of 
Milan, 

And  his  brave  fon,  being  twain. 

Pro.  The  duke  of  Milan, 
And  his  more  braver  daughter,  could  controul  thee, 

If  now  'twere  fit  to  do't :  At  the  firft  fight 

[_Afide  to  Ariel. 
They  have  chang'd  eyes : — Delicate  Ariel, 

I'll  fet  thee  free  for  this.  A  word  good  fir; 

I  fear  you  have  done  yourfelf  fome  wrong  :  a  word— 

Mira.  Why  fpeaks  my  father  fo  ungently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  man  that  I  e'er  faw  ;  the  firft, 
That  e'er  I  figh'd  for  :  pity,  move  my  father 
To  be  inclin'd  my  way ! 

Fer.  O,  if  a  virgin, 
And  your  affe&ion  not  gone  forth,  I'll  make  you 
The  queen  of  Naples. 

Pro.  Soft,  fir ;.  one  word  more.. 
They  are  both  in  either's  powers :  but  this  fwift 
bufinefs 

I  muft  uneafy  make,  left  too  light  winning 

[Afide. 

Make  the  prize  light. — One  word  more  ;   I  charge 
thee, 

That  thou  attend  me :  thou  doft  here  ufurp 
The  name  thou  ow'ft  not ;  and  haft  put  thyfelf 
Upon  this  ifland,  as  a  fpy,  to  win  it 
From  me,  the  lord  on't. 
Fer.  No,  as  I  am  a  man. 

Mira.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fuch  a 
temple ; 

If  the  ill  fpirit  have  fo  fair  an  houfe 
Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with't. 

Pro.  [_To  Ferd.~]  Follow  me. — 
Speak  not  you  for  him  ;  he's  a  traitor. —  Come, 
I'll  manacle  thy  neck  and  feet  together: 
Sea-water  fhalt  thou  drink;  thy  food  fhall  be 
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The  frefh -brook  muffels,  wither'd  roots,  and  hufks 
Wherein  the  acorn  cradled  :  Follow. 

Fer.  No; 
I  will  refift  fuch  entertainment,  till 
Mine  enemy  has  more  power  [He  draw's. 

Mira.  O  dear  father, 
Make  not  too  rafh  a  trial  of  him,-  for 
He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 

Pro.  What,  I  fay, 
My  foot  my  tutor  ? — Put  thy  fword  up,  traitor  ; 
Who  mak'ft  a  {hew,  but  dar'ft  not  ftrike,  thy  con- 
fcience 

N  Is  fo  poffefs'd  with  guilt ;  come  from  thy  ward  ; 
For  I  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  flick, 
And  make  thy  weapon  drop. 

Mir  a.  Befeech  you,  father  ! 

Pro.  Hence ;  hang  not  on  my  garments. 

Mira.  Sir,  have  pity ; 
I'll  be  his  furety. 

Pro.  Silence :  one  word  more 

Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee.  

What, 

An  advocate  for  an  impoflor  ?  hufh  ! 

Thou  think'ft,  there  are  no  more  fuch  fhapes  as  he, 

Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban  :  Foolifh  wench  ! 

To  the  mo  ft  of  men  this  is  a  Caliban, 

And  they  to  him  are  angels. 

Mira.  My  affections 
Are  then  mod  humble  ;  I  have  no  ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  man. 

Pro.  Come  on  ;  obey  :  [To  Ferdinand.^ 
Thy  nerves  are  in  their  infancy  again, 
And  have  no  vigour  in  them. 

Fer.  So  they  are  : 
My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up. 
My  father's  lofs,  the  weaknefs  which  I  feel, 
The  wreck  of  all  my  friends,  or  this- man's  threats, 
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To  whom  I  am  fubdu'd,-are  but  light  to  me, 
Might  I  but  through  my  prifon  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid  :  all  corners  elfe  o'  the  earth 
Let  liberty  make  ufe  of;  fpace  enough 
Have  l,  in  fuch.a  prifon. 

Pro.  It  works  :  Come  on. 

[To  Ariel.']    Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  Ariel ! — 

Follow  me. 
Hark  !  what  thou  elfe  fhalt  do  me. 

Mira.  Be  of  comfort ; 
My  father's  of  a  better  nature,  fir, 
Than  he  appears  by  fpeech  ;  this  is  unwonted. 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Pro.  Thou  -fhalt  be  as  free 
As  mountain  winds  :  but  then  exactly  do 
All  points  of  my  command. 

Ari.  To  the  fy liable. 

Pro.  Come,  follow  :  Speak  not  for  him. 

\_ExeunL 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Another  part  of  the  ijland. 

Enter  Alonfo^  Sebajiian,  Anthonio^  Gonzalo,  Adrian^ 
Francifco,  and  others. 

Gonz.  T3  ESEECH  you,  fir,  be  merry ;  you  have 

-U  caufe 
(So  have  we  all)  of  joy,  for  our  efcape 
Is  much  beyond  our  lofs  :  Our  hint  of  woe 
Is  common  ;  every  day,  fome  failors  wife, 
The  mafter  of  fome  merchant,  and  the  merchant, 
Have  juft  our  theme  of  woe  :  but  for  the  miracle, 
I  mean  our  prefervation,  few  in  millions 
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Can  fpeak  like  us  ;  then  wifely,  good  fir,  weigh 
Our  forrow  with  our  comfort. 
Alon.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Stb.  He  receives  comfort  like  cold  porridge. 
Ant.  The  vifitor  will  not  give  him  o'er  fo. 
Seb.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  watch  of  his  wit ; 
by  and  by  it  will  ftrike. 

Gon.  Sir,  

Stb.  One  :  Tell. 

Gon.  When  every  grief  is  entertain'd,  that's 

offered,  comes  to  the  entertainer  

Seb.  A  dollar. 

Gon.  Dolour  comes  to  him  indeed  ;  you  have 
fpoken  truer  than  you  purpos'd. 

Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wifelier  than  I  meant 
you  fhould. 

Gon.  Therefore,  my  lord,  

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  fpend-thrift  is  he  of  his  tongue  ! 

Alon.  I  pr'ythee,  fpare. 

Gon.  Well,  I  have  done  :  But  yet  

Seb.  He  will  be  talking. 

Ant*  Which  of  them,  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good 
wager,  fir  ft  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb.  The  old  cock. 
*   Ant.  The  cockrel. 

Seb.  Done  :  The  wager  ? 

Ant.  A  laughter. 

Seb.  A  match. 

Adr.  Though  this  ifland  feem  to  be  defert,  

Stb.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Ant.  So,  you've  paid. 

Adr.  Uninhabitable,  and  almoft  inacceflible,— 
Stb.  Yet, 

Adr.  Yet  

Ant.  He  could  not  mifs 't. 

Adr.  It  muft  needs  be  of  fubtle,  tender,  and 
delicate  temperance. 
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Ant.  Temperance  was  a  delicate  wench. 
Seb.  Ay,  and  a  fubtle  ;  as  he  mod  learnedly  de- 
liver'd. 

Ant.  The  air  breathes  upon  us  here  moft  fweetly. 
Seb.  As  if  it  had  lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 
Ant.  Or,  as  'twere  perfum'd  by  a  fen. 
Gon.  Here  is  every  thing  advantageous  to  life. 
Ant.  True ;  lave  means  to  live. 
Seb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little. 
Gon.  How  lufh  and  lufty  the  grafs  looks?  how 
green  ? 

Ant.  The  ground,  indeed,  is  tawny. 
Seb.  With  an  eye  of  green  in't. 
Ant.  He  miffes  not  much. 

Seb.  No  ;  he  doth  but  mi  flake  the  truth  totally. 

Gon.  But  the  rarity  of  it  is  (which  is,  indeed, 
almoft  beyond  credit) — 

Seb,  As  many  vouch'd  rarities  are. 

Gon.  That  our  garments,  being,  as  they  were, 
drencfi'd  in  the  fea,  hold  notwithstanding  their 
frefhnefs,  and  gloffes ;  being  rather  new  dy'd,  than 
flain'd  with  fait  water. 

Ant.  If  but  one  of  his  pockets  could  fpeak, 
would  it  not  fay,  he  lies  ? 

Seb.  Ay,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  his  report. 

Gon.  Methinks,  our  garments  are  now  as  frefh. 
as  when  we  put  them  on  firft  in  Africk,  at  the 
marriage  of  the  king's  fair  daughter  Claribel  to  the 
king  of  Tunis. 

Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  marriage,  and  we  profper 
well  in  our  return. 

Adr.  Tunis  was  never  grae'd  before  with  fuch  a 
paragon  to  their  queen. 

Gon.  Not  fince  widow  Dido's  time. 

Ant.  Widow?  a  pox  o'  that!  How  came  that 
widow  in  ?  Widow  Dido  ! 

Vol.  I.  C  „  .^^hk 
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Seb.  What  if  he  had  faid,  widower  ^Eneas  too  ? 
good  lord,  how  you  take  it  ! 

Adr.  Widow  Dido,  faid  you  ?  you  make  me 
ftudy  of  that  :  She  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis, 

Gon.  This  Tunis,  fir,  was  Carthage. 

Adr.  Carthage  ? 

Gon.  I  afTure  you,  Carthage. 

Ant.  His  word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  harp. 

Seb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houfes  too. 

Ant.  What  impofhble  matter  will  he  make  eafy 
next  ? 

Seb.  I  think,  he  will  carry  this  ifland  home  in 
his  pocket,  and  give  it  his  fon  for  an  apple. 

Ant.  And,  fowing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  fea, 
bring  forth  more  iflands. 

Gon.  Ay  ? 

Ant.  Why,  in  good  time, 

Gon.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments 
feem  now  as  frefh,  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis,  at 
the  marriage  of  your  daughter,  who  is  now  tjueeru 

Ant.  And  the  rareft  that  e'er  came  there. 

Seb.  Bate,  I  befeech  you,  widow  Dido. 

Ant.  O,  widow  Dido  ;  ay,  widow  Dido. 

Gon.  Is  not,  fir,  my  doublet  as  frefh  as  the  firft  day 
I  wore  it  ?  I  mean,  in  a  fort. 

Ant.  That  fort  was  well  nfh'd  for. 

Gon.When  I  wore  it  at  your  daughter's  marriage  ? 

Alon.  You  cram  thefe  words  into  mine  ears,  againft 
The  ftomach  of  my  fenfe  :  Would  I  had  never 
Marry'd  my  daughter  there !  for,  coming  thence. 
My  fon  is  loft  ;  and,  in  my  rate,  fhe  too, 
Who  is  fo  far  from  Italy  remov'd, 
I  ne'er  again  fhall  fee  her.    O  thou  mine  heir 
Of  Naples  and  of  Milan,  what  ftrange  fifh 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee ! 

Fran.  Sir,  he  may  live  ; 
I  law  him  beat  the  lurges  under  hirr^ 
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And  ride  upon  their  backs  ;  he  trode  the  water, 
Whofe  enmity  he  flung  afide,  and  breafted 
The  (urge  mofl  fwoln  that  met  him  :  his  bold  head 
3Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Himfelf  with  his  good  arms  in  lufty  {broke 
To  the  fhore,  that  o'er  his  wave-worn  bans  bow'd 
As  {looping  to  relieve  him  :  I  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  land. 
A  Ion.  No,  no,  he's  gone. 

Seb.  Sir,  you  may  thank  yourfelf  for  this  great 
lofs  ; 

That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  daughter. 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  African  ; 
Where  {he,  at  leaft,  is  banifh'd  from  your  eye, 
"Who  hath  caufe  to  wet  the  grief  on't. 

Alon.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 
,   Szb.  You  were  kneel'd  to,  and  importuned  other- 
wife, 

By  all  of  us  ;  and  the  fair  foul  herfelf  *  < 

Weigh'd,  between  lothnefs  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  the  beam  fhould  bow.    We  have  loft 
your  fon, 

I  fear,  for  ever ;  Milan  and  Naples  have 
More  widows  in  them  of  this  bufmefs'  making, 
Than  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them :  The  fault's 
Your  own. 

Alon.  So  is  the  deareft  o*  the  lofs. 

Gon.  My  lord  Sebaftian, 
The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  gentlenefs, 
And  time  to  fpeak  it  in  :  you  rub  the  fore, 
When  you  fhould  bring  the  plaifter* 

Seb.  Very  well.  $j 

Ant.  And  moft  chirurgeonly 

Gon.  It  is  foul  weather  in  us  all  good  fir? 
Wheivyou  are  cloudy. 

Seb.  Foul  weather  ? 
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Ant.  Very  foul. 

Con.  Had  I  the  plantation  of  this  ifle,  my  lord, — 
Ant.  He'd  fow  it  with  nettle-feed. 
Seb.  Or  docks,  or  mallows. 

Gon.  And  were  the  king  of  it,  What  would  I  do  ; 

Seb.  'Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  wine. 

Con.  V  the  commonwealth,  I  would  by  contraries 
Execute  all  things  :  for  no  kind  of  traffick 
Would  I  admit  ;  no  name  of  magiftrate; 
Letters  fhould  not  be  known  ;  riches,  poverty, 
And  ufe  of  fervice,  none  ;  contract,  fucceflion, 
Bourn,  bound  of  land,  tilth,  vineyard,  none : 
No  ufe  of  metal,  corn,  or  wine,  or  oil : 
No  occupation  ;  all  men  idle,  all, 
And  women  too,  but  innocent  and  pure  : 
No  fovereignty. 

Seb.  And  yet  he  would  be  king  on't. 

Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  commonwealth  forgets 
the  beginning. 

Con.  All  things  in  common  nature  fhould  pro- 
duce 

Without  fweat  or  endeavour :  Treafon,  felony, 
Sword,  pike,  knife,  gun,  or  need  of  any  engine, 
Would  I  not  have  ;  but  nature  fhould  bring  forth, 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foizon,  all  abundance 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

Seb.  No  marrying  'mong  his  fubje&s  ? 

Ant.  None,  man  :  all  idle ;  whores,  and  knaves. 

Gon.  I  would  with  fuch  perfection  govern,  fir, 
To  excel  the  golden  age. 

Seb.  'Save  his  majefly  ! 

Ant.  Long  live  Gonzalo  ! 

Gon.  And  do  you  mark  me,  fir  ? 

Alon.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  ;  thou  doft  talk  nothing 
to  me. 

Gon.  I  do  well  believe  your  highnefs ;  and  did 
it  to  minifter  occafion  to  thefe  gentlemen,  who  are 
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of  fuch  fenfible  and  nimble  lungs,  that  they  always 
ufe  to  laugh  at  nothing. 

Ant.  'Twas  you  we  laugh'd  at. 

Gon.  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am 
nothing  to  you ;  fo  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at 
nothing  fkill. 

Ant.  What  a  blow  was  there  given  ? 

Seb.  An  it  had  not  fallen  flat-long. 

Gon.  You  are  gentlemen  of  brave  metal ;  you 
would  lift  the  moon  out  of  her  fphere,  if  Ihe  would 
continue  in  it  five  weeks  without  changing. 

Enter  Ariel,  playing Jblemn  mufick. 

Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  bat-fowling. 

Ant.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  be  not  angry. 

Gon.  No,  I  warrant  you  ;  I  will  not  adventure 
my  difcretion  fo  weakly.    Will  you  laugh  me 
afleep,  for  I  am  very  heavy  ? 

Ant.  Go,  fleep,  and  hear  us. 

[_Gon.  Adr.  Fra.  &c.Jleep. 

Alon.  What  all  fo  foon  afleep  !  I  wifh  mine  eyes 
W ould,with  themfelves,  fhut  up  my  thoughts:  I  find, 
They  are  inclined  to  do  fo. 

Seb.  Pleafe  you,  fir, 
Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 
It  feldom  vifits  forrow  ;  when  it  doth, 
It  is  a  comforter. 

Ant.  We  two,  my  lord. 
Will  guard  your  perfon,  while  you  take  your  reft, 
And  watch  your  fafety. 

Alon.  Thank  you  :  W ond'rous  heavy  

I  All  Jleep  but  Seb.  and  Ant. 

Seb.  What  a  flange  drowfmefs  poffeffes  them? 

Ant.  It  is  the  quality  o'  the  climate. 

Seb.  Why 

Doth  it  not  then  our  eye-lids  fink  ?  I  find  not. 
Myfelf  difpos'd  to  fleep. 
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Ant.  Nor  I ;  my  fpirits  are  nimble. 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  confent  ; 

They  dropp'd,  as  by  a  thunder-ilroke.  What 

might, 

Worthy  Sebaftian  ?  O,  what  might  ?  No 

more : — 

And  yet,  methinks,  I  fee  it  in  thy  face, 
What  thou  fhould'fl  be :  the  occafion  fpeaks  thee ; 
and 

My  ftrong  imagination  fees  a  crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  head. 

Seb.  What,  art  thou  waking  ? 

Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Seb.  I  do  ;  and,  furely, 
It?s  a  fleepy  language  ;  and  thou  fpeak'fl 
Out  of  thy  flecp :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
This  is  a  ftrange  repofe,  to  be  afleep 
With  eyes  wide  open  :  {landing,  fpeaking,  moving  ; 
And  yet  fo  faft  afleep. 

Ant.  Noble  Sebaftian, 
Thou  let'ft  thy  fortune  deep,  die  rather ;  wink'ft 
Whiles  thou  art  waking. 

Seb.  Thou  doft  fnore  diftinftly  ; 
There's  meaning  in  thy  fnores. 

Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  cuftom  ;  you 
Muft  be  fo  too,  if  heed  me ;  which  to  do, 
Trebles  thee  o'er. 

Seb.  Well,  I  am  ftanding  water. 

Ant.  I'll  teach  you  how  to  flow. 

Seb.  Do  fo :  to  ebb, 
Hereditary  floth  inftrufts  me. 

Ant.  O, 

If  you  but  knew  how  you  the  purpofe  cherifh, 
Whilft  thus  you  mock  it  !  how,  in  flopping  it, 
You  more  invefl  it !  Ebbing  men,  indeed, 
Mod  often,  do  fo  near  the  bottom  run, 
By  their  own  fear,  or  floth. 
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Seb.  Pr'ythee,  fay  on  : 
The  fetting  of  thine  eye,  and  cheek,  proclaim 
A  matter  from  thee  ;  and  a  birth,  indeed, 
Which  throes  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant.  Thus  fir  : 
Although  this  lord  of  weak  remembrance,  this, 
(  Who  {hall  be  of  as  little  memory, 
When  he  is  earth'd)  hath  here  almoft  perfuaded, 
(For  he's  a  fpirit  of  perfuafion,  only 
ProfefTes  to  perfuade)  the  king,  his  foci's  alive  ; 
'Tis  as  impoflible  that  he's  undrown'd, 
As  he,  that  fleeps  here,  fwims, 

Seb.  I  have  no  hope 
That  he's  undrown'd. 

Ant.  O,  out  of  that  no  hope, 
What  great  hope  have  you  !  no  hope,  that  way,  is 
Another  way  lb  high  an  hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  wink  beyond, 
But  doubts  difcovery  there.  Will  you  grant, with  me, 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  ? 

Seb.  He's  gone. 

Ant,  Then,  tell  me, 
Who's  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? 

Seb.  Claribel. 

Ant.  She  that  is  queen  of  Tunis  ;  fhe  that  dwells 
Ten  leagues  beyond  man's  life  :  fhe  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,  unlefs  the  fun  were  port., 
(The  man  i'  the  moon's  too  flow)  till  new-born  chins 
Be  rough  and  razorable  :  fhe,  from  whom 
We  were  all  fea-fwallowed,  though  fome  cad  again  : 
And,  by  that-  deftiny,  to  perform  an  aft, 
Whereof  what's  pail  is  prologue ;  what  to  come, 
In  yours,  and  my  difcharge. 

Seb.  What  fluff  is  this  ? — How  fay  you  ? 
5Tis  true,  my  brother's  daughter's  queen  of  Tunis  ; 
So  is  fhe  heir  of  Naples  ;  'twixt  which  regions 
There  is  fome  fpace. 
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Ant,  A  fpace,  whofe  every  cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out,  How  fkall  that  Ctaribel 
Meafure  us  back  to  Naples? — Keep  in  Tunis, 
And  let  Sebaflian  wake  ! — Say,  this  were  death 
That  now  hath  feiz'd  them;  why,  they  were  no  worfe 
Than  now  they  are  :  There  be,  that  can  rule  Naples, 
As  well  as  he  that  fleeps  ;  lords,  that  can  prate 
As  amply,*  and  unneceffarily, 
•  As  this  Gonzalo ;  I  myfelf  could  make 
A  chough  of  as  deep  chat.    O,  that  you  bore 
The  mind  that  I  do  !  what  a  fleep  were  this 
For  your  advancement  ?  Do  you  underftand  me  ? 

Seb,  Methinks,  I  do. 

Ant,  And  how  does  your  content 
Tender  your  own  good  fortune  ? 

Seb,  I  remember, 
You  did  fupplant  your  brother  Profpero. 

Ant,  True : 

And  look,  how  well  my  garments  fit  upon  me  ; 
Much  feater  than  before  :  my  brother's  fervants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  they  are  my  men. 

Seb,  But,  for  your  confcience  

Ant,  Ay,  fir  ;  where  lies  that  ?  if  it  were  a  kybe, 
'Twould  put. me  to  my  flipper  ;  but  I  feel  not 
This  deity  in  my  bofom :  twenty  confciences, 
That  ftand  'twixt  me  and  Milan,  candy'd  be  they, 
And  melt,  e'er  they  moleft.  Here  lies  your  brother, 
No  better  than  the  earth  he  lies  upon, 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like,  that's  dead  ; 
"Whom  I  with  this  obedient  fteel,  three  inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever  :  whiles  you,  doing  thus, 
To  the  perpetual  wink,  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  morfel,  this  fir  Prudence,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  courfe.    For  all  the  refl:5 
They'll  take  fuggeftion,  as  a  cat  laps  milk; 
They'll  tell  the  clock  to  any  buiinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  hour. 
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Seb.  Thy  cafe,  dear  friend, 
Shall  be  my  precedent ;  as  thou  gott'ft  Milan, 
I'll  come  by  Naples.   Draw  thy  (word  :  one  ftroke 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  tribute  which  thou  pay'ft; 
And  I  the  king  fhall  love  thee. 

Ant.  Draw  together  : 
And  when  I  rear  my  hand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gonzalo. 

Seb.  O,  but  one  word.       {They  converfe  apart. 

Enter  Ariel,  with  mujick  and  Jong. 

Ari.  My  mafter  through  his  art  forefees  the  danger 
That  you,  his  friend,  are  in,  and  fends  me  forth 
(For  elfe  his  project  dies)  to  keep  them  living. 

[Sings  in  Gonzalo' s  ear. 

While  you  here  do  fnoring  lie, 
Open-ey'd  confpiracy 

His  time  doth  take  : 
If  of  life  you  keep  a  care, 
Shake  off  fflumber,  and  b  etc  are  ; 

Awake !  awake  ! 

Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden. 

Gon.  Now,  good  angels,  preferve  the  king  ! 

[_They  awake. 

Alon.  Why,  how  now,  ho  !   awake  ?  Why  are 
you  drawn  ? 
Wherefore  this  ghaflly  looking  ? 
Gon.  What's  the  matter? 

Seb.  Whiles  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  repofc, 
Even  now,  we  heard  a  hollpw  burfb  of  bellowing 
Like  bulls,  or  rather  lions  ;  did  it  not  wake  you  ? 
It  ftrook  mine  ear  mod  terribly. 

Alon.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  O,  'twas  a  din  to  fright  a  monger's  ear  ; 
To  make  an  earthquake  !  furc,  it  was  the  roar 
Of  a  whole  herd  of  lions. 
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Alon.  Heard  you  this,  Gonzalo  ? 

Gon.  Upon  my  honour,  fir,  I  heard  a  humming, 
And  that  a  ftrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me  : 
I  fhak'd  you,  fir,  and  cry'd ;  as  mine  eyes  open'd, 
I  law  their  weapons  drawn  : — there  was  a  noiie, 
That's  verity  :  'Tis  befl  we  fhnd  upon  our  guard ; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place  :  let's  draw  our  weapons. 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  ground  ;  and  let's  make  fur- 
ther fearch 
For  my  poor  fon. 

Gon.  Heavens  keep  him  from  thefe  beafts  ! 
For  he  is,  fure,  i'  the  ifland. 

Alon.  Lead  away. 

Ari.  Profpero  my  lord  {hall  know  what  I  have 
done.  [Afide. 
So,  king,  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  fon.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IL 

Another  part  of  the  ijland. 

Enter  Caliban  with  a  burden  of  wood :    A  noife  of 
thunder  heard. 

Col.  All  the  infections  that  the  fun  fucks  up 
From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  inch-meal  a  difeafe  !  His  fpirits  hear  me  ; 
And  yet  I  needs  muft  curfe.   But  they'll  not  pinch, 
Fright  me  with  urchin  {hows,  pitch  me  i'  the  mire, 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  'em ;  but 
For  every  trifle  they  are  fet  upon  me  : 
Sometimes  like  apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me, 
And  after,  bite  me  ;  then  like  hedge-hogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  bare-foot  way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  foot-fall,  fometimeam  I 
All  wound  with  adders,  who,  with  cloven  tongues 
Do  hifs  me  into  madnefs  : — Lo  i  now !  lo  ! 
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Enter  Trinculo. 

Here  comes  a  fpirit  of  his ;  and  to  torment  me, 
For  bringing  wood  in  {lowly :  I'll  fall  flat ; 
Perchance  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Trin.  Here's  neither  bufh  nor  fhrub,  to  bear  off 
any  weather  at  all,  and  another  ftorm  brewing;  I 
hear  it  finging  i*  the  wind  :  yond'  fame  black  cloud, 
yond'  huge  one,  looks  like  a  foul  bumbard  that 
would  fhed  his  liquor.  If  it  fhould  thunder,  as  it 
did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  my  head  : 
yond'  fame  cloud  cannot  chufe  but  fall  by  pailfuls. 
— What  have  we  here?  a  man  or  a  fifh?  Dead  or 
alive  ?  A  fifh  :  he  fmells  like  a  fifh  ;  a  very  ancient 
and  fifh-like  fmell ;  a  kind  of,  not  of  the  neweft, 
Poor- John.  A  ftrange  fifh  !  Were  I  in  England 
now,  (as  once  I  was)  and  had  but  this  fifh  painted, 
not  a  holiday  fool  there  but  would  give  a  piece  of 
filver  :  there  would  this  monfter  make  a  man ;  any 
ftrange  beaft  there  makes  a  man  :  when  they  will 
not  give  a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame  beggar,  they  will 
lay  out  ten  to  fee  a  dead  Indian.  Legg'd  like  a  man  ! 
and  his  fins  like  arms!  Warm,  o'  my  troth!  I  do 
now  let  loofe  my  opinion,  hold  it  no  longer :  this 
is  no  fifh,  but  an  iflander,  that  has  lately  fufFered  by 
a  thunder-bolt.  Alas  !  the  ftorm  is  come  again  : 
my  beft  way  is  to  creep  under  his  gaberdine ;  there 
is  no  other  fhelter  hereabout  :  Mifery  acquaints  a 
man  with  flrange  bedfellows :  I'  will  here  fhroud3 
till  the  dregs  of  the  ftorm  be  paft. 

Enter  Stephano  Jinging,  a  bottle  in  his  hand. 
Ste.  /  JJiall  no  more  to  Jea,  to  fea^ 
Here  fliall  I  dye  a-JJiore, — 
This  is  a  very  fcurvy  tune  to  fing  at  a  man's  funeral: 
Well j  here's  my  comfort.  [Drinks* 
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The  mafter,  the  fzvabber,  the  boatfzvain  and  7, 

The  gunner  and  his  mate, 
Lov'd  Mall,  Meg,  and  Marian,  and  Margery  9 

But  none  of  us  car'd  for  Kate  j 

For  fie  had  a  tongue  with  a  tang, 

Would  cry  to  a  failor,  Go,  hang  : 
She  lov'd  not  the  favour  of  tai  nor  of  pitch  : 
Yet  a  taylor  might  f cratch  her  zvhere-e'er  Jhe  did  itch: 

Then  to  fea   boys,  and  let  her  go  hang. 

This  is  a  fcurvy  tune  too  :  But  here's  my  comfort. 

[_D  rinks. 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me  :  Oh  ! 

Ste.  What's  the  matter?  have  we  devils  here  ? 
Do  you  put  tricks  upon  us  with  favages,  and  men 
of  Inde  ?  Ha  !  I  have  not  'fcap'd  drowning  to  be 
afraid  now  of  your  four  legs  ;  for  it  hath  been  faid, 
as  proper  a  man  as  ever  went  upon  four  legs,  can- 
not make  him  give  ground  :  and  it  fhall  be  faid  fo 
again,  while  Stephano  breathes  atnoftrils. 

Cat.  The  fpirit  torments  me  ;  Oh  ! 

Ste.  This  is  fome  monfter  of  the  ifle,  with  four 
legs ;  who  has  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  ague  :  Where 
the  devil  fhould  he  learn  our  language  ?  I  will  give 
him  fome  relief,  if  it  be  but  for  that  :  If  I  can  re- 
cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  and  get  to  Naples 
with  him,  he's  a  prefent  for  any  emperor  that  ever 
trod  on  neat's  leather. 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me,  pr'ythee  I'll  bring  my 
wood  home  fafter. 

Ste.  He's  in  hisiit  now  ;  and  does  not  talk  after 
the  wifeffc  :  He  fhall  tafte  of  my  bottle  :  if  he  ne- 
ver drunk  wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove 
his  fit :  If  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him  tame, 
I  will  not  take  too  much  for  him  ;  he  mail  pay  for 
him  that  hath  him,  and  that  foundly. 

Cal.  Thoudoftme  yet  but  little  hurt;  thou  wn 
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anon,  I  know  it  by  thy  trembling  :  Now  Profper 
works  upon  thee. 

Ste.  Come  on  your  ways  •,  open  your  mouth  ; 
here  is  that  which  will  give  language  to  you,  cat ; 
open  your  mouth ;  this  will  (hake  your  fhaking,  I 
can  tell  you,  and  that  foundry :  you  cannot  tell 
who's  your  friend  ;  open  your  chaps  again. 

Trin.  I  mould  know  that  voice  :  It  fhould  be ; 
But  he's  drown'd  ;  and  thefe  are  devils  :  O  !  de- 
fend me ! — 

Ste.  Four  legs,  and  two  voices ;  a  moft  delicate 
monfter!  His  forward  voice  now  is  to  fpeak  well 
of  his  friend  ;  his  backward  voice  is  to  utter  foul 
fpeeches,  and  to  detract.  If  all  the  wine  in  my 
bottle  will  recover  him,  I  will  help  his  ague:  Come— 
,  Amen  !  I  will  pour  fome  in  thy  other  mouth. 
Trin,  Stephano,— 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me  ?  Mercy  ! 
mercy  !  This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monfter  :  1  will 
leave  him  ;  I  have  no  long  fpoon. 

Trin.  Stephano! — if  thou  beeft  Stephano,  touch 
me,  and  fpeak  to  me  ;  for  I  am  Trinculo  ;— be  not 
afraid, — .thy  good  friend  Trinculo. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Trinculo,  come  forth  ;  I'll 
pull  thee  by  the  letter  legs  ;  if  any  be  Trinculo's 
legs,  thefe  are  they.  Thou  art  very  Trinculo,  in- 
deed :  How  cam'ft  thou  to  be  the  fiege  of  this  moon 
calf  ?  can  he  vent  Trinculos  ? 

Trin.  I  took  him  to  be  killed  with  a  thunder- 
ftroke  : — But  art  thou  not  drown'd,  Stephano  ?  I 
hope  now,  thou  art  not  drown'd.  Is  the  ftorm 
over-blown  ?  I  hid  me  under  the  dead  moon-calf's 
gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  ftorm  :  And  art  thou  liv- 
ing,Stephano  ?  O  Stephano, two  Neapolitans  'fcap'd ! 

Ste.  Pr'ythee,  do  not  turn  me  about ;  my  fto- 
mach  is  not  conftant. 
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Cal.  Thefebe  fine  things,  an  if  they  be  not  fprights. 
That's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  celeftial  liquor  : 
I  will  kneel  to  him. 

See.  How  did'ft  thou  'fcape  ?  How  cam' ft  thou 
•  hither  ?  Swear,  by  this  bottle,  how  thou  cam' ft  hither. 
I  efcap'd  upon  a  butt  of  fack,  which  the  failors 
heav'd  over-board,  by  this  bottle  !  which  I  made 
of  the  bark  of  a  tree,  with  mine  own  hands,  fince 
I  was  caft  afhore. 

Cal.  I'll  fwear,  upon  that  bottle,  to  be  thy  true 
fubjefl: ;  for  the  liquor  is  not  earthly. 

Ste.  Here;  fwear  then,  how  efcap'dft  thou  ? 

Trin.  Sworn  afhore,  man,  like  a  duck ;  I  can 
fwim  like  a  duck,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ste.  Here,  kifs  the  book  :  Though  thou  can' ft 
fwim  like  a  duck,  thou  art  made  like  a  goofe. 

Trin.  O  Stephano,  haft  any  more  of  this? 

■Ste.  The  whole  butt,  man  :  my  cellar  is  in  a  rock 
by  the  fea-fide,  where  my  wine  is  hid.  How  now, 
moon-calf?  how  does  thine  ague  ? 

Cal.  Haft  thou  not  dropp'd  from  heaven  ? 

Ste.  Out  o'  the  moon,  I  do  allure  thee :  I  was 
the  man  in  the  moon,  when  time  was. 

Cal.  I  have  feen  thee  in  her,  and  I  do  adore 
thee  :  my  miftrefs  fhew'd  me  thee,  and  thy  dog 
and  thy  bufh. 

Ste,  Come,  fwear  to  that  ;  kifs  the  book  :  I  will 
fn-Aiifti  it  anon  with  new  contents  :  Iwear. 

Trin.  By  this  good  light,  this  is  a  very  (hallow 
monfter  : — I  afraid  of  him  ? — a  very  weak  mon- 
fter  : — The  man  i'  the  moon  ? — a  moft  poor  credu- 
lous monfter  : — Well  drawn,monfter,  in  good  footh. 

Cal.  1*11  fhew  thee  every  fertile  inch  o'  the  ifle  ; 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  foot :  I  pr'ythee,  be  my  god. 

Trin.  By  this  light,  a  moft  perfidious  and  drunken 
monfter  ;  when  his  god's  afieep,  he'll  rob  his  bottle. 

Cal.  I'll  kifs  thy  foot :  I'll  fwear  myfeif  thy  fubjeel. 
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Ste.  Come  on  then  ;  down,  and  fwear. 

Trin.  I  fhall  laugh  myfelf  to  death  at  this  puppy- 
headed' monfter  :  A  moft  fcurvy  monfter!  I  could 
find  in  my  heart  to  beat  him, — > 

Ste.  Come,  kifs. 

Trin. — But  that  the  poor  monfter's  in  drink  : 
An  abominable  monfter  ! 

Cal.  I'll  fhew  thee  the  beft  fprings  ;  I'll  pluck 
thee  berries  ; 
I'll  nfh  for  thee,  and  get  thee  wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  tyrant  that  I  ferve  ! 
I'll  bear  him  no  more  fticks,  but  follow  thee, 
Thou  wond'rous  man. 

Trin.  A  moft  ridiculous  monfter  ;  to  make  a 
wonder  of  a  poor  drunkard. 

Cal.  I  pry 'thee,let  me  bring  thee  where  crabs  grow; 
And  I  with  my  long  nails  will  dig  thee  pig-nuts ; 
Shew  thee  a  jay's  neft,  and  inftruft  thee  how 
To  fnare  the  nimble  marmozet  ;  I'll  bring  thee 
To  cluft'ring  filberds,  and  fometimes  I'll  get  thee 
Young  fcamelsfrom  the  rock  :  Wilt  thou  go  with  me? 

Ste.  I  pr'ythee  now,  lead  the  way,  without  any 
more  talking. — Trinculo,  the  king  and  all  our  com- 
pany being  drown'd,  we  will   inherit  here.  

Here ;  bear  my  bottle  !  Fellow  Trinculo,  we'll 
nil  him  by  and  by  again. 

Cal.  [Sings  drunkenly .~\  Farewell  majler :  .fare- 
well, farewell. 

Trin.  A  howling  monfter  ;  a  drunken  monfter, 

Cal.  No  more  dams  Pll  make  for  JiJJi  j 
Nor  fetch  in  firing 
At  requiring, 

Nor  fcrape  trencher,  nor  wafh  difh  ; 
Ban9  Ban%  Ca~Caliban 
Has  a  new  mafler — .Get  a  new  man. 
Freedom,  hey-day  !    hey-day,  freedom !  freedom, 
hey-day,  freedom! 
Ste.  O  brave  monfter  !  lead  the  way.  [Exeunt 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

Before  Profpero's  cell. 
Enter  Ferdinand,  bearing  a  log. 

Fcr.  r  I  ^HERE  be  fome  fports  are  painful ;  but 

A  their  labour 

Delight  in  them  fets  off :  fome  kinds  of  bafenefs 
Are  nobly  undergone  ;  and  moft  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends.    This  my  mean  talk 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious ;  but 
The  miftrefs,  which  I  ferve,  quickens  what's  dead, 
And  makes  my  labours  pleafures  :  O,  (he  is 
Ten  times  more  gentle,  than  her  father's  crabbed  ; 
And  he's  compos'd  of  harfhnefs.    I  mull  remove 
Some  thoufands  of  thefe  logs,  and  pile  them  up, 
Upon  a  fore  injunction  :  My  fweet  miftrefs 
Weeps  when  fhe  fees  me  work  ;  and  fays,  fuch 
bafenefs 

Had  ne'er  like  executor.    I  forget : 

o 

But  thefe  fweet  thoughts  do  even  refrefh  my  labours 
Moll  bufy-lefs,  when  I  do  it. 

Enter  Miranda^and  Profpero  at  a  dijlance. 

Mira.  Alas,  now  !  pray  you, 
Work  not  fo  hard  ;  I  would,  the  lightning  had 
Burnt  up  thofe  logs,  that  you  are  enjoin'd  to  pile  ! 
Pray,  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you  :  when  this  burns, 
''Twill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you  :  My  father 
Is  hard  at  ftudy  ;  pray  now,  reft  yourfelf  ; 
lie's  fafe  for  thefe  three  hours. 

Per.  O  moft  dear  miftrefs, 
The  fun  will  fet  before  I  fhall  difcharge 
What  I  mult  ftrive  to  do. 

Mira.  If  you'll  fit  down, 
I'll  bear  your  logs  the  while :  Pray,  give  me  that  \ 
I'll  carry  it  to  the  pile. 
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Fer.  No,  precious  creature  : 
I  had  rather  crack  my  fmews,  bresk  my  back. 
Than  you  fhould  fuch  difhonour  undergo, 
While  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Mir  a.  It  would  become  me 
As  well  as  it  does  you  :  and  I  fhould  do  it 
With  much  more  eafe  ;  for  my  good  will  is  to  it. 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  worm !  thou  art  infe&ed ; 
This  vifitation  (hews  it. 

Mir  a.  You  look  wearily. 

Fer.  No,  noble  miftrefs  ;  'tis  freih  morning  with 
me, 

When  you  are  by  at  night.     I  do  befeech  you, 
(Chiefly  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  prayers) 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Mir  a.  Miranda  : — O  my  father,  ' 
I  have  broke  your  heft  to  fay  fo  ! 

Fer.  Admir'd  Miranda ! 
Indeed,  the  top  of  admiration  ;  worth 
What's  deareft  to  the  world !  Full  many  a  lady 
I  have  ey'd  with  beft  regard  ;  and  many  a  time 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear  ;  for  feveral  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  feveral  women  :  never  any 
With  fo  full  foul,  but  fome  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  nobleft  grace  fhe  ow'd, 
And  put  it  to  the  foil  ;  but  you,  O  you, 
So  perfect,  and  fo  peerlefs,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  beft. 

Mir  a.  I  do  not  know 
One  of  my  fex ;  no  woman's  face  remember, 
Save,  from  my  glafs,  mine  own  ;  nor  have  I  feen 
More  that  I  may  call  men,  than  you,  good  friend, 
And  my  dear  father  :  how  features  are  abroad, 
I  am  fkillefs  of  :  but,  by  my  modefty, 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower)  I  would  not  wifh 
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Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you ; 
Nor  can  imagination  form  a  fhape, 
Befides  yourfelf,  to  like  of :  But  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father's  precepts 
I  therein  do  forget. 

Fer.  I  am,  in  my  condition, 
A  prince,  Miranda ;  I  do  think,  a  king ; 
(I  would,  not  fo  !)  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  flavery,  than  I  would  fuller 
The  flefh-fly  blow  my  mouth  : — Hear  my  foul  fpeak ; 
The  very  in  flan  t  that  I  faw  you,  did 
My  heart  fly  to  your  fervice  ;  there  refides, 
To  make  me  Have  to  it  ;  and,  for  your  fake, 
Am  I  this  patient  log-man. 

Mir  a.  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Fer.  O  heaven,0  earth,  bear  witnefs  to  this  found, 
And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  event, 
If  I  fpeak  true  ;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  belt  is  boded  me,  to  mifchief !  I, 
Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i'  the  world, 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

Mira.  I  am  a  fool, 
To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 

Pro.  Fair  encounter 
Of  two  moft  rare  affections  !  Heavens  rain  grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  them  ! 

Fer.  Wherefore  weep  you  ? 

Mira.  At  mine  unworthinefs,  that  dare  not  ofTer 
What  I  dehre  to  give  ;  an4  much  lefs  take, 
What  I  {hall  die  to  want  :  But  this  is  trifling  ; 
And  all  the  more  it  feeks  to  hide  itfelf, 
The  bigger  bulk  it  fhews.  Hence,  bafhful  cunning  ! 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence ! 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me  ; 
If  not,  I'll  die  your  maid  :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me  ;  but  I'll  be  your  fervant, 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 
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Fer.  My  mi  ft  re  fs,  dear  eft, 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira.  My  hufband  then  ? 

Fer.  Ay,  With  a  heart  as  willing 
As  bondage  e'er  of  freedom  :  here's  my  hand. 

Mira.  And  mine  with  my  heart  in't  :  and  flow 
farewell, 
Till  half  an  hour  hence. 

Fer.  A  thoufand  !  thoufand  !  [Exeunt. 

Pro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they,  I  cannot  be, 
Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all ;  but  my  rejoicing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.    I'll  to  my  book  ; 
For  yet,  ere  fupper-time,  mud  I  perform 
Much  buhnefs  appertaining.  [Exit. 

SCENE  11. 

Another  part  of  the  ijland. 

Enter  Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  zoith  a  bottle. 

Ste.  Tell  not  me ; — when  the  butt  is  out,  we 
will  drink  water  ;  not  a  drop  before  :  therefore 
bear  up,  and  board  'em  :  Servant-monfter,  drink 
to  me. 

Trin.  Servant-monfter?  the  folly  of  this  ifland  ! 
They  fay  there's  but  live  upon  this  ifle  ;  we  are 
three  of  them  ;  if  the  other  two  be  brain'd  like  us, 
the  ftate  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  fervant-monfter,  when  I  bid  thee ; 
thy  eyes  are  almoft  fet  in  thy  head. 

Trin.  Where  mould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  He  were  a 
brave  monfter  indeed,  if  they  were  fet  in  his  tail. 

Ste.  My  man -monfter  hath  drown'd  his  tongue 
in  fack  :  for  my  part,  the  fea  cannot  drown  me  : 
I  fwam,  ere  I  could  recover  the  fhore,  five-and- 

thirty  leagues,  off  and  on,  by  this  light.  Thou 

{halt  be  my  lieutenant,  monfter,  or  my  ftandard. 
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Trin.  Your  lieutenant,  if  you  lift  ;  he's  no  ftan- 
dard. 

Ste*  We'll  not  run,  monfieur  monfter. 

Trin.  Nor  go  neither  :  but  you'll  lie,  like  dogs  ; 
and  yet  fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou 
beeft  a  good  moon-calf. 

Cat.  How  does  thy  honour  ?  let  lick  thy 
{hoe  i  I'll  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 

Trin.  Thou  ly'ft,  mofl  ignorant  monfter  ;  I  am 
in  cafe  to  juftle  a  confbble:  Why,  thou  debofti'd 
fifh  thou,  was  there  ever  a  man  a  coward,  that 
hath  drunk  fo  much  fack  as  I  to-day  ?  Wilt  thou 
tell  a  monftrous  lie,  being  but  half  a  fifh,  and  half 
a  monfter  ? 

Cat.  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me  ;  wilt  thou  let  him, 
my  lord  ? 

Trin,  Lord,  quoth  he  !— that  a  monfter  fhould 
be  fuch  a  natural  U 

Cat.  Lo,  lo,  again:  bite  him  to  death  I  pr'ythee. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head; 

if  you  prove  a  mutineer,  the  next  tree  The 

poor  monfter's  my  fubjecl:,  and  he  fhall  not  fuffer 
indignity. 

Cat.  I  thank  my  noble  lord.  Wilt  thou  be 
pleas'd  to  hearken  once  again  to  the  fuit  I  made  to 
thee  ? 

Ste.  Marry  will  I  :  kneel  and  repeat  it  ;  I  will 
ftand,  and  fo  mail  Trinculo. 

Enter  Ariel  invifible. 

Cat.  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  fubjecl:  to  a  ty- 
rant ;  a  forcerer,  that  by  his  cunning  hath  cheated 
me  of  the  ifland. 

Ari.  Thou  ly'ft.  - 

Cat.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  jefting  monkey,  thou  ; 
I  would  my  valiant  maftcr  would  deftroy  thee  ; 
I  do  not  lie. 
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Ste.  Trinculo,  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in 
his  tale,  by  this  hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your 
teeth. 

Trin.  Why,  I  faid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more — [To  Caliban.^ 
Proceed. 

Cal.  I  fay,  by  forcery  he  got  this  ifle  ; 
From  me  he  got  it.    If  thy  greatnefs  will 
Revenge  it  on  him  (for,  I  know,  thou  dar'ft, 
But  this  thing  dare  not  ) 

Ste.  That's  moft  certain. 

Cal.  Thou  {halt  be  lord  of  it,  and  I'll  ferve  thee. 

Ste.  How  now  {hall  this  be  compafs'd?  Canft  thou 
bring  me  to  the  party  ? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  lord  I'll  yield  him  thee  afleep, 
Where  thou  may 'ft  knock  a  nail  into  his  head. 

Ari.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  canfl  not. 

Cal.  What  a  py'd  ninny's  this?  Thou  fcurvy 
patch ! — 

I  do  befeech  thy  greatnefs,  give  him  blows, 
And  take  his  bottle  from  him  :  when  that's  gone, 
He  fhall  drink  nought  but  brine ;  for  I'll  not  {hew 
him 

Where  the  quick  frefhes  are. 

Ste.  Trinculo  run  into  no  further  danger  :  inter- 
rupt the  monfter  one  word  further,  and  by  this 
hand,  I'll  turn  my  mercy  out  of  doofs,  and  make  a 
ftock-nih  of  thee. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing :  I'll  go 
further  off. 

Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  ly'd? 

Ari.  Thou  ly'ft. 

Ste.  Do  I  f o  ?  take  thou  that.  [Beats  him. 

As  you  like  this,  give  me  the  lie  another  time. 

Trin.  I  did  not  give  thee  the  lie  : — Out  o'  your 
wits,  and  hearing  too  ? — A  pox  of  your  bottle  !  this 
can  fack  and  drinking  do. — A  murrain  on  your 
monfter,  and  the  devil  take  your  fingers  \ 
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CaL  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ste,  Now,  forward  with  your  tale.  Pry 'thee 
(land  further  off. 

CaL  Beat  him  enough  :  after  a  little  time, 
I'll  beat  him  off. 

Ste.  Stand  further. — Come,  proceed. 

CaL  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  cuftom  with  him 
I'  the  afternoon  to  lleep  :  there  thou  may'fl  brain  him, 
Having  firft  feiz'dhis  books  :  or  with  a  log 
Batter  his  fkull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  flake, 
Or  cut  his  wezand  with  thy  knife  :  Remember, 
Firft.  to  poffefs  his  books  :  for  without  them 
He's  but  a  fot,  as  I  am  ;  nor  hath  not 
One  fpirit  to  command :  They  all  do  hate  him, 
As  rootedly  as  I  :  Burn  but  his  books  ; 
He  has  brave  utenfils  (for  fo  he  calls  them) 
Which,  when  he  has  an  houfe,  he'll  deck  withal. 
And  that  moil  deeply  to  confider,  is 
The  beauty  of  his  daughter ;  he  himfelf 
Calls  her,  a  non-pareil :  I  never  faw  a  woman 
But  only  Sycorax  my  dam,  and  fhe; 
But  fhe  as  far  furpaffes  Sycorax, 
As  greater!  does  leaft. 

Ste.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  lafs  ? 

CaL  Ay,  lord,  fhe  will  become  thy  bed,  I  warrant 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Ste.  Mcnfler,  I  will  kill  this  man  :•  his  daughter 
and  I  will  be  king  and  queen;  (fave  our  graces!) 
and  Trinculo  and  thyfelf  mail  be  vice-roys  : — Doft 
thou  like  the  plot,  Trinculo  ? 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee  : 
but  while  thou  iiv'fl,keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head, 

CaL  Within  this  half  hour  will  he  be  afleep  ; 
Wilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  honour. 

Ari.  This  will  I  tell  my  mafter. 
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Cal.  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry  :  I  am  full  of  pleafure  ; 
Let  us  be  jocund :  Will  you  troul  the  catch, 
You  taught  me  but  while-ere  ? 

Ste.  At  thy  requeft,  monfter,  I  will  do  reafon, 
any  reafon  :  Gome  on,  Trinculo,  let  us  fing.  [  Sings 

Flout  'em,ahd Jhout  'em  ;  and flout  'em:and flout  'em: 

Thought  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  tune.  [Ariel  plays  the  tune  on 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  ?  [_a  tabor  and  pipe. 

Triiz.  This  is  the  tune  of  our  catch,  play'd  by 
the  picture  of  no-body. 

Ste.  If  thou  bee' ft  a  man,  {hew  thyfelf  in  thy 
likenefs  :  if  thou  bee'ft  a  devil,  take't  as  thou  lift. 

Trin.  O,  forgive  me  my  fins! 

Ste.  He  that  dies,  pays  ail  debts  :  I  defy  thee  : — 
Mercy  upon  us ! 

Cat.  Art  thou  affeard  ? 

Ste.  No,  monfter,  not  I. 

Cal.  Be  not  affeard  ;  the  iile  is  full  of  noifes, 
Sounds,and  fweet  airs5that  give  delight,and  hurt  not. 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  ears  ;  and  fometimes  voices, 
That,  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  ileep, 
Will  make  me  fleep  again  ;  and  then,  in  dreaming, 
The  clouds, methought,  would  open, and  fhew  riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me  ;  that  when  I  wak'd, 
I  cry'd  to  dream  again. 

Ste.  This  will  prove  a  brave  kingdom  to  me, 
where  I  fhall  have  my  mufick  for  nothing. 

Cal.  When  Profpero  is  deftroy'd. 

Ste.  That  fhail  be  by  and  by:  I  remember  the  ftory. 

Trin.  The  found  is  going  away  :  let's  follow  it, 
And  after,  do  our  work. 

Ste.  Lead,  monfter  ;  we'll  follow, — I  wou'd  I 
could  fee  this  taborer  :  he  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come  ?  I'll  follow,  Stephano. 

\_Exeunt* 
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SCENE  III. 

Changes  to  another  part  of  the  ijland. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaflian,  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  Adrian^ 
Francifco,  &c. 

Gon.  By'r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further,  fir  ; 
My  old  bones  ache  :  here's  a  maze  trod,  indeed, 
Through  forth  rights,  and  meanders !   By  your  pa- 
tience, 
I  needs  mufc  red  me. 

Alon.  Old  lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee, 
Who  am  myfelf  attach'd  with  wearinefs, 
To  the  dulling  of  my  fpirits  ;  fit  down  and  reft. 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  my  flatterer:  he  is  drowri'd, 
Whom  thus  we  {tray  to  find ;  and  the  lea  mocks 
Our  fruftrate  fearch  on  land  :  Well,  let  him  go. 
Ant.    f  Afide  to  Sebajlian.~]  I  am  right  glad  that 
he's  fo  out  of  hope. 
Do  not,  for  one  repulfe,  forego  the  purpofe 
That  you  refolv'cl  to  effect. 

Seb.  The  next  advantage 
Will  we  take  thoroughly. 

Ant.  Let  it  be  to-night ; 
For,  now  they  are  opprefs'd  with  travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot,  ufe  fuch  vigilance, 
As  when  they  are  frefh. 

Seb.  I  fay,  to-night ;  no  more.  • 
Solemn  and  Jl range  mufic  j  and  Profpero  on  the  top, 
invifible.  Enter  feveral  Jlrange  jliapes,  bringing 
in  a  banquet ;  they  dance  about  it  with  gentle  ac- 
tions of  falutation  ;  and,  inviting  the  king,  &c.to 
eat,  they  depart. 

Alon.  What  harmony  is  this  ?  my  good  friends 
hark  ! 
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&  Gon.  Marvellous  fweet  mufic  ! 

Alon.  Give  us  kind  keepers,  heavens!  What 
were  thefe  ? 

Seb.  A  living  drollery  :  Now  I  will  believe, 
That  there  are  unicorns  :  that  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  tree,  the  Phoenix'  throne;  one  phoenix 
At  this  hour  reigning  there. 

Ant.  I'll  believe  both  ; 
And  what  does  elfe  want  credit,  come  to  me, 
And  I'll  be  fworn  'tis  true  ;  Travellers  ne'er  did  11c 
Though  fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 

Gon.  If  in  Naples 
I  fhould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
If  I  fhould  fay,  I  faw  fuch  iflanders, 
(For,  certes,  thefe  are  people  of ,  the. ifland) 
Who  though  they  are  of  monftrous  fhape,  yet  note, 
Their  manners  are  more  gentle,  kind,  than  of 
Our  human  generation  you  {hall  find 
Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 

Pro.  Honefh  lord, 
Thou  haft  faid  well ;  for  feme  of  you  there  prefent, 
Are  worfe  than  devils.  [Afide* 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe 
Such  fhapes,fuch  geflure,  and  fuch  found  exprefling 
(Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  tongue)  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  difcourfe. 

Pro.  Praife  in  departing.  [_Afide, 

Fran.  They  vanifh'd  ftrangely. 

Seb.  No  matter,  fince 
They  have  left  their  viands  behind ;  for  we  have 

ftomachs. — 
Wijl't  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  ? 

Alon.  Not  I. 

Gon.  Faith,  fir,  you  need  not  fear:  when  wc 

were  boys, 

Who  would  believe  that  there  were  mountaineers 
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Dew-lapp'd  like  bulls,  whofe  throats  had  hanging 
at  'cm 

Wallets  of  flefh  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  men, 
Whofe  heads  flood  in  their  breafls  ?  which  now  we 
find, 

Each  putter  out  on  five  for  one,  will  bring  us 
Good  warrant  of. 

Alon.  I  will  (land  to,  and  feed, 
Although  my  laft ;  no  matter,  fmce  I  feel 
The  beft  is  pad  ; — Brother,  my  lord  the  duke, 
Stand  to,  and  do  as  we. 

Thunder  and  lightning.  Enter  Ariel  like  a  harpy  J 
claps  his  wings  upon  the  table,  and,  with  a  quaint 
device,  the  banquet  vanijhes. 

Ari.  You  are  three  men  of  fin,  whom  deftiny, 
(That  hath  to  inftrument  this  lower  world, 
And  what  is  in't)  the  never-furfeited  fea 
Hath  caufed  to  belch  up  !  and  on  this  ifland 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit  ;  you  'mongfl  men 
Being  moft  unfit  to  live.    1  have  made  you  mad  ; 
And  eveh^with  fuch  like  valour  men  hang  and  drown 
Their  proper  felves.  [  Alonfo,  Sebajiian,  and  the  rejl 
Ye  fools !  1  and  my  fellows        \draw  their  /words 
Ate  minifters  of  fate  ;  the  elements 
Of  whom  your  fwords  are  temper'd,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemock't-at  ftabs 
Kill  the  ftill-clofing  waters,  as  diminifh 
The  dowle  that's  in  my  plume  ;  my  fellow -minifters 
Are  like  invulnerable  :  if  you  could  hurt, 
Your  fwords  are  now  too  maffy  for  your  ftrengtha, 
And  will  not  be  uplifted  :  But  remember, 
(For  that's  my  bulinefs  to  you)  that  you  three 
From  Milan  did  fupplant  good  Profpero  ; 
Fynos'd  unto  the  fea,  which  hath  requit  it, 
Him,  and  his  innocent  child:  for  which  foul  deed 
The  powers,  delaying,  not  forgetting,  have 
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Incens'd  the  feas  and  mores,  yea,  all  the  creatures, 
Againft  your  peace  :  Thee,  of  thy  fori,  Alonzo, 
They  have  bereft ;  and  do  pronounce  by  me, 
Ling'ring  perdition  (worfe  than  any  death 
Can  be  at  once)  fhall  ftep  by  ftep  attend 
You,and  your  ways  ;  whofe  wraths  to  guard  you  from 
(Which  here,  in  this  moft  defolate  ifle,  5elfe  falls 
Upon  your  heads)  is  nothing,  but  heart's  forrow, 
And  a  clear  life  enfuing. 

He  vani/hes  in  thunder  :  then  to  foft  mufic,  enter  th* 
jhapts  again,  and  dance  zv it h  mops  and  mozves,  and 
carry  out  the  table. 

Pro.  \_Afide.~]  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  harpy 
haft  thou 

Perform'd,  my  Ariel ;  a  grace  it  had  devouring  ; 
Of  my  inftruclion  haft  thou  nothing  'bated, 
In  what  thou  hadft  to  fay  :  fo,  with  good  life, 
And  obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  minifters 
Their  feveral  kinds  have  done:  my  high  charms  work, 
And  thefe,  mine  enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  diftra£tions  :  they  now  are  in  my  power  ; 
And  in  thefe  fits  I  leave  them,  whilft  I  vifit 
Young  Ferdinand  (whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd) 
And  his  and  my  lov'd  darling. 

[Exit  Profpero  from  above. 

Gon.  V  the  name  of  fomething  holy,  fir,  why 
ftand  you 
In  this  ftrange  ftare  ? 

Alon.  O,  it  is  monftrous  !  monftrous ! 
Mcthought,  the  billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it ; 
The  winds  did  fing  it  to  me  ;  and  the  thunder, 
That  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronoune'd 
The  name  of  Profpero ;  it  did  bafs  my  trefpafs. 
Therefore  my  fon  i'  the  ooze  is  bedded  ;  and 
I'll  feek  him  deeper  than  e'er  plummet  founded, 
And  with  him  there  lie  mudded,  [E$U* 
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Seb.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time, 
I'll  fight  their  legions  o'er. 

Ant.  I'll  be  thy  fecond.  [Exeunt. 
Gon.  All  three  of  them  are  defperate  ;  their  great 
guilt, 

Like  poifon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  fpirits  : — I  do  befeech  you 
That  are  of  fuppler  joints,  follow  them  fwiftly, 
And  hinder  them  from  what  thisecftafy 
May  now  provoke  them  too. 

Adr.  Follow,  I  pray  you.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Profpero's  cell. 

Enter  Profpero,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda. 
Pro.  TF  I  have  too  aufterely  punifh'd  you, 

JL  Your  compenfation  makes  amends  ;  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  third  of  mine  own  life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live  ;  whom  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand  :  all  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Haft  ftrangely  flood  the  tefl :  here,  afore  Heaven, 
I  ratify  this  my  rich  gift :  O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmile  at  me,  that  I  boa  ft  her  off, 
For  thou  fhalt  find  fhe  will  outftrip  ail  praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Per.  I  do  believe  it, 
Againft  an  oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  gift,  and  thine  own  acquifition 
Worthily  purchas'd,  take  my  daughter  :  But 
If  thou  doft  break  her  virgin  knot,  before 
All  fanftimonious  ceremonies  may 
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With  full  and  holy  rite  be  minifler'd, 
No  fweet  afperfion  fhall  the  Heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contract  grow  ;  but  barren  hate, 
Sour-ey'd  difdain,  and  difcord,  fhall  beftrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  fo  loathly, 
That  you  fhall  hate  it  both  ;  therefore  take  heed, 
As  Hymen's  lamps  fhall  light  you. 

Per.  As  I  hope         '  m 
For  quiet  days,  fair  iflue,  and^tong  life, 
With  fuch  love  as  'tis  now  ;  the  murkiefl  den, 
The  mod  opportune  place,  the  flrong'fl  fuggeftion 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  fhall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft ;  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  day's  celebration, 
When  1  fhall  think,  or  Phoebus'  fteedsare  founder'd^ 
Or  night  kept  chain'd  below. 

Pro.  Fairly  fpoke  : 
Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  fhe  is  thine  own — 
What,  Ariel ;  my  induftrious  fervant  Ariel ! — . 

Enter  Ariel. 

Ari.  What  would  my  potent  mafler  !  here  T  am, 

Pro.  Thou  and  thy  meaner  fellows  your  lafl  fervice 
Did  worthily  perform,  and  1  muft  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  trick  ;  go,  bring  the  rabble, 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  power,  here,  to  this  place  ; 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion  ;  for  I  mufl 
Bellow  upon  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  art  ;  it  is  my  promife, 
And  they  ex  peel  it  from  me, 

Ari.  Pre  lent  ly  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  twink. 

Ari.  Before  you  can  lay,  Come,  and  go3 
And  breathe  twice  ;  and  cry,  fo,  fo  ; 
Each  one,  tripping  on  his  toe, 
Will  be  here  with  mop  and  moe  ; 
Do  you  love  me,  mailer  ?  no. 
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Pro.  Dearly,my  delicate  Ariel ;  Do  not  approach, 
Till  thou  doft  hear  me  ^all. 

Ari.  Well,  I  conceive.  [Exit. 

Pro.  Look  thou  be7  true  ;  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  the  rein  ;  the  flrongefl:  oaths  are  ftraw 
To  the  fire  i'  the  blood  :  be  more  abftemious. 
Or  elfe,  good  night,  your  vow  ! 

Per.  I  warrant  yojj^^r ; 
The  white,  cold,  virgin-fnow  upon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardour  of  my  liver. 

Pro.  Well.— 
Now  come,  my  Ariel ;  bring  a  corollary, 
Rather  than  want  a  fpirit ;  appear,  and  pertly. — 
No  tongue  ;  all  eyes ;  be  filent.  [Soft  mufic. 

A  mafque.    Enter  Iris. 

Iris.  Ceres,  mod  bounteous  lady,  thy  rich  leas 
Of  wheat,  rye,  barley,  vetches,  oats,  and  peafe ; 
Thy  turfy  mountains,  where  live  nibbling  fheep, 
And  flat  meads  thatch'd  with  ftover,  them  to  keep  ; 
Thy  banks  with  pionied  and  twilled  brims, 
Which  fpungy  April  at  thy  heft  betrims, 
To  make  cold  nymphs  chafte  crowns  :  and  thy  broom 
groves, 

Whofe  fhadow  the  difmiffed  batchelor  loves, 

Being  lafs-lorn  ;  thy  pole-clipt  vineyard  ; 

And  thy  fea-marge,  fheril,  and  rocky  hard, 

Where  thou  thyielf  do' ft  air  :  The  queen  o*  the  fky, 

Whofe  watery  arch,  andjneffenger,  am  I, 

Bids  thee  leave  thefe  ;  and  with  her  fovereign  grace, 

Here  on  this  grais-plot,  in  this  very  place, 

To  come  and  fport :  her  peacocks  fly  amain ; 

Approach,  rich  Ceres,  her  to  entertain. 

Enter  Ceres. 

Cer.  Hail,  many-colour'd  meffenger,  that  ne'er 
Dofl  difobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter  ; 
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Who,  with  thy  faffron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
Diffufeft  honey-drops,  refrefhing  fhowers ; 
And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  bow  doft  crown 
My  bofky  acres,  and  my  unfhrubb'd  down, 
Rich  fcarf  to  my  proud  earth  :  Why  hath  thy  queen 
Summon'd  me  hither,  to  this  fhort-grafs'd  green  ? 

Iris.  A  contract  of  true  love  to  celebrate  ; 
And  fome  donation  freely  $b  eflate 
On  the  blefs'd  lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me,  heavenly  bow, 
If  Venus,  or  her  fon,  as  thou  do'ft  know, 
Do  now  attend  the  queen  ?  Since  they  did  plot 
The  means,  that  dufky  Dis  my  daughter  got, 
Her  and  her  blind  boy's  fcandaPd  company  > 
I  have  forfworn. 

Iris.  Of  her  fociety 
Be  not  afraid  :  I  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  clouds  towards  Paphos ;  and  her  fon 
Dove-drawn  with  her :  here  thought  they  to  have 
done 

Some  wanton  charm  upon  this  man  and  maid, 
Whofe  vows  are,  that  no  bed-rite  {hall  be  paid 
Till  Hymen's  torch  be  lighted  :  but  in  vain  ; 
Mars's  hot  minion  is  return'd  again  ; 
Her  wafpifh-headed  fon  has  broke  his  arrows, 
Swears  he  will  {hoot  no  more,  but  play  with  fpar- 
rows, 

And  be  a  boy  right  out. 

Cer.  High  queen  of  Hate, 
Great  Juno  comes  ;  I  know  her  by  her  gait. 

Enter  Juno. 

Jun.  How  does  my  bounteous  fifter  ?  Go  with  me, 
To  blefs  this  twain,  that  they  may  profperous  be, 
And  honour'd  in  their  iffue. 

Jun.  Honour,  riches,  marriage-blejfing, 
Long  continuance^  and  increajing, 
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Hourly  joys  beftill  uponyou  ! 
Juno  fings  her  bleffings  on  you, 
Cer.  Earth's  increafe,  and  foifon  plenty  j 
Barns,  and  garners,  never  empty  j 
Vines,  with  duff  ring  bunches  growing; 
Plants,  with  goodly  burden  bowing  ; 
Spring  come  to  you,  at  the  farthejl. 
In  the  very  end  of  harvefl ! 
Scarcity,  and  want,  /hall  Jhun  you  ; 
Ceres'  blcjfmg  fo  is  on  you. 

Fer.  This  is  a  moft  majeflic  virion,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly  :  May  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  fpirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  art 
I  have  from  their  confines  call'd  to  enact 
My  prefent  fancies. 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 
So  rare  a  wonder'd  father,  and  a  wife, 
Make  this  place  paradife. 

Pro.  Sweet  now,  filence  : 
Juno,  and  Ceres,  wmiper  ierioufly; 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  do  :  hufh,  and  be  mute, 
Or  elfe  our  fpell  is  marr'd. 

[Jfuno  and  Ceres  whifper,and fend  Iris  on  employment. "J 
Iris.  You  nymphs,  calPd  Naiads,  of  the  wander- 
ing brooks, 

With  your  fedg'd  crowns,  and  ever  harmlefs  looks, 
Leave  your  crilp  channels,  and  on  this  green  land 
Anfwer  your  fummons  ;  Juno  does  command  : 
Come,  temperate  nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  contract,  of  true  love  ;  be  not  too  late. 

Enter  certain  nymphs. 
You  fun-burn'd  ficklemen,  of  Augufr.  weary, 
Come  hither  from  the  furrow,  and  be  merry  ; 
Make  holy-day :  your  rye-ftraw  hats  put  on, 
And  thefe  frefh  nymphs  encounter  every  one 
In  country  footing. 
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Enter  certain  reapers,  properly  habited ;  they  join 
zvith  the  nymphs  in  a  graceful  dance  ;  towards  the 
end  whereof  Profpero  fiarts  fuddenly,  and  /peaks; 
after  which,  to  a  ftrange,  hollow^  and  confufed  noife, 
they  vanifk  heavily. 

Pro.  \_Afide.~]  I  had  forgot  that  foul  confpiracy 
Of  the  bead  Caliban,  and  his  confederates, 
Againfl  my  life  ;  the  minute  of  their  plot 
Is  almoft  come. — [To  the  fpirits]    Well  done  :— - 
avoid  ;  no  more. 

Fer.  This  is  flrange  :  your  father's  in  fome  paiTion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

Mira.  Never  till  this  day 
Saw  I  him  touch'd  with  anger  fo  diftemper'd. 

Pro.  You  do  look,  my  fon,  in  a  mov'd  fort, 
As  if  you  were  difmay'd:   be'  cheerful,  fir: 
Our  revels  now  are  ended  :  thefe  our  aftors, 
As  I  foretold  you,  were  all  fpirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air  : 
And,  like  the  bafelefs  fabrick  of  this  virion, 
The  cloud-capt  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  folemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itfelf, 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  fhall  diffolve  ; 
And,  like  this  infubfbntial  pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind  :  We  are  fuch  Muff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 

Is  rounded  with  a  fleep.  Sir,  I  am  vex'd  ; 

Bear  with  my  weaknefs  ;  my  old  brain  is  troubled ; 
Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  infirmity  : 
If  thou  be  pleased,  retire  into  my  cell, 
And  there  repofe ;  a  turn  or  two  I'll  walk, 
To  ftill  my  beating  mind. 

Fer.  Mira.  We  wifh  your  peace. 

[Exeunt  Fer.  and  Mi  ma* 

Pro.  Come  with  a  thought : — I  thank  thee  ; — 
Ariel,  come. 
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Profpero  comes  forward  from  the  cell;  enter  Ariel 

to  him. 

Ari.  Thy  thoughts  I  cleave  to:  What's  thy  plea- 
fur  e  ? 

Pro.  Spirit, 
We  muft  prepare  to  meet  with  Caliban. 

Ari.  Ay,  my  commander  :  when  I  prefented  Ceres 
I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it  ;  but  I  fear'd ; 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

Pro.  Say  again,  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  varlets? 

Ari.  I  told  you,  fir,  they  were  red  hot  with 
drinking  ; 

So  full  of  valour,  that  they  fmote  the  air 
For  breathing  in  their  faces  ;  beat  the  ground 
For  ki fling  of  their  feet  ;  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  project  :  Then  I  beat  my  tabor, 
At  which, like  unback'd  colts,they  prick'd  their  ears, 
Advanc'd  their  eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  nofes, 
As  they  fmelt  mufick  ;  fo  I  charm 'd  their  ears,- 
That,  calf-like,  they  my  lowing  follow'd,  through 
Tooth'd  briers, (harp  furzes,pricking  gofs,and  thorns, 
Which  enter'd  their  frail  fhins  :  at  laft  I  left  them 
I'  the  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  your  cell, 
There  dancing  up  to  the  chins,  that  the  foul  lake 
O'er- flunk  their  feet. 

Pro.  This  was  well  done,  my  bird  ; 
Thy  fhape  invifible  retain  thou  ftill : 
The  trumpery  in  my  houfe,  go,  bring  it  hither, 
For  (tale  to  catch  thefe  thieves. 

Ari.  I  go,  I  go.  [Exit. 

Pro.  A  devil,  a  born  devil,  on  whofe  nature 
Nurture  can  never  flick  ;  on  whom  my  pains, 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft  ; 
And  as,  with  age,  his  bodv  uglier  grows, 
So  his  mind  cankers;  I  will  plague  them  all, 
Even  to  roaring  : — Come,  hang  them  on  this  line. 

[Profpero  remains  invifible. 
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Enter  Ariel  loaden  with  gliflering  apparel,  &c. 

Enter  Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  all  wet. 

Cal.  Pray  you,  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind  mole 
may  not 

Hear  a  foot  fall  :  we  now  are  near  his  cell. 

Ste.  Monfter,  your  fairy,  which,  you  fay,  is  a 
harmlefs  fairy,  has  done  little  better  thanplay'd  the 
Jack  with  us. 

Trin.  Monfler,  I  do  fmell  all  horfe-pifs ;  at 
which  my  nofe  is  in  great  indignation. 

Ste.  So  is  mine.  Do  you  hear,  monfler  ?  If  I 
fhould  take  a  difpleafure  againft  you  ; — look  you — 

Trin.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  monfter. 

Cal.  Good  my  lord,  give  me  thy  favour  ftill : 
Be  patient,  for  the  prize  I'll  bring  thee  to 
Shall  hood-wink  this  mifchance  ;  therefore  fpeak 
foftly; 

All's  hufh'd  as  midnight  yet. 

Trin.  Ay,  bnt  tolofe  our  bottles  in  the  pool, — 

Ste.  There  is  not  only  difgrace  and  difhonour  in 
that,  monfter,  but  an  infinite  lofs. 

Trin.  That's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting  : — 
Yet  this  is  volar  harmlefs  fairy,  monfter. 

Ste.  I  will  fetch  off  my  bottle,  though  I  be  o'er 
ears  for  my  labour. 

Cal.  Pr'ythee,my  king,  be  quiet :  See'ft  thou  here, 
This  is  the  mouth  o'  the  cell  5  no  noife,  and  enter : 
Do  that  good  mifchief,  which  may  make  this  iftand 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I,  thy  Caliban, 
For  aye  thy  foot-licker. 

Ste,  Give  me  thy  hand  :  I  do  begin  to  have  bloody 
thoughts. 

Trin,  O  king  Stephano  !    O  peer !   O  worthy 
Stephano  ! 
Look  what  a  wardrobe  here  is  for  thee ! 

Cal,  Let  it  alone,  thou  fool ;  it  is  but  trafh. 
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Trin.  Oh,  oh,  monfter  ;  we  know  what  belongs 
to  a  frippery  : — O,  king  Stephano  ! 

Ste.  Put  off  that  gown,  Trinculo  ;  by  this  hand, 
I'll  have  that  gown. 

Trin.  Thy  grace  fhall  have  it. 

Cal.  The  dropfy  drown  this  fool  !  What  do  you 
mean, 

To  doat  thus  on  fuch  luggage  ?  Let's  along, 
And  do  the  murder  firft  ;  if  he  awake, 
From  toe  to  crown  he'll  fill  our  (kin  with  pinches  ; 
Make  us  ftrange  fluff. 

Ste.  Be  you  quiet,  monfter. — Miftrefs  line,  is 
not  this  my  jerkin  ?  Now  is  the  jerkin  under  the 
line:  Now,  jerkin,  you  are  like  to  lofe  your  hair, 
and  prove  a  bald  jerkin. 

Trin.  Do,  do  ;  We  fleal  by  line  and  level,  and't 
like  your  grace. 

Ste.  I  thank  thee  for  that  jeft  ;  here's  a  garment 
for't :  wit  fhall  not  go  unrewarded,  whils  I  am  king 
of  this  country :  Steal  by  line  and  level,  is  an  excel- 
lent pafs  of  pate  ;  there's  another  garment  for't. 

Trin.  Monfter,  come,  put  fome  lime  upon  your 
fingers,  and  away  with  the  reft. 

Cal.  1  will  have  none  on't ;  we  fhall  lofe  our  time, 
And  all  be  turn'd  to  barnacles,  or  to  apes 
With  foreheads  villainous  low. 

Ste.  Monfter,  lay  to  your  fingers ;  help  to  bear 
this  away,  where  my  hogfhead  of  wine  is,  or  I'll 
turn  you  out  of  my  kingdom  :  go  to,  carry  this. 
Trin.  And  this. 
Ste.  Aye,  and  this. 

A  noife  of  hunters  heard.    Enter  divers  fpirits  in 
jhafie  of  hounds ,  hunting  them  about  j  Profpero  and 
Ariel  fettingthem  on. 
Po.  Key  Mountain,  hey  ! 

Ari.  Silver  !  there  it  goes,  Silver  ! 
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Pro.  Fury,  Fury  !  there,  Tyrant,  there  !  hark, 

hark!  

ToArieL~\  Go,  charge  my  goblins  that  they  grind 
their  joints 

With  dry  convulfions    fhorten  up  their  finews 
With  aged  cramps ;  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make 
them, 

Than  pard,  or  cat  o'  the  mountain. 
Ari*  1 1  ark,  they  roar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  foundly  ;  At  this  hour 
Lie  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemies : 
Shortly  fhall  all  my  labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  air  at  freedom :  for  a  little, 
Follow,  and  do  me  fervice.  [Exeunt, 


A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  the  cell. 

Enter  Profpero  in  his  magic  robes,  and  Ariel. 

Pro.  1VTOW  does  my  projeft  gather  to  a  head  : 
X^l   My  charms  crack  not ;  my  fpirits  obey, 
and  Time 

Goes  upright  with  his  carriage.    How's  the  day  ? 

Ari.  On  the  fixth  hour  ;  at  which  time,  my  lord, 
You  faid  our  work  fhall  ceafe. 

Pro.  I  did  fo, 
When  firft  I  rais'd  the  tempeft.    Say,  my  fpirit, 
How  fares  the  king  and  his  followers? 

Ari.  Confin'd  together 

o 

In  the  fame  fafhion  as  you  gave  in  charge  ; 
Juft  as  you  left  them  ;  all  prifoncrs,  fir, 
In  the  lime-grove  which  weather-fends  your  cell  : 
They  cannot  budge,  till  you  rclcaie.    The  king, 
Vol.  L  F 
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His  brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftrafted  ; 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
E rim-full  of  forrow  and  difmay  ;  but,  chiefly, 
Him  that  you  term'd  Tke  good  old  lord,  Gonzalo, 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  winter  drops 
;From  eaves  of  reeds  :  your  charm  fo  ftrongly  works 
'em, 

That  if  you  now  behold  them,  your  affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  think  fo,  fpirit  ? 

Ari.  Mine  would,  fir,  were  I  human. 

Pro.  And  mine  fhall. 
Haft  thou,  which  art  but  air,  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afflictions  ?  and  fhall  not  myfelf, 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relifh  all  as  fharply, 
Paffion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art  ? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  (truck  to  the 
quick, 

Yet,  with  my  nobler  reafon,  'gainft  my  fury 

Do  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 

In  virtue  than  in  vengeance  :  they  being  penitent, 

The  fole  drift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 

Not  a  frown  further :  Go,  releafe  them,  Ariel ; 

My  charms  I'll  break,  their  fenfcs  I'll  reftore, 

And  they  fhall  be  themfelves. 

Ari.  I'll  fetch  them,  fir.  [Exit. 

Pro.  Ye  Elves,  of  hills,  brooks,  {landing  lakes, 
and  groves  ; 
And  ye,  that  on  the  fands  with  printlefs  foot 
Do  chafe  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  him, 
When  he  comes  back  ;  you  demy-puppets,  that 
Ey  moon-fhine  do  the  green  four  ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  ewe  not  bites  ;  and  you,  whofe  paftimc 
Is  to  make  midnight  mufhrooms  ;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  curfew  ;  by  whofe  aid 
(Weak  mafters  though  ye  be)  I  have  be-dimm'd 
The  noon-tide  fun,  call  forth  the  mutinous  winds, 
And  'twixt  the  green  fea  and  the  azur'd  vault 
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Set  roaring  war  :  to  the  dread  rattling  thunder 

Have  I  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  flout  oak 

With  his  own  bolt :  the  ftrong-bas'd  promontory 

Hav^giL  made  (hake  ;  and  by  the  fpurs  pluck'd  up 

The  pine  and  cedar  :  graves,  at  my  command, 

Have  wak'd  their  fleepers;  op'd,  and  let  them  forth 

By  my  fo  potent  art  :  But  this  rough  magick 

I  here  abjure  :  and,  when  I  have  requir'd 

Some  heavenly  mufic,  (which  even  now  I  do) 

To  work  mine  end  upon  their  fenfes,  that 

This  airy  charm  is  for,  I'll  break  my  ftaff, 

Bury  it  certain  fathoms  in  the  earth, 

And,  deeper  than  did  ever  plummet  found, 

I'll  drown  my  book.  [Solemn  mufic* 

Re-enter  Ariel :  after  him  Alonzo  with  a  frantic  gef- 
ture,  attended  by  Gonzalo.  Sebafiian  and  Anthonio 
in  like  manner^  attended  by  Adrian  and  Francifco. 
They  all  enter  the  circle  which  Profpero  had  made9 
and  there  ft and  charm 'd  j  which  Profpero,  obferving, 
fpeaks. 

A  folemn  air,  and  the  bed  com/orter 

To  an  unfettled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains, 

Now  ufelefs,  boil'd  within  thy  fkull !  there  {land, 

For  you  are  fpell-ftopp'd— 

Holy  Gonzalo,  honourable  man, 

Mine  eyes,  even  fociable  to  the  fhew  of  thine, 

Fall  fellowly  drops. — The  charm  diflblves  apace  ; 

And  as  the  morning  fteals  upon  the  night, 

Melting  the  darknefs,  fo  their  rifing  fenfes 

Begin  to  chace  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantis 

Their  clearer  reafon. — O  good  Gonzalo, 

My  true  preferver,  and  a  loyal  fir 

To  him  thou  follow' ft  ;  I  will  pay  thy  graces 

Home,  both  in  word  and  deed. — Moft  cruelly 

Did'ftthou,  Alonzo,  ufe  me  and  my  daughter  : 

Thy  brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  aft ; — 
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Thou'rt  pinch'd  for't  now,    Sebaftian.  Flefh. 

and  blood, 

You  brother  mine,  that  entertain'd  ambition, 
Expell'd  remorfe,  and  nature  ;  who,  with  Sebaftian, 
(Whofe  inward  pinches  therefore  are  mod  ftrong) 
Would  here  have  kill'd  your  king ;  I  do  forgive  thee, 
Unnatural  though  thou  art ! — Their  underftanding 
Begins  to  fwell ;  and  the  approaching  tide 
Will  fhortly  fill  the  reafonable  fhore, 
Thatlriow  lies  foul  and  muddy.    Not  one  of  them 

That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me :  Ariel, 

Fetch  me  the  hat  and  rapier  in  my  cell  ;  — 

I  will  dif-cafe  me,  and  myfelf  prefent,  [Exit  Arid. 

As  I  was  fometime  Milan  :  quickly,  fpirit  ; 

Thou  {halt  e'er  long  be  free. 

[Ariel  enters finging,  and  helps  to  attire  him* 

Where  the  bee  fucks,  there  fuck  I  ; 

In  a  cowjlip's  bell  I  lie  : 

There  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry. 

On  the  bat's  back  I  do fiy, 

After  fummer,  merrily  : 
Merrily,  merrily,  fhall  I  live  now, 
Under  the  bio  font  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 
Pro.  Why,  that's  my  dainty  Ariel :  I  fhall  mifs 
thee  ; 

But  yet  thou  fhalt  have  freedom  :  So,  fo,  fc  

To  the  king's  fhip,  invifible  as  thou  art : 
There  fhalt  thou  find  the  mariners  aQeep 
Under  the  hatches  ;  the  matter,  and  the  boatfwain, 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place  ; 
And  prefently,  I  pr'ythee. 

Ari.  I  drink  the  air  before  me,  and  return 
Or  e'er  your  pulfe  twice  beat.  [Exit. 

Gon.  All  torment,  trouble,  wonder,  and  amazement 
Inhabits  here  :  Some  heavenly  pov/er  guide  us 
Out  of  this  fearful  country  ! 
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Pro.  Behold,  fir  King, 
The  wronged  duke  of  Milan,  Profpero  : 
For  more  affurance  thaf  a  living  prince 
Does  now  fpeak  to  thee,  I  embrace  thy  body  ; 
And  to  thee,  and  thy  company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Alon.  Whe'r  thou  be'ft  he,  or  no, 
Or  fome  inchanted  trifle  to  abufe  me, 
As  late  I  have  been,  I  not  know  :  thy  pulfe 
Beats,  as  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  and,  fince  I  faw  thee, 
The  affli&ion  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which, 
I  fear,  a  midnefs  held  me  :  this  muft  crave 
(An  if  this  be  at  all)  a  moft  ftrange  ftory. 
Thy  dakedom  I  refign  ;  and  do  intreat, 
Thou  pardon  me  my  wrongs : — But  how  fhould 

Profpero 
Be  living,  and  be  here,? 

Pro.  Firft,  noble  friend,    -  [To  Gon, 

Let  me  embrace  thine  age  ;  whofe  honour  cannot 
Be  meafured,  or  confin'd. 

Gon.  Whether  this  be, 
Or  be  not,  I'll  not  fwear. 

Pro.  You  do  yet  tafte 
Some  fubtilties  o'  the  ifle,  that  will  not  let  you 
Believe  things  certain  : — Welcome,  my  friends  all : 
But  you,  my  brace  of  lords,  were  I  fo  minded, 

[A fide  to  Seb.  and  Ant, 
I  here  could  pluck  his  highneis5  frown  upon  you, 
And  juftify  you  traitors  ;  at  this  time 
I'll  tell  no  tales. 

Seb.  The  devil  fpeaks  in  him.  YAfidc* 

Pro.  No;  

For  you,  moft  wicked  fir,  whom  to  call  brother 
Would  even  infe6l  my  mouth,  I  do  forgive 
.  Thy  ranked  fault ;  all  of  them  ;  and  require 
My  dukedom  of  thee,  which  perforce,  I  know, 
Thou  muft  reftore, 

F2  * 
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Alon.  If  thou  be'ft  Profpero, 
Give  us  particulars  of  thy  prefervation  : 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who  three  hours  fmce 
Were  wreck'd  upon  this  fhore ;  where  I  have  loft, 
How  (harp  the  point  of  this  remembrance  is ! 
My  dear  fon  Ferdinand. 

Pro,  I  am  woe  for't,  fir, 

Alon.  Irreparable  is  the  lofs ;  and  Patience 
Says,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 

Pro.  I  rather  think, 
You  have  not  fought  her  help  ;  of  whofe  foft  grace, 
For  the  like  lofs,  I  have  her  fov'reign  aid, 
And  reft  myfelf  content. 

Alon,  You  the  like  lofs  ? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me,  as  late  ;  and,  fupportable 
To  make  the  dear  lofs,  have  I  means  much  weaker 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you  ;  for  I 
Have  loft  my  daughter. 

Alon,  A  daughter? 
O  heavens  !  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naples, 
The  king  and  queen  there  !  That  they  were,  I  wifh 
Myfelf  were  mudded  in  that  oozy  bed, 
Where  my  fon  lies.  When  did  you  lofe  your  daughter? 

Pro,  In  this  laft  tempeft.    I  perceive,  thele lords 
At  this  encounter  do  lo  much  admire, 
That  they  devour  their  reafon  ;  and  fcarce  think, 
Their  eyes  do  offices  of  truth,  their  words 
Are  natural  breath  ;  but,  howfoe'er  you  have 
Been  juftled  from  your  fenfes,  know  for  certain, 
That  I  am  Profpero,  and  that  very  duke 
Which  was  thruft  forth  of  Milan ;  who  moft  ftrangely 
Upon  this fhore,where you  were  wreck'd,waslanded, 
To  be  the  lord  on't.    No  more  yet  of  this; 
For  'tis  a  chronicle  of  day  by  day, 
Not  a  relation  for  a  breakfaft,  nor 
Befitting  this  firft  meeting.    Welcome,  fir; 
The  cell's  my  court  ;  here  have  I  a  few  attendants ; 
And  fubjefts  none  abroad :  pray  you  look  in  ; 
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My  dukedom  fince  you  have  given  me  again, 
I  will  requite  you  with  as  good  a  thing  ; 
At  lea  ft,  bring  forth  a  wonder  to  content  ye, 
As  much  as  me  my  dukedom. 

The  entrance  of  the  cell  opens,  and  difcovers  Ferdinand 
and  Miranda  playing  at  chefs. 

Mira.  Sweet  Lord,  you  play  me  falfe. 

Fer.  No,  my  deareft  love, 
I  would  not  for  the  world. 

Mira.  Yes  for  a  fcore  of  kingdoms,  you  fhould 
wrangle, 
And  I  would  call  it.  fair  play. 

A  Ion.  If  this  prove 
A  vilion  of  the  ifland,  one  dear  fon 
Shall  I  twice  lofe. 

Seb.  A  mo  ft  high  miracle  ! 

Fer.  Tho'  the  leas  threaten,  they  are  merciful ; 
I  have  curs'd  them  without  caufe. 

Alon.  Now  all  the  bleftings      [Ferdinand  kneels* 
Of  a  glad  father  compafs  thee  about ! 
Arife  and  fav  how  cam' ft  thou  here. 

Mira.  O  !  wonder  ! 
How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here ! 
How  beauteous  mankind  is  !  O  brave  new  world, 
That  has  fuch  people  in't ! 

Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee.. 

Alon.  What  is  this  maid,  with  whom  thou  was't 
at  play  ? 

Your  eld'ft  acquaintance  cannot  be  three  hours  : 
Is  (he  the  goddefs  that  hathfever'd  us, 
And  brought  us  thus  together  ? 

Fer.  Sir,  five's  mortal ; 
But,  by  immortal  Providence,  {he's  mine ; 
I  chofe  her,  when  I  could  not  afk  my  father 
For  his  advice  ;  nor  thought  I  had  one  :  fhe 
Is  daughter  to  this  famous  duke  of  Milan, 
Of  whom  fo  often  I  have  heard  renown, 
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But  never  faw  before  ;  of  whom  I  have 
Receiv'd  a  fee-on d  life,  and  fecond  father 
This  lady  makes  him  to  me. 

Alon.  I  am  her's  : 
But,  oh,  how  oddlv  will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  afk  my  child  forgivenefs  ! 

Pro.  There,  fir,  flop  ; 
Let  us  not  burden  our  remembrance  with 
An  heavinefs  that's  gone. 

Gon.  I  have  inlv  wept, 
Or  fhould  have  fpoke  ere  this.  Look  down,you  gods 
And  on  this  couple  drop  a  bleffed  crown  ; 
For  it  is  you,  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  hither  ! 

Alon.  I  fay,  Amen,  Gonzalo  ! 

Gon.  Was  Milan  thruft  from  Milan, that  his  iffue 
Should  become  kings  of  Naples  ?  O,  rejoice 
Beyond  a  common  joy  ;  and  fet  it  down 
With  gold  on  lading  pillars  :  In  one  voyage 
Did  Claribel  her  hufband  find  at  Tunis  ; 
And  Ferdinand,  her  brother,  found  a  wife, 
Where  he  himfelf  was  loft  ;  Profpero  his  dukedom, 
In  a  poor  ifle  ;  and  all  of  us,  ourfelves, 
When  no  man  was  his  own. 

Alon.  Give  me  your  hands : 
Let  grief  and  forrow  ftill  embrace  his  heart, 
That  doth  not  wifh  you  joy  ! 

Gon.  Be't  fo,  Amen  ! 

Re-enter  Ariel,  with  the  M after  and  Boatfwain 
amazedly  following. 

0  look,  fir,  look,  fir,  here  are  more  of  us  ! 

1  prophefy'd,  if  a  gallows  were  on  land, 

This  frllow  could  not  drown  :  Now,  blafphcmy, 
That  lwear'ft  grace  o'ei "board, not  an  oath  on  fhore  ? 
Haft  thou  no  mouth  by  land  ?  What  is  the  news  ? 

Boat/.  The  beft  news  is,  that  we  have  fafely  found 
Our  king,  and  company ;  the  next,  our  fhip, — 
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Which  but  three  glaffes  fmce,  we  gave  out  fplit, — 
Is  tight,  and  yare,  and  bravely  rigg'd,  as  when 
We  firft  put  out  to  lea. 

Art.  Sir,  all  this  fervice  "j 
Have  I  done  fmce  I  went,  I  [Afide. 

Pro.  My  trick fy:  fpirit!  J 

Alon.  Thefe  are  not  natural  events  ;  they  ftrengthen 
From  ftrange  to  ftranger  :  Say,  how  came  you  hither? 

Boatf.  If  I  did  think,  fir,  I  were  well  awake, 
I'd  ftrive  to  tell  you.    We  were  dead  afieep, 
And  (how, we  know  not)  all  cfopp'd  under  hatches, 
Where,  but  even  now,with  ftrange  and  feveral  noiles 
Of  roaring,  fhrieking,  howling,  gingling  chains, 
And  more  diverfity  of  founds,  all  horrible, 
We  were  awak'd  ;  ftraightway,  at  liberty  ; 
Where  we,  in  all  her  trim,  freftily  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  fhip  ;  our  mafler 
Cap'ring  to  eye  her:  On  a  trice,  fopleafe  you, 
Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither. 

Ari.  Was't  well  done  ?  "} 

Pro.  Bravely,  my  diligence.    Thou  I  [Afide. 
fhalt  be  free. 

Alon*  This  is  as  ftrange  a  maze  as  ere  men  trod  ; 
And  there  is  in  this  bufinefs  more  than  nature 
Was  ever  conduct  of;  fome  oracle 
Muft  rcftify  our  knowledge. 

Pro.  Sir,  my  liege, 
Do  not  infeft  your  mind  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangenefs  of  this  bufinefs;  at  pick'd  ieifure 
Which  fhall  be  fhortly,  lingle  I'llrefolve  you 
(Which  to  you  fhall  feem  probable)  of  every 
Thefe  happened  accidents  :  till  when  be  cheerful 
And  think  of  each  thing  well.  Come 

f  hither  fpirit : 
Set  Caliban  and  his  companions  free 

[To  Ariel. 

Untie  the  fpell.    How  fares  my  gracious    fir  ? 
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There  are  yet  mi  (Ting  of  your  company 
Some  few  odd  lads,  that  you  remember  not. 

Re-enter  Ariel,  driving  in  Caliban,  Stephano,'  and 
Trinculo,  in  their  Jioltn  apparel. 

Ste.  Every  man  fhift  for  all  the  reft,  and  let  no 
man  take  care  for  himfelf*;  for  all  is  but  fortune  : — 
Coragio,  bulfy-moniler,  Coragio ! 

Trin.  If  thefe  be  true  fpics  which  I  wear  in  my 
head,  here's  a  goodly  light. 

Cal.  O  Setebos,  thefe  be  brave,  fpirits,  indeed  ! 
How  fine  my  mafter  is  !  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaflife  me. 

Seb.  Ha,  ha ; 
What  things  are  thefe,  my  lord  Anthonio  ! 
Will  money  buy  them  ? 

Ant.  Very  like  ;  one  of  them 
Is  a  plain  fifh,  and  no  doubt  marketable. 

Pro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  thefe  men,my  lords, 
Then  fay,if  they  be  true  : — This  misfhapen  knave— 
His  mother  was  a  witch  ;  and  one  fo  flrong 
That  could  controulthe  moon,make  flows  and  ebbs. 
And  deal  in  her  command  without  her  power  : 
Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me  ;  and  this  demi-devil 
(For  he's  a  baftard  one)  had  plotted  with  them 
To  take  my  life  :  two  of  thefe  fellows,  you 
Mufh  know,  and  own  ;  this  thing  of  darknefs,  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

Cal.  I  fhall  be  pinch'd  to  death. 

Alon.  Is  not  this  Stephano,  my  drunken  butler? 

Seb.  He's  drunk  now  :  Where  had  he  wine  ? 

Alon.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe :  Where 
fhould  they 
Find  this  grand  liquor  that  hath  gilded  them  ? 
How  cam' ft  thou  in  this  pickle  ? 

Trin.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle  fince  I  faw 
you  lad,  that,  I  fear  me,  will  never  out  of  my 
bones  :  I  fhall  not  fear  fly-blowing. 
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Seb.  Why,  how  now,  Stephano  ? 

Ste.  O,  touch  me  not ;  I  am  not  Stephano,  but 
a  cramp.  ^ 

Pro.  You'd  be  king  of  the  ifle,  firrah  ? 

Ste.  I  fliould  have  been  a  fore  one  then. 

Alon.  This  is  a  ftrange  thing  as  e'er  I  look'd  on. 

[Pointing  to  Caliban. 

Pro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  manners, 
As  in  his  fhape  : — Go,  firrah,  to  my  cell ; 
Take  with  you  your  companions ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handfomely. 

Cat.  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  I'll  be  wife  hereafter, 
And  feek  for  grace  :  What  a  thrice-double  afs 
Was  I,  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god. 
And  worfhip  this  dull  fool  ? 

Pro.  Go  to  ;  away  ! 

Alon.  Hence,  and  bellow  your  luggage  where 
you  found  it. 

Seb.  Or  ftole  it,  rather. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  highnefs,  and  your  train, 
To  my  poor  cell ;  where  you  fhall  tske  your  reft 
For  this  one  night  ;  which  (part  of  it)  I'll  wafte 
With  fuch  difcourfe,  as,  I  not  doubt,  fhall  make  it 
Go  quick  away  ;  the  ftory  of  my  life,  ' 
And  the  particular  accidents,  gone  by, 
Since  I  came  to  this  ifle  :  And  in  the  morn, 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  fhip,  and  fo  to  Naples, 
Where  1  have  hope  to  lee  the  nuptials 
Of  thefe  our  dear  beloved  folemniz'd  ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Milan,  where 
Every  third  thought  fhall  be  my  grave. 

Alon.  I  long 
To  hear  the  ftory  of  your  life,  which  muft 
Take  the  ear  ftrangely. 

Pro.  I'll  deliver  all ; 
And  promife  you  calm  feas,  aufpicious  gales, 
And  fail  fo  expeditious,  that  fhall  catch 
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Your  royal  fleet  far  off. — My  Ariel  ; — 1 

chick,   I  \_AJide. 

That  is  thy  charge  ;  then  to  the  elements  J 

Be  free5and  fare  thou  well  ! — Pleafe  you, draw  near. 

Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN  BY  PROSPERO. 

0  W  my  charms  are  all  overthrown, 
And  what  ftrength  I  have's  mine  own* 
Which  is  mojr  faint  j  now,  'tis  true 
I  mujl  be  here  confn'd  by  you, 
Or  fent  to  Naples:  Let  me  not, 
Since  I  have  my  dukedom  got, 
And  pardon' d  the  deceiver,  dwdl 
In  this  bare  ijland,  by  your  fpell; 
But  releafe  me  from  my  bands, 
With  the  help  of  your  good  hands. 
Gentle  breath  of  yours  my  fails 
Muft  fill,  or  elf e  my  projetl  fails, 
Which  was  to  pleafe  ;  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce,  art  to  enchant  : 
And  my  ending  is  dtfpair, 
Unlcfs  I  be  relieved  by  prayer, 
Which  pierces  fo,  that  it  a/faults 
Mercy  ilfe If,  and  frees  all  faults. 
As  you  from  crimes  would  pardon' d  ftp- 
Lit  your  indulgence  fet  me  free  ! 


AEl  V. 


TEMPEST. 
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N    O  ,  T  E. 

It  is  obferved  of  The  Tempefi,  that  its  plan  is  regular  ;  this  the 
author  of  The  Revifal  *  thinks,  what  I  think  too,  an  accidental 
effect  of  the  ftory,  not  intended  or  regarded  by  our  author.  But 
whatever  mignt  be  Shakfpeare's  intention  in  forming  or  adopting 
the  piot,  he  has  made  it  infrrumental  to  the  production  of  many 
characters,  diversified  with  boundlefs  invention,  and  preierved 
with  profound  (kill  in  nature,  extenfive  knowledge  of  opinions, 
and  accurate  observation  ot  lire.  In  a  (ingle  drama  are  here  exhi- 
bited princes,  courtiers  and  failors,  all  fpeaking  in  their  real  cha- 
racters There  is  the  agency  of  airy  fpirits,  and  of  an  earthly 
goblin;  the  opeiations  of  magick,  the  tumults  of  a  ftorm,  the 
adventutes  of  a  defart  ifland,  the  native  efjFufion  of  untaught  af- 
fection, the  punifhm.nt  of  guilt,  and  the  final  happinefs  of  the 
pair  for  whom  our  paflions  and  reafon  are  equally  intereftrd. 

Johnfon, 

*  Mr.  Heath,  w^o  wrote  a  revifal  of  Shakfpearc's  text,  publifh- 
ed  in  8vo.  circa  1760. 
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TWO  GENTLEMEN 

OF 

VERONA. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke  of  Milan,  father  to  Silvia. 
Valentine,  ~[   ^  tyfQ  Gendemetli 
I  rotheus,  J  . 

Anthonio,  father  to  Protheus. 
Thurio,  a  foolifh  rival  to  Valentine. 
Eglamour,  agent  for  Silvia  in  her  efcape. 
Hoji,  where  Julia  lodges  in  Milan. 
Out -laws. 

Speed,  a  clownifh  fervant  to  Valentine. 
Launce,  the  like  to  Protheus. 
Panthino,  fervant  to  Anthonio, 

Julia,  a  lady  of  Verona,  beloved  of  Protheus. 
Silvia,  the  duke  of  Milan's  daughter,  beloved  of 

Valentine. 
Lucetta,  waiting-woman  to  Julia. 

Servants,  muficians. 

SCENE,   fometimes  in  Verona ;  fometimes  in 
Milan  ;  and  on  the  frontiers  of  Mantua, 


TWO  GENTLEMEN 

OF 

VERONA. 


A  C  T    I.      SCENE  I, 

An  open  place  in  Verona. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Protheus. 
Val.  /"^EASE  to  perfuade,  my  loving  Protheus: 
Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely 
wits  : 

Wer't  not,  affe&ion  chains  thy  tender  days 

To  the  fweet  glances  of  thy  Jionour'd  love, 

I  rather  would  intreat  thy  company, 

To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad, 

Than,  living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home, 

Wear  out  thy  yoitth  with  fhapelefs  idlenefs. 

But,  fmce  thou  lov'ft,  love  fti'll,  and  thrive  therein, 

Even  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin* 

Pro. Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  Sweet  Valentine,  adieu  ! 
Think  on  thy  Protheus,  when  thou,  haply,  feeft 
Some  rare  note-worthy  objeft  in  thy  travel : 
Wifh  me  partaker  in  thy  happinefs, 
When  thou  doft  meet  good-hap  ;  and,  in  thy  danger, 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee, 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers, 
For  I  will  be  thy  bead's-man,  Valentine. 

Val.  And  on  a  love  book  pray  for  my  fuccefs. 

Pro.  Upon  fome  book  I  love,  I'll,  pray  for  thee. 

VaL  That's  on  fome  fhallow  llory  of  deep  love, 
G  2 
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How  young  Leander  crofs'd  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro.  That's  a  deep  (lory  of  a  deeper  love  ; 
For  he  was  more  than  over  fhoes  in  love. 

VaL  'Tis  true ;  for  you  are  over  boots  in  love, 
And  yet  you  never  fwom  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro.  Over  the  boots  ?  nay,  give  me  not  the  boots. 

VaL  No,  I  will  not:  for  it  boots  thee  not. 

Pro.  What? 

VaL  To  be  in  love,  where  fcorn  is  bought  with 

groans ; 

Coy  looks,  with  heart-fore  fighs  ;  one  fading  mo- 
ment's mirth, 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary  tedious  nights  : 
If  haply  won,  perhaps,  a  haplefs  gain  ; 
If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won  ; 
However,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit, 
Or  elfe  a  wit  by  folly  vanquifhed. 

Pro.  So,  by  your  circumftance,  you  call  me  fool. 

VaL  So,  by  your  circumftance,  I  fear,  you'll  prove. 

Pro.  'Tislove  you  cavil  at ;  I  am  not  love. 

VaL  Love  is  your  mafter,  for  he  mafters  you  ; 
And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  fool, 
Methinks  fhould  not  be  chronicled  for  wife. 

Pro.  Yet  writers  fay,  As  in  the  fweeteft  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  fo  eating  love 
Inhabits  in  the  fineft  wits  of  all. 

VaL  An4  writers  fay,  As  the  moft  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 
Even  fo  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 
Is  turn'd  to  folly  ;  blafting  in  the  bud, 
Lofmg  his  verdure  even  in  the  prime, 
And  all  the  fair  effects  of  future  hopes. 
But  wherefore  wafte  I  time  to  counfel  thee, 
That  ar^  a  votary  to  fond  defire  ? 
Once  more  adieu  :  my  father  at  the  road 
Expecls  my  coming,  there  to  fee  me  fhipp'd. 

Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine. 
*     VaL  Sweet  Protheus,  no ;  now  let  us  take  our  leave. 
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At  Milan,  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  letters, 
Of  thy  fuccefs  in  love,  and  what  news  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  abfence  of  thy  friend ; 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro.  All  happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  Milan  ! 

Val.  As  much  to  you  at  home  !  and  fd  farewell  ! 

[Exit. 

Pro.  He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  love  : 
He  leaves  his  friends,  to  dignify  them  more  ; 
I  leave  mvfelf,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love. 
Thou,  Julia,  thou  haft  metamorphos'd  me ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  ftudies,  lofe  my  time, 
War  with  good  counfel,  fet  the  world  at  nought  : 
Made  wit  with  mufmg  weak,  heart  lick  with  thought. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  Sir  Protheus,  fave  you  :  Saw  you  my  mafter? 
Pro.  But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embark  for 
Milan. 

Speed.  Twenty  to  one  then,  he  is  fhipp'd  already  ; 
And  I  have  play'd  the  fheep  in  lofmg  him. 

Pro.  Indeed,  a  fheep  doth  often  ftray, 
And  if  the  fhepherd  be  awhile  away. 

Speed.  You  conclude,  that  my  mailer  is  a  fhep- 
herd then,  and  I  ^  fheep  ? 

Pro.  I  do. 

Speed.  Why  then"  my  horns  are  his  horns,  whe- 
ther I  wake  or  lleep. 

Pro.  A  filly  anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  fheep. 

Speed.  This  proves  me  frill  a  fheep. 

Pro.  True  ;  and  thy  mafter  a  fhepherd. 

Speed.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  circumflance. 

Pro.  It  fhall  go  hard,  but  I'll  prove  it  by  another. 

Speed.  The  fhepherd  feeks  the  fheep,  and  not  the 
fheep  the  fhepherci ;  but  I  feek  my  maiter,  and  my 
matter  feeks  not  me  :  therefore  I  am  no  fheep. 

Pro.  The  fheep  for  fodder  follows  the  fhepherd, 
the  fhepherd  for  the  food  follows  not  the  Ihcep ; 
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thou  for  wages  follower!  thy  mafter,.  thy  matter  for 
wages  follows  not  thee  :  therefore  thou  art  a  fheep. 

Speed.  Such  another  proof  will  make  me  cry  baa. 

Pro.  But  doft  'thou  hear  ?  s^av'ft  thou  my  letter  * 
to  Julia  ? 

Speed.  Ay,  fir :  1  a  loft  mutton,  gave  your  letter 
to  her,  a  lac'd  mutton  ;  and  fhe,  a  lac'd  mutton, 
gave  me,  a  loft  mutton,  nothing  for  my  labour. 

Pro.  Here's  too  fmall  a  pafture  for  fuch  a  ftore 
of  muttons. 

Speed.  'If  the  ground  be  over-charg'd,  you  were 
beft  ftick  her. 

Pro.  Nay,  in  that  you  are  a  ft  ray  ;  'twere  beft 
pound  you. 

Speed.  Nay,  fir,  lefs  than  a  pound  fhall  ferve  me 
for  carrying  your  letter. 

Pro.  You  miftake  ;  I  mean  the  pound,  a  pinfold. 
Speed.  From  a  pound  to  a  pin  ?  Fold  it  over  and 

over, 

'Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your 
lover. 

Pro.  But  what  faid  fhe  ?  did  fhe  nod  ? 

[Speed  nods. 

Speed.  I. 

Pro.  Nod,  I  ?  why,  that's  noddy. 

Speed.  You  miftcok,  fir  ;  I  faid  fhe  did  nod  :  and 
you  afk  me,  if  fhe  did  nod  ;  and  I  faid,  I. 

Pro.  And  that  fet  together,  is — noddy. 

Speed.  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  fet  it 
together,  take  it  for  your  pains. 

Pro.  No,  no,  you  fhall  have  it  for  bearing  the  letter. 

Speed.  Well,  I  perceive,  I  muft  be  fain  to  bear 
with  you. 

Pro.  Why,  fir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  ? 
Speed.  Marry,  fir,  the  letter  very  orderly  ;  hav- 
ing nothing  but  the  word  noddy  for  my  pains. 
Pro.  Befhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 
Speed.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  purfc. 
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Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief ; 
Whit  faid  fhe? 

Speed.  Open  your  purfe ;  that  the  money,  and 
the  matter,  may  be  both  at  once  dejiver'd. 

Pro.  Well,  fir,  here  is  for  your  pains  :  What 
faid  fhe  ? 

Speed.  Truly,  fir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 
Pro.  Why  ?  could' ft  thou  perceive  fo  much  from 
her  ? 

Speed.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from 
her  :  no,  not  fo  much  as  a  ducket  for  delivering 
your  letter  :  and  being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought 
your  mind,  I  fear,  fhe'll  prove  as  hard  to  you  in 
telling  her  mind.  Give  her  no  token  but  ftones  ; 
for  {he's  as  hard  as  fteel. 

Pro.  What,  faid  fhe  nothing  ? 

Speed.  No,  not  fo  much  as — take  this  for  thy  pains. 
To  teftify  your  bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have 
teftern'd  me  ;  in  requital  whereof,  henceforth  carry 
your  letters  yourfelf  ;  and  fo,  fir,  I'll  commend  you 
to  my  mafter. 

Pro.  Go,  go,  be  gone,  to  fave  your  fhip  from 
wreck ; 

Which  cannot  perifh,  having  thee  aboard. 
Being  deftin'd  to  a  drier  death  on  fhore  : 
I  muft  go  fend  fome  better  meifenger  ; 
I  fear,  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines,  . 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  poft. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  Julia's  chamber. 

Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 
Jul.  But  fiy,  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Would' ft  thou  then  counfel  me  to  fall  in  love  ? 
Luc.  Ay5madam  ;  fo  you  ftumble  not  unhcedfully 
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Jul.  Of  all  the  fair  refort  of  gentlemen, 
That  every  day  with  parle  encounter  me, 
In  thy  opinion  which  is  worthiefh  love  ? 

Luc.  Pleafe  you,  repeat  their  names,  I'll  {hew 
my  mind 

According  to  my  (hallow  fimple  {kill. 

Jul.  What  think' ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamour? 

Luc.  As  of  a  knight  well  fpoken,  neat  and  fine  ; 
But,  were  I  you,  he  never  fhould  be  mine. 

Jul.  What  think 'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio  ? 

Luc.  Well,  of  his  wealth  ;  but  of  himfelf,fo,  fo. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle  Protheus  ? 

Luc.  Lord,  lord  !  to  fee  what  folly  reigns  in  us  ! 

Jul.  How  now  ?  what  means  this  pafiion  at  his 
name  ? 

Luc.  Pardon,  dear  madam;  'tis  a  pafling  fhame, 
That  I,  unworthy  body  as  I  am, 
Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  gentlemen. 

Jul.  Why  not  on  Protheus,  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 

Luc.  Then  thus — of  many  good, I  think  himbeft. 

Jul.  Your  reaion  ? 

Luc.  I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reafon  ; 
I  think  him  fo,  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 

Jul.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  caft  my  love  on 
him  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  love  not  cad  away. 
Jul.  Why,he  of  all  the  reft  hath  never  mov'd  me. 
Luc.  Yet  he  of  all  the  reft,  I  think,  beft  loves  ye. 
Jul.  His  little  fpeaking  fhews  his  love  but  fmall. 
L,uc.  Fire,  that  is  clofeft  kept,  burns  moft  of  all. 
Jul.  They  do  not  love,that  do  not  {hew  their  love. 
Luc.  Oh,  they  love  leaft,that  let  men  know  their 
love, 

Jul.  I  would  I  knew  his  mind. 
Luc.  Peruie  this  paper,  madam. 
Jul.  To  Julia — Say  from  whom  ? 
L.UC  That  the  contents  will  {hew. 
Jul,  Say,  fay;  who  gave  it  thee  ? 
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Luc.  Sir   Valentine's  page ;  and  fent,  I  think, 
from  Protheus  : 
He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I,  being  in  the  way, 
Did  in  your  name  receive  it ;  pardon  the  fault, I  pray. 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  modefty,  a  goodly  broker  ! 
Dare  you  prefume  to  harbour  wanton  lines  ? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  youth  ? 
Now,  truftme,  'tis  an  ofHce  of  great  worth, 
And  you  an  officer  #t  for  the  place. 
There,  take  the  paper,  lee  it  be  return'd ; 
Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  fight. 

Luc.  To  plead  for  love  defervesmore  fee  than  hate. 

Jul.  Will  ye  be  gone  ? 

Luc.  That  you  may  ruminate.  [Exit, 
Jul.  And  yet, I  would  I  had  o'erlook'd  the  letter. 
It  were  a  fhame,  to  call  her  back  again, 
And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  fool  is  (he,  that  knows  I  am  a  maid, 
And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  my  view  ? 
Since  maids,  in  modefty,  fay  No,  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  conftrue,  Ay. 
Fie,  fie  !  how  wayward  is  this  foolifh  love, 
That,  like  a  telly  babe,  will  fcratch  thenurfe, 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  rod  ! 
How  churlifhiy  I  chid  Lucetta  hence, 
When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here  ! 
How  angerly  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown, 
When  inward  joy  enfore'd  my  heart  to  fmile! 
My  penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back, 
And  afk  rcmiflion  for  my  folly  paft  : — 
What  ho !  Lucetta  ! 

Re-enter  Lucetta. 

Luc.  What  would  your  lady  (hip  ? 

Jul.  Is  it  near  dinner-time  ? 

Luc.  I  would,  it  were  ; 
That  you  might  kill  your  ftomach  on  your  meat, 
And  not  upon  your  maid. 
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Jul.  What  is't  that  you 
Took  up  fo  gingerly  ? 
Luc.  Nothing. 

Jul.  Why  diclft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 

Luc.  To  take  a  paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 

Jul.  And  is  that  paper  nothing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing  concerning  me. 

Jul.  Then  let  it  lie  for  thofe  that  it  concerns. 

Luc.  Madam,  it  will  not  lie  where  it  concerns, 
Unlefs  it  have  a  falfe  interpreter. 

Jul.Somtz  love  of  your's  hath  writ  to  you  in  rhime. 

Luc.  That  I  might  fmg  it,  madam,  to  a  tune  : 
Give  me  a  note  ;  your  ladyfhip  can  fet. 

Jul.  As  little  by  fuch  toys  as  may  be  po ruble  : 
Beft  fmg  it  to  the  tune  of  Light  o'  Love. 

Luc.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  tune. 

Jul.  He^vy  ?  b:l;ke,  it  hath  fome  burden  then. 

Luc.  Ay  ;  and  melodious  ware  it3would  you  fmg  it. 

Jul.  And  why  not  you  ? 

Luc.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 

Jul.  Let's  fee  your  fong ; — How  now,  minion  ? 

Luc.  Keep  tune  there  frill,  fo  you  will  fing  it  out: 
And  vet,  methinks,  I  do  not  like  this  tune. 

Jul.  You  do  not  ? 

Luc  No,  madam,  it  is  too  fharp. 

Jul.  You,  minion,  are  too  faucy. 

Luc.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  flat, 
And  mar  the  concord  with  too  harfh  a  defcant : 
There  wanteth  but  a  mean  to  fill  your  fong. 

Jul.  The  mean  is  drown'd  with  your  unruly  bafe. 

Luc.  Indeed,  I  bid  the  bafe  for  Protheus. 

Jul.  This  bubble  fhall  not  henceforth  trouble  me. 
Here  is  a  coil  with  proteftation  ? —  [Tears  it. 

Go,  get  you  gone  ;  and  let  the  papers  lie  : 
You  would  be  fingering  them  to  anger  me. 

Luc.  She  makes  it  ftrange  ;  but  fhe  would  be  beft 
pleas'd 

To  be  fo  anger 'd  with  another  letter.  [Exit, 
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Jul.  Nay,would  I  were  fo  anger'd  with  the  fame  ! 
Oh  hateful  hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  words  ! 
Injurious  wafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  honey, 
And  kill  the  bees  that  yield  it,  with  your  flings  ! 
I'll  kifs  each  feveral  paper  for  amends. 
Look,  here  is  writ — kind  Julia  ; — unkind  Julia! 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  ingratitude, 
I  throw  thy  name  again  ft  the  bruiflng  flones, 
Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  difdain. 
Look,  here  is  writ— love-wounded  Protheus  :— 
Poor  wounded,  name  !  my  bofom,  as  a  bed, 
Shall  lodge  thee,  till  thy  wound  be  thoroughly  heal'd; 
And  thus  I  fearch  it  with  a  fovereign  kifs. 
Buttw4ce,  or  thrice,  was  Protheus  written  down  : 
Be  calm,  good  wind,  blow  not  a  word  away, 
Till  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  letter, 
Except  mine  own  name  ;  that  fome  whirlwind  bear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  rock,  1 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  fea ! 
Lo,  here  in  one  line  is  his  name  twice  writ. 
Poor  forlorn  Protheus,  paffionaie  Protheus, 
To  the  fweet  Julia  ; — that  I'll  tear  away  ; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  fith  fo  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  names  ; 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  upon  another  ; 
Now  kifs,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  will. 

Re-enicr  Lucetta. 

Luc.  Madam,  dinner's  ready,  and  your  father  flays 
Jul.  Well,  let  us  go. 

Luc.  What.fhall  thefe  papers  lie  like  tell-tales  here? 

Jul.  If  thou  refpe£l  them,  befl  to  take  them  up. 

Luc.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  down  ; 
Yet  here  they  fhall  not  lie,  for  catchino-  cold. 

Jul.  I  fee  you  have  a  month's  mind  to  them. 

Luc.  Ay,madam,  you  may  fay  what  fights  you  fee; 
I- fee  things  too,  although  you  judge  I  wink. 

Jul.  Come,  come.will't  pleafe  vou  go  ?  \  Exeunt. 

Vol.  I.  H 
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SCENE  III. 

Anthonio's  houfe. 

Enter  Anthonio  and  Panthino. 

Ant.  Tell  me,  Panthino,  what  fad  talk  was  that, 
Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  cloifter  ? 

Pant.  ''Twas  of  his  nephew  Protheus,  your  fan. 

Ant.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

Pant.  He  wonder'd  that  your  lordfhip 
Would  fufferhim  to  fpend  his  youth  at  home  ; 
While  other  men  of  Hender  reputation, 
Put  forth  their  fons  to  feek  preferment  out ; 
Some  to  the  wars,  to  try  their  fortune  there  ; 
Some,  to  difcover  iflands  far  away  ; 
Some,  to  the  ftudious  univerfities. 
For  any,  or  for  all  thefe  exercifes, 
He  faid,  that  Protheus,  your  fon,  was  meet ; 
And  did  requefl  me  to  importune  you, 
To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home, 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age, 
In  havinglcnown  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

Ant.  Nor  need'ft  thou  much4mportune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  month  I  have  been  hammering. 
I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  time  ; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man, 
Not  being  try'd,  and  tutor'd  in  the  world: 
Experience  is  by  induflry  atchiev'd, 
And  perfected  by  the  fwift  courfe  of  time  ; 
Then  tell  me,  whither  were  I  belt  to  fend  him? 

Pant.  I  think,  your  lordfhip  is  not  ignorant, 
Plow  his  companion,  youthful  Valentine, 
'  Attends  the  emperor  in  his  royal  court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well. 

Pant.  'Twere  good,  I  think,  your  lordfhip  ft nt 
him  thither  : 
There  fhall  he  pra&fe tilts  and  tournaments; 
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Hear  fweet  difcourfe,  converfe  with  noblemen  ; 
And  be  in  eye  of  every  exercife, 
Worthy  his  youth,  and noblenefs  of  birth. 

Ant.  I  like  thy  counfel ;  well  haft  thou  advis'd  ; 
And,  that  thou  may 'ft  perceive  how  well  I  like  it, 
The  execution  of  it  fhall  make  known  ; 
Even  with  the  fpeedieft  expedition 
I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  emperor's  court. 

Pant.  To-morrow,  may  it  pleafe  you  Don  Ah 
phonfo, 

With  other  gentlemen  of  good  efteem, 
Are  journeying  to  ialute  the  emperor, 
And  to  commend  their  fervice  to  his  will. 

Ant.  Good  company;  with  them  fhall  Protheusgo: 
And,in  good  time, — now  will  we  break  with  him. 

Enter  Protheus: 

Pro.  Sweet  love  !  fweet  lines  !  fweet  life  ! 
Here  is  her  hand  the  agent  of  her  heart  ; 
Here  is  her  oath  for  love,,  her  honour's  pawn  : 
Oh!  that  our  fathers  would. applaud  our  loves, 
To  feal  our  happinefs  with  their  confents  ! 
Oh  heavenly  Julia  ! 

Ant.  How  now  ?  what  letter  are  you  reading  therei^ 

Pro.  May't  pleafe  your  lordfhip,'tis  a  word  or  two 
Of  commendation  fent  from  Valentine, 
Deliver'd  by  a  friend  that  came  from  him. 

Ant.  Lend  me  the  letter  ;  let  me  fee  what  news. 

Pro.  There  is  no  news,my  lord ,  but  that  he  writes 
How  happily  he  lives,  how  well  belov'd, 
And  daily  grac'd  by  the  emperor ; 
Wifhing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  fortune. 

Ant.  And  how  ftand  you  affe&ed  to  his  wifh  ? 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  lordfhip's  will, 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  wifh. 

Ant.  My  will  is  fome thing  forted  with  his  wifh  j 
Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddenly  proceed ; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end. 
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I  am  refolv'd,  that  thou  (halt  fpend  feme  time 
With  Valentine  in  the  emperor's  court ; 
What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receives, 
Like  exhibition  thou  fhalt  have  from  me. 
To-morrow  be  in  readinefs  to  go: 
Excufe  it  not,  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  lord,  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided  ; 
Plcafe  you,  deliberate  a  day  or  two. 

Ant.  Look,  what  thou  want'ft,  fhall  be  fent 
after  thee  : 

No  more  of  flay  ;  to-mcrrow  thou  fnuft  go. — 
Come  on,  Panthino  ;  you  fhall  be  employ'd 
To  haflen  on  his  expedition.  [Exeunt  Ant.  and  Pant* 
Pro.  Thus  have  I  fhunn'd  the  fire,  for  fear  of 
burning ; 

And  drench'd  me  in  the  fea,  where  I  am  drown'd  : 
I  fear'd  to  (hew  my  father  Julia's  letter, 
Left  he  fhould  take  exceptions  to  my  love ; 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  excufe 
Hath  he  excepted  moft  againft  my  love  : 
Oh,  how  this  fpring  of  love  refembleth 

The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day  ; 
Which  now  fhews  all  the  beauty  of  the  fun, 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away  ! 

Re-enter  Panthino. 

Pant.  Sir  Prothes,  your  father  calls  for  you  ; 
lie  is  in  hafte,  there/ore,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Pro.  Why,  this  it  is ;  my  heart  accords  thereto  ; 
And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it  anfwers,  no.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT    II.       SCENE  I. 

Changes  to  Milan. 
An  apartment  in  the  duke's  palace. 
Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

Speed.  Q IR,  your  glove. 

w3  Val.  Not  mine  ;  my  gloves  are  on. 
Speed.  Why  4fcen  this  may  be  yours  \  for  this  is 

but  one. 

Val.  Ha !  let  me  fee  :  ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine : 
Sweet  ornament,  that  decks  a  thing  divine ! 
Ah  Silvia!  Silvia! 

Spzed.  Madam  Silvia !  madam  Silvia  ! 

Val.  How  now,  firrah  ? 

Speed.  She's  not  within  hearing,  fir. 

Val.  Why,  fir,  who  bad  you  call  her  ? 

Speed.  Your  worfhip,  fir  ;  or  elfe  I  miftook. 

Val.  Well,  you'll  (till  be  too  forward. 

Speed*.  And  yet  I  was  laft  chidden  for  being  too 
{low. 

Val.  Go  to,  fir  *,  tell  me,  do  you  know  madam 
Silvia? 

Speed.  She  that  your  worfhip  loves  ? 

Val.  Why,  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  love? 

Speed.  Marry,  by  thefe  fpecial  marks :  Firft,  you 
have  learn'd,  like  fir  Protheus,  to- wreath  your  arms 
like  a  mal-content ;  to  relifh  a  love-fong,  like  a  Ro- 
bin-red-breaft ;  to  walk  alone,  like  one  that  had  the 
peftilence  ;  to  figh,  like  a  fchool-boy  that  had  loft 
his  A.  B.  C  ;  to  weep,  like  a  young  wench  that 
had  buried  her  grandam  ;  to  fa  ft,  like  one  that  takes 
diet ;  to  watch,  like  one  that  fears  robbing  ;  to  fpeak 
puling,  like  a  beggar  at  Hallowmas.  You  .  were 
wont,  when  you  laugh 'd,  to  crow  like  a  cock  ;  when 
you  v/alk'd,  to  walk  like  one  of  the  lions;  when 
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you  fafted,  it  was  prefently  after  dinner ;  when 
you  look'd  fadly,  it  was  for  want  of  money :  and 
now  you  are  metamorphos'd  with  a  miftrefs,  that, 
when  I  look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  you  my 
matter. 

Val.  Are  all  thefe  things  perceiv'd  in  me  ? 

Speed.  They  are  all  perceiv'd  without  ye. 

Val.  Without  me  ?  they  cannot. 

Speed.  Without  you  ?  nay,  that's  certain  ;  for, 
without  you  were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would  :  but 
you  are  fo  without  thefe  follies$(Rat  thefe  follies  are 
within  you,  and  fhine  through  'you  like  the  water 
in  an  urinal ;  that  not  an  eye,  that  fees  you,  but  is 
a  phyfician  to  comment  on  your  malady. 

Val.  But,  tell  me,  do  ft  thou  know  my  lady  Silvia  ? 

Speed.  She  that  you  gaze  on  fo,  as  fhe  fits  at  fupper  ? 

VaL  Haft  thou  obferved  that  ?  even  fhe  I  mean. 

Speed.  Why,  fir,  I  know  her  not. 

VaL  Doftthou  know  her  by  my  gazing  on  her, 
and  yet  know'ft  her  not  ? 

Speed.  Is  fhe  not  hard-favour'd,  fir  ? 

Val.  Not  fo  fair,  boy,  as  well-favour'd. 

Speed.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough. 

VaL  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Speed.  That  fhe  is  not  fo  fair,  as  (of  you)  well- 
favour'd. 

Val.  I  mean,  that  her  beauty  is  exquifite,  but  her 
favour  infinite. 

Speed.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted,  and  the 
other  out  of  all  count. 

Val.  How  painted  ?  and  how  out  of  count  ? 

Speed.  Marry,  lir,  fo  painted,  to  make  her  fair, 
that  no  man  counts  of  her  beauty. 

VaL  How  efteem'ft  thou  me  ?  I  account  of  her 
beauty. 

Speed.  You  never  faw  her  fince  fhe  was  deform'd. 
VaL  How  long  hath  fhe. been  deform'd  ? 
Speed.  Ever  fince  you  lov'd  her. 
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Val.  I  have  lov'd  her,  ever  fincel  faw  her ;  and 
ftill  I  fee  her  beautiful. 

Speed.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fee  her. 
Val.  Why? 

Speed.  Becaufe  love  is  blind.  O,  that  you  had 
mine  eyes ;  or  your  own  eyes  had  the  lights  they 
were  wont  to  have,  when  you  chid  at  fir  Protheus 
for  going  ungarter'd! 

Val.  What  fhould  I  fee  then  ? 

Speed.  Your  own  prefent  folly,  and  her  pa  Ring 
deformity:  for  he,  being  in  love,  could  not  fee  to 
garter  his  hofe  ;  and  you,  being  in  love,  cannot  fee 
to  put  on  your  hofe. 

Val.  Belike,  boy,  then  you  are  in  love,  for  laft: 
morning  you  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  fhoes. 

Speed.  True,  fir  ;  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed  :  I 
thank  you,  you  fwing'd  me  for'  my  love,  which 
makes  me  the  bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

Val.  In  conclufion,  I  Hand  affected  to  her. 

Speed.  I  would  you  were  fet,  fo  your  affe&ion 
would  ceafe. 

Val.  Laft  night  fhe  enjoin'd  me  to  write  fome 
lines  to  one  fhe  loves. 
Speed.  And  have  you  ? 
Val.  I  have. 

Speed.  Are  they  not  lamely  writ  ? 
V al.  No,  boy,  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them : — 
Peace,  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Silvia. 

Speed.  Oh  excellent  motion  !  Oh,  exceeding 
puppet !  now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

Val.  Madam  and  miftrefs,  a  thoufand  good 
morrows. 

Speed.  Oh  !  'give  ye  good  even  !  here's  a  million 
of  manners. 

Sil.  Sir  Valentine  and  fervant,  to  you  two 
thoufand. 
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Speed.  He  fhould  give  her  intererr. ;  and  fhe 
gives  it  him. 

Val.  As  you  enjoin 'd  me,  I  have  writ  your  letter 
Unto  the  fecret  namelefs  friend  of  yours  ; 
Which  I  wras  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 
But  for  my  duty  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Sil.  I  thank  you,  gentle  fervant :  'tis  very 
clerklv  done. 

Val.  Now  truft  me,  madam,  it  came  hardly  off; 
For,  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random^  very  doubtfully.*' 

Sil.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much 
pains  ? 

Val.  No,  madam ;  fo  it  ftead  you,  I  will  write, 
Pleafe  you  command,  a  thoufand  times  as  much  : 
And  yet, — 

Sil.  A  pretty  period!  Well,  I  guefs  the  fequel  ; 
And  yet  I  will  not  name  it  : — and  yet  I  care  not ; — 
And  yet  take  this  again  :  and  yet  I  thank  you  ; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Speed.  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet  another  yet. 

\Afde. 

Val.  What  means  your  ladvfhip  ?  do  you  not 
like  it  ? 

Sil.  Yes,  yes  !  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ : 
But  fmce  unwillingly,  take  them  again-; 
Nav,  take  them. 

Val.  Madam,  they  are  for  you* 

Sil.  Ay,  ay  ;  you  writ  them,  lir,  at  my  re  que  ft  ; 
But  I  will  none  of  them  ;  they  are  for  you  : 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  I'll  write  your  ladyfhip  another, 
k  Sil.  And,  when  it's  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over : 
And,  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo  ;  if  not,  why  fo. 

Val.  If  it  pleafe  me,  madam  ?  what  then  ? 

Sil.  Why,  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  labour  ; 
And  fo  good-morrow,  fervant.  [Exit, 

Speed.  O  jeft  unfeen,  infcrutable,  invifible,  . 
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As  a  nofe  on  a  man's  face,  or  a  weathercock  on 
a  fteeple  ! 

My  matter  fues  to  her;  and  flic  hath  taught  her 
fuitor, 

He  being  her  pupil,  to  become  her  tutor. 
O  excellent  device!  was  there  ever  heard  a  better  ? 
That  my  matter,  being  the  fcribe,  to  himfelf  ftiould 
write  the  letter  ? 
VaL  Plow  now,  fir  ?  what  are  you  reasoning  with 
yourfelf  ? 

Speed.  Nay,  I  was  rhimmg ;  'tis  you  that  have 
the  reafon. 

VaL  To  do  what  ? 

Speed.  To  be  a  fpokefman  from  madam  Silvia. 
VaL  To  whom? 

Speed.To  yourfelf :  why,  fhe  wooes  you  by  a  figure. 
VaL  What  figure  ? 
Speed.  By  a  letter,  I  fhould  fay. 
VaL  Why,  fhe  hath  not  writ  to  rne  ? 
Speed.   What  need  fhe,  when  fhe  made  you 
write  to  yourfelf?  Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the 

jeft? 
VaL  No,  believe  me. 

Speed.  No  believing  you  indeed,  fir :  But  did 
you  perceive  her  earned  ? 

VaL  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  word. 

Speed.  Why,  fhe  hath  given  you  a  letter. 

VaL  That's  the  letter  I  writ  to  her  friend. 

Speed.  And  that  letter  hath  fhe  delivered,  and 
there  an  end. 

VaL  I  would,  it  were  no  worfe. 

Speed.  I'll  warrant  you,  'tis  as  well : 
For  often  you  have  writ  to  her  j  and  /he,  in  modcfty, 
Or  elfe  for  want  of  idle  time,  could  not  again  reply  ; 
Or  fearing  elfe  fome  meffenger,  that  might  her  mind 
difcover, 

Herfelf  hath  taught  her  love  himfelf  to  zorite  unto  her 
lover. — 
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All  this  I  fpeak  in  print,  for  in  print  I  found  it. — 
Why  mule  you,  fir?  'tis  dinner  time. 
Val.  I  have  din'd. 

Speed.  Ay,  but  hearken,  Mr  :  though  the  cameleon 
love  can  feed  on  the  air,  I  am  one  that  am  nou- 
rifh'd  by  my,  victuals,  and  would  fain  have  meat  : 
Oh  be  not  like  your  miftrefs  ;  be  moved,  be  moved. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Julia's  houft  at  Verona. 

Enter  Protheus  and  Julia. 

Pro.  Have  patience,  gentle  Julia. 
Jul.  I  muft.,  where  is  no  remedy. 
Pro.  When  poflibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 
Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  fooner ; 
Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  fake. 

[Giving  a  ring. 

Pro*  Why  then  we'll  make  exchange  ;  here,  take 
you  this. 

Jul.  And  feal  the  bargain  with  a  holy  kifs. 

Pro.  Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  conflancy  ; 
And  when  that  hour  o'erflips  me  in  the  day, 
Wherein  I  figh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  fake, 
The  next  enfuing  hour  fome  foul  miichance 
Torment  me  for  my  love's  forgetfulnefs  ! 
My  father  flays  my  coming  ;  anfwer  not  ; 
The  tide  is  now  :  nay,  not  thy  tide  of  tears; 
That  tide  will  flay  me  longer  than  I  fhould  : 

[Exit  Julia, 
Julia,  farewell. — What  !  gone  without  a  word  ? 
Ay,  fo  true  love  fhould  do  ;  it  cannot  fpeak  ; 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  words,  to  grace  if..  ) 

Enter  Panthino. 
Pan.  Sir  Protheus,  you  are  lbfid.  for. 
Pro.  Go  ;  1  come,  I  come  : — 
Alas !  this  parting  ftrikes  poor  lovers  dumb. 

[Exeunt* 
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SCENE  III. 

A  ftreet. 

Enter  Launcc  leading  a  dog. 

Lawn.  Nay,  'twill  be  this  hour  ere  I  have  done 
weeping  ;  all  the  kind  of  the  Launceshave  this  very 
fault  :  I  have  receiv'd  my  proportion,  like  the  pro- 
digious fon,  and  am  going  with  fir  Protheus  to  the 
imperial's  court.  I  think,  Crab  my  dog  be  the  fourefl 
natur'd  dog  that  lives  :   my  mother  weeping,  my 
father  wailing,  my  fifter  crying,  our  maid  howling, 
our  cat  wringing  her  hands,  and  all  our  houfe  in  a 
great  perplexity,  yet  did  not  this  cruel-hearted  cur 
fhed  one  tear ;  he  is  a  ftone,  a  veay  pebble-Hone, 
and  has  no  more  pity  in  him  than  a  dog  ;    a  Jew 
would  have  wept  to  have  feen  our  parting  :  why, 
my  grandam  having  no  eyes,  look  you,  wept  her- 
felf  blind  at  my  parting.     Nay,  I'll  {how  you  the 
manner  of  it  ;  this  fhoe  is  my  father  :— no,  this  left 
fhoe  is  my  father—no,  no,  this  left  fhoe  is  my  mo- 
ther ; — nay,  that  cannot  be  fo  neither  ; — yes,  it  is 
fo  ;  it  is  fo  ;  it  hath  the  worfer  fole  :  This  fhoe  with 
the  hole  in  it,  is  my  mother,  and  this  is-my  father; 
A  vengeance  on't !    there  'tis  ;  now,  fir,  this  ftaff 
is  my  fifter  ;  for,  look  you,  (lie  is  as  white  as  a  lilly, 
and  as  fmall  as  a  wand  ;  this  hat  is  Nan,  our  maid  ; 
I  am  the  dog  : — no,  the  dog  is  himfelf,  and  I  am  the 

dog,  oh,  the  dog  is  me,  and  I  am  myfelf ;  ay, 

fo,  fo.  Now  cornel  to  my  father;  Father  your  blef- 
ftng  ;  now  fhould  not  the  fhoe  fpcak  a  word  for 
we?ping  ;  now  fhould  I  kits  my  father  ;  well  he 
weeps  on  :  now  come  I  to  my  mother  ; — oh  that  fhe 
could  fpe.ik  now  like  a  wood  woman  ! — Well,  I  kifs 
her  ; — why  there  'tis  ;  here's  my  mother's  breath 
up  and  down:  now  come  I  to  my  filler;  mark  the 
moan  fhe  makes  :  now  the  dog  all  this  while  ftieds 
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not  a  tear,  nor  fpeaks  a  word  ;  but  fee  how  I  lay 
the  dud  with  my  tears. 

Enter  Panthino. 
Pan.  Launce,  away,  away,  aboard  ;  thy  mailer 
is  fhipp'd,  and  thou  art  to  port  after  with  oars. — 
What's  the  matter?  why  weep'fl  thou,  man  ? 
Away,  afs  ;  you  will  lofe  the  tide,  if  you  tarry  any 
longer. 

Laun.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  tide  were  loft  ?  for 
it  is  the  unkindeft  ty'd  that  ever  any  man  ty'd. 

Pan.  What's  the  unkindeft  tide  ? 

Laun.  Why,  he  that's  ty'd  here ;  Crab,  my  dog. 

Pan.  Tut,  man,  I  mean  thou'lt  lofe  the  flood  ; 
and,  in  lofing  the  flood,  lofe  thy  voyage  ;  and,  in 
lofing  thy  voyage,  lofe  thy  matter ;  and,  in  lofmg 
thy  mafler,  lofe  thy  fervice  ;  and,  in  lofing  thy  fer- 
vice, — Why  do  ft  thou  flop  my  mouth  ? 

Laun.  For  fear  thou  fhould'ftlofe  thy  tongue. 

Pan.  Where  fhould  1  lofe  my  tongue  ? 

Laun.  In  thy  tale. 

Pan.  In  thy  tail  ? 

Laun.  Lofe  the  tide,  and  the  voyage,'  and  the 
mafler,  and  the  fervice,  and  the  tide  ?  Why,  man, 
if  the  river  were  dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my 
tears ;  if  the  wind  were  down,  I  could  drive  the 
boat  with  my  fighs. 

Pan.  Corne,  come  away,  man  ;  I  was  fent  to  call 
thee. 

Laun.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  dar'ft. 
Pan.  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Laun.  Well,  I  will  go.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Milan.    An  apartment  in  the  duke' s  palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  Silvia,  Thurio,  and  Speed. 
Sit.  Servant.— 
Val.  Miftrefs? 
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Speed.  Mafter,  fir  Thurio  frowns  on  you. 

VaL  Ay,  boy,  it's  for  love. 

Speed.  Not  of  you. 

VaL  Of  my  miftrefs  then. 

Speed.  'Twere  good  you  knocked  him. 

Sil.  Servant, -you  are  fad. 

VaL  Indeed,  madam,  I  feem  fo. 

Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  are  not  ? 

Vai4  Haply,  I  do. 

Thu.  So  do  counterfeits. 

VaL  So  do  you. 

Thu.  What  feem  I,  that  I  am  not  ? 
VaL  Wife. 

Thu.  What  inltance  of  the  contrary? 
VaL  Your  folly. 

Thu.  And  how  quote  you  my  folly. 

VaL  I  quote  it  in  your  jerkin, 

Thu.  My  jerkin  is  a  doublet. 

VaL  Well,  then,  I'll  double  your  folly. 

Thu.  How  ? 

Sil.  What,  angry,  fir  Thurio  ?  do  you  change 
colour?  1 

VaL.  Give  him  leave,  madam ;  he  is  a  kind  of 
cameleon. 

Thu.  That  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your  blood, 
than  live  in  your  air. 

VaL  You  have  faid,  fir. 

Thu.  Ay,  fir,  and  done  too,  for  this  time. 

VaL  I  know  it  well,  fir  ;  you  always  end  ere 
you  begin. 

Sil.  A  fine  volley  of  words,  gentlemen,  and 
quickly  {hot  off. 
^m/V^dl.  'Tis  indeed,  madam  ;  we  thank  the  giver. 
'M   Sil.  Who  is  that,  fervant  ? 

Vat.  Youriclf,  fweet  lady  ;  for  you  gave  the  fire  ; 
fir  Thurio  borrows  his  wit  from  your  kdyfhip's 
1   looks,  and  ipends  what  he  borrows,  kindly  in  your 
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Thii;  Sir,  if  you  fpend  word  for  word  with  me, 
I  fhall  make  your  wit  bankrupt  . 

Val.  I  know  it  well,  fir  ;  you  have  an  exchequer 
of  words,  and,  I  think,  no  other  trcafure  to  give 
your  followers  ;  for  it  appears  by  their  bare  liveries, 
that  they  live  by  your  bare  words. 

SU.  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more  :  here  comes 
my  father. 

Enter  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Now,  daughter  Silvia,  you  are  hardbefet. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father's  in  good  health  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  letter  from  your  friends 
Of  much  good  news  ? 

Val. -  My  lord,  I  will  be  thankful 
To  any  happy  meflenger  from  thence. 

Duke.  Know  you  Don  Anthonio,  your  country- 
man ? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  I  know  the  gentleman 
To  be  of  worth,  and  worthy  eflimation, 
And  not  without  defertfo  well  reputed. 

Duke.  Hath  he  not  a  fon  ? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  fon,  that  well  deferves 
The  honour  and  regard  of  fuch  a  father. 
Duke.  You  know  him  well  ? 

Val.  I  knew  him,as  myfelf ;  for  from  our  infancy 
We  have  convers'd,  and  fpentour  hours  together: 
And  though  myfelf  have  been  an  idle  truant, 
Omitting  the  fweet  benefit  of  time, 
To  clothe  mine  age  with  angel-like  perfection ;  . 
Yet  hath  fir  Protheus,  for  that's  his  name, 
Made  ufe  and  fair  advantage  of  his  days  : 
His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old  ; 
His  head  unmellow'd,  but  his  judgment  ripe  ; 
And,  in  a  word,  (for  far  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praiies  that  I  now  be  flow) 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind, 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 
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Duke.  Bcfhrew  me,  fir,  but  if  he  make  this  good, 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  emprefs'  love, 
As  meet  to  be  an  emperor's  counfellor. 
Well  fir !  this  gentleman  is  come  to  mc, 
With  commendation  from  great  potentates  ; 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  time  awhile  : 
I  think,  'tis  no  unwelcome  news  to  you. 

Val.  Should  I  have  wiftVd  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 

Duke.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth, 
Silvia,  I  fpeak  to  you  :  and  you,  fir  Thurio  : — 
For  Valentine,  I  need  not  cite  him  to  it  : 
I'll  fend  him  hither  to  you  prefently.    \_Exit  Duke. 

Val.  This  is  the  gentleman  I  told  your  ladyfhip, 
Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  miftrefs 
Did  hold  his  eyes  lock'd  in  her  cryftal  looks. 

Sil,  Belike,  that  now  fhe  hath  enfranchis'd  them 
Upon  fome  other  pawn  for  fealty. 

Val.  Nay  fure,  I  think  fhe  holds  them  prifoners 
Mill. 

Sil.  Nay,  then  hefhouldbeblind;  and,  being  blind, 
How  could  he  fee  his  way  to  feek  out  you  ? 

Val.  Why,  lady,  love  hath  twenty  pair  of  eyes. 

Thu.  They  fay,  that  love  hath  not  an  eye  at  all. 

Val.  To  fee  fuch  lovers,  Thurio,  as  yourfelf ; 
Upon  a  homely  object,  love  can  wink. 

Enter  Protheus. 

Sil.  Have  done  ;  have  done  ;  here  comes  the  gen- 
tleman. 

Val.  Welcome,  dear  Protheus  ! — Miftrefs,  I  be- 
feech  you, 

Confirm  his  welcome  with  fome  fpecial  favour. 

Sil.  His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither, 
If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wifh'd  to  heir  from. 

Val.  Miftrefs,  it  is  ;  fweet  lady,  entertain  him  « 
To  be  my  fellow-fervant  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Sil.  Too  low  a  miftrefs  forfo  high  a  fervant 
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Pro.  Net  fo,  fweet  lady ;  but  too  mean  a  fervant 
To  have  a  look  of  fuch  a  worthy  miffrefs. 

Val.  Leave  off  difcourfe  of  disability  :  

Sweet  lady,  entertain  him  for  your  fervant. 

Pro.  My  duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfc. 

Sil.  And  duty  never  yet  did  want  his  meed  : 
Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  miffrefs. 

Pro.  I'll  die  on  him  that  fays  fo,  but  yourfelf. 

Sil.  That  you  are  welcome  ? 

Pro,  No ;  that  you  are  worthlefs. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  my  lord  your  father  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Sil.  I'll  wait  upon  hispleafure.  [Exit  Serv.~]Come, 
fir  Thurio, 

Go  with  me  : — Once  more,  new  fervant,  welcome  : 

I'll  leave  you  to  confer  of  home-affairs  ; 

When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Pro.  We'll  both  attend  upon  your  ladyfhip. 

[Exeunt  Silvia  and  Thurio. 

Val.  Now,  tell  me,  how  do  all  from  whence  you 
carne  ? 

Pro.  Your  friends  are  well,  and  have  them  much 
commended. 

Val.  And  how  do  yours  ? 

Pro.  I  left  them  all  in  health. 

Val.  How  does  your  lady?  and  how  thrives  your) 
love  ? 

Pro.  My  tales  of  love  were  wont  to  weary  you ; 
I  know,  you  joy  pot  in  a  love  difcourfe. 

Val.  Ay,  Protheus,  but  that  life  is  altcr'd  now  ; 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  love  ; 
Whofe  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punifh'd  me  I 
With  bitter  faffs,  with  penitential  groans, 
With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart- fore  fighs  : 
For,  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love, 
Love  hath  chae'd  llcep  from  my  enthralled  eyes, 
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And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  heart's  forrow. 

O,  gentle  Protheus,  love's  a  mighty  lord  ; 

And  hath  fo  humbled  me,  as  I  confefs 

There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 

Nor,  to  his  fcrvice,  no  fuch  joy  on  earth  ! 

Now,  no  difcourfe,  except  it  be  of  love  : 

Now  1  can  break  my  faff,  dine,  fup,  and  deep, 

Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Pro.  Enough  ;  I  read  your  fortune  in  your  eye  : 
Was  this  the  idol  that  you  worfhip  fo? 

Val.  Even  fhe  ;  and  is  (he  not  a  heavenly  faint  ? 
Pro.  No  ;  but  fhe  is  an  earthly  paragon. 
Val.  Call  her  divine. 
Pro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 
Val.  O  flatter  me  ;  for  love  delights  in  praife. 
Pro.  When  I  was  nek,  you  gav6  me  bitter  pills  ; 
And. I  muft  minifter  the  like  to  you. 

Val.  Then  fpeak  the  truth  by  her  ;  if  not  divine. 
Yet  let  her  be  a  principality, 
Sovereign  to  all  the  creatures  on  the  earth. 
Pro-.  Except  my  miftrefs. 
Val.  Sweet,  except  not  any ; 
Except  thou  wilt  except  againfl  my  love. 

Pro.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 
Val.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too  ; 
She  fhall  be  dignified  with  this  high  honour, — 
To  bear  my  lady's  train  ;  left  the  bafe  earth 
Should  from  her  vefture  chance  to  fteal  a  kifs, 
And,  of  fo  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
Du'dain  to  root  the  fummer-fwellinsf  flower, 
And  make  rough  winter  everlafbingly. 

Pro.  Why,  Valentine,  what  braggardifm  is  this  ? 
Val.  Pardon  me,  Protheus  ;  all  I  can,  is  nothing 
To  her,  whofe  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing  ; 
She  is  alone. 

Pro.  Then  let  her  a^one. 

Val.  Not  for  the  world ;  why,  man,  Hie  is  mine 
own ; 
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And  I  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  jewel, 
As  twenty  feas,  if  all  their  fand  were  pearl, 
The  water  neftar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 
Forgive  me,  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  fee'ft  me  doat  upon  my  love. 
My  fcolifh  rival,  that  her  father  likes, 
Only  for  his  pofleffrons  are  fo  huge, 
Is  gone  with  her  along  ;  and  I  mufl  after, 
For  love,  thou  know'ft,  is  full  of  jealoufy. 
Pro.  But  {he  loves  you  ? 

Val.  Ay,  and  we  are  betroth'd ;  nay  more,  our 
marriage  hour, 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  fight, 
Determin'd  of :  how  I  muft  climb  her  window  ; 
The  ladder  made  of  cords  ;  and  all  the  means 
Plotted,  and  'greed  on  for  my  happinefs.  - 
Good  Protheus,  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
In  thefe  affairs  to  aid  me  with  thy  counfel. 

Pro.  Go  on  before  ;  I  mail  enquire  you  forth  : 
I  mufh  unto  the  road,  to  difembark 
Some  neceffaries  that  I  needs  mufl  ufc  ; 
And  then  I'll  prefently  attend  you. 

Val.  Will  you  make  hafte  ? 

Pro.  I  will.  [Exit  Val. 

Even  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels, 
Or  as  one  nail  by  ftrength  drives  out  another, 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  love 
Is  by  a  newer  object,  quite  rbrgotten. 
Is  it  mine  eye,  or  Valentino's  praife, 
Her  true  perfection,  or  my  falfe  tranfgreflion, 
That  makes  me,  reafonlefs,v  to  reafon  thus? 
She's  fair  ;  and  fo  is  Julia,  that  I  love ; — ■ 
That  I  did  love,  for  now  my  love  is  thaw'd  ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gain ft  a  fire 
Bears  no  impreffion  of  the  thing  it  was. 
Methinks,  my  zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold ; 
And  that  I  love  him  not,  as  I  was  wont  : 
Oh  !  but  I  love  his  lady  too,  too  much  ; 
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And  that's  the  reafon  I  love  him  fo  little. 

How  fhall  I  doat  on  her  with  more  advice, 

That  thus  without  advice  begin  to  love  her? 

'Tis  but  her  pi&ure  I  have  yet  beheld. 

And  that  hath  dazzled  fo  my  reafon's  light  ; 

But  when  I  look  on  her  perfections, 

There  is  no  reafon  but  I  {hall  be  blind. 

If  I  can  check  my  erring  love,  I  will  ; 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  I'll  ufe  my  {kill.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

A  ft  net. 

Enter  Speed  and  Launce. 

Speed.  Launce !  by  mine  honefty,  welcome  to 
Milan. 

Lawn.  Forfwear  not  thyfelf,  fweet  youth  ;  for  I 

am  not  welcome.    I  reckon  this  always  that  a 

man  is  never  undone  till  he  be  hang'd;  nor  never 
welcome  to  a  place,  till  fome  certain  fhot  be  paid, 
and  the  hoflefs  fay  welcome. 

Speed.  Come  on,  you  mad-cap,  I'll  to  the  ale- 
houfe  with  you  prefently  ;  Where,  for  one  fhot  of 
five-pence,  thou  {halt  have  five  thoufand  welcomes. 
But,  firrah,  how  did  thy  matter  part  with  madam 
Julia  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  after  they  clos'd  in  earned,  they 
parted  very  fairly  in  jeft. 

Speed.  But  fhall  fhe  marry  him  ? 
Laun.  No. 

Speed.  How  then  ?  fhall  he  marry  her  ? 
Laun.  No,  neither. 
Speed.  What,  are  they  broken  ? 
Laun.  No  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  fifh. 
Speed.Why  then  how  {lands  the  matter  with  them. 
Laun.  Marry,  thus;  when  it  {lands  well  with 
him,  it  ftands  well  with  her. 
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Specd.What  an  afs  art  thou  ?  I  undei  ftand  thee  not. 
Latin.  What  a  block  art  thou,  that  thou  can'ft 
not  ?  My  ftaff  underftands  mc. 
Speed.  What  thou  fay'ft? 

Laun.  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too:  look  thee,  I'll 
but  lean,  and  my  ftaff  underftands  me. 

Speed.  It  Hands  under  thee,  indeed. 

Z<ZH?z.Why,  ftand-under  and  under  ftand  is  all  one. 

Speed.  But  tell  me  true,  will't  be  a  match  ? 

Laun.  Afk  my  dog  ;  if  he  fay  ay,  it  will ;  if  he 
fay,  no,  it  will ;  if  he  fhake  his  tail,  and  fay  no- 
thing, it  will. 

Speed.  The  conclufion  is  then,  that  it  will. 

Laun.  Thou  {halt  never  get  fuch  a  fecret  from 
me,  but  by  a  parable. 

Speed.  'Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo.  But,  Launce, 
how  fay'ft  thou,  that  my  mafter  is  become  a  nota- 
ble lover. 

Laun.  I  never  knew  him  otherwife. 

Speed.  Than  how  ? 

Laun.  A  notable  lubber,  as  thoureportcft  himtobe. 
Speed.Why,  thou  whorefon  afs,  thou  mifbkeft  me. 
Laun.  Why  fool,  I  meant  not  thee;  I  meant 
thy  mafter. 

Speed.  I  tell  thee,  my  mafter  is  become  a  hot  lover. 

Laun.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not  though  he 
burn  himfelf  in  love.  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to 
the  ale-houfe,  fo  ;  if  not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a 
Jew,  and  not  worth  the  name  of  a  Chriftian. 

Speed.  Why? 

Laun.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  charity  in 
thee,  as  to  go  to  the  alehoufe  with  a  Chriftian  :  wilt 
thou  go  ? 

Speed.  At  thy  fervice.  \_Exeunt* 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Protkeus. 

Pro.  To  leave  my  Julia,  fhall  I  be  forfworn ; 
To  love  fair  Silvia,  fhall  I  be  forfworn  ; 
To  wrong  my  friend,  I  fhall  be  much  forfworn  ; 
And  even  that  power  which  gave  me  fir  ft  my  oath, 
Provokes  me  to  this  three-fold  perjury. 
Love  bade  me  fwear,  and  loves  bids  me  forfwear ; 

0  fweet  fuggefting  love,  if  thou  haft  finn'd, 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  fubjecT:,  to  excufe  k  ! 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  ftar, 

But  now  I  worfhip  a  celeftial  fun. 
Unheedful  vows  may  needfully  be  broken  ; 
And  he  wants  wit,  that  wants  refolved  will 
To  learn  his  wit  to  exchange  the  bad  for  better. — 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  tongue  !  to  call  her  bad, 
Whofe  fovereignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  preferr'd 
With  twenty  thoufand  foul-confirming  oaths. 

1  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do  ; 

But  there  I  leave  to  love,  where  I  fhould  love. 

Julia  I  lofe,  and  Valentine  I  lofe  : 

If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muft  lofe  myfelf ; 

If  I  lofe  them,  this  find  I  by  their  lofs, 

For  Valentine,  myfelf;  for  Julia,  Silvia. 

I  to  myfelf  am  dearer  than  a  friend ; 

For  Jove  is  ftill  more  precious  in  itfelf ; 

And  Silvia,  witnefs  heaven,  that  made  her  fair  ! 

Shews  Julia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope. 

I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 

Remembring  that  my  love  to  her  is  dead  ; 

And  Valentine  I'll  hold  an  enemy, 

Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  friend. 

I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  myfelf, 

Without  fome  treachery  us'd  to  Valentine  : — - 

This  night,  he  meaneth  with  a  corded  ladder 

To  climb  celeftial  Silvia's  chamber-window  ; 
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Myfclf  in  counfel,  his  competitor  : 

Now  prefently  I'll  give  her  father  notice 

Of  their  difguifing,  and  pretended  flight  ; 

Who.  all  enrag'd,  will  banifh  Valentine  ; 

For  Thurio,  he  intends,  fhall  wed  his  daughter  : 

But  Valentine  being  gone,  I'll  quickly  crofs 

By  fomc  fly  trick,  blunt  Thurio' s  dull  proceeding. 

Love,  lend  me  wings  to  make  my  purpofe  fwift, 

As  thou  haft  lent  me  wit  to  plot  this  drift !  [Exit. 

SCENE-  VII. 

Julia's  hovfe  in  Verona. 
Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 

Jul.  Counfel,  Lucetta;  gentle  girl,  afiiftmel 
And,  even  in  kind  love,  I  do  conjure  thee, — 
Who  art  the  table  wherein  all  my  thoughts 

Arevifibly  charactered  and  engrav'd,  

To  lefTon  me  ;  and  tell  me  fome  good  mean, 
How,  with  my  honour,  I  may  undertake 
A  journey  to  my  loving  Protheus. 

Luc.  Alas!  the  way  is  wearifome  and  long. 

Jul.  A  true  devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weary 
To  meafure  kingdoms  with  his  feeble  fteps ; 
Much  lefs  fhall  fhe,  that  hath  love's  wings  to  fly ; 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Of  fuch  divine  perfection,  as  fir  Protheus. 

Luc.  Better  forbear,  till  Protheus  make  return. 

Jul.  Oh.  know'ft  thou  not,  his  looks  are  my  foul's 
food? 

Pity  the  dearth  that  I  have  pined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time. 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love, 
Thou  would' ft  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  with  fnow, 
As  feek  to  quench  the  fire  of  love  with  words. 

Luc.  I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  love's  hot  fire  : 
But  qualify  the  fire's  extreme  rage, 
Left  it  fhould  burn  above  the  bounds  of  reafon. 
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Jul.  The  more  thou  damm'ft  it  up,  the  more  it 
burns : 

The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides, 

Thou  Know 'ft,  being  ftopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage: 

But,  when  his  fair  courfe  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  mufic  with  the  enamel'd  (tones, 

Giving  a  gentle  kifs  to  every  fedge 

He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage; 

And  fo  by  many  winding  nooks  he  drays, 

With  willing  fport,  to  the  wild  ocean. 

Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfe  : 

111  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  ftream, 

And  make  a  pallime  of  each  weary  ftep, 

Till  the  la  ft  ftep  have  brought  me  to  my  love _\ 

And  there  I'll  reft,  as,  after  much  turmoil, 

A  bleffed  foul  doth  in  Elyfium. 

Luc.  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  ? 

Jul.  Not  like  a  woman  ;  for  I  would  prevent 
The  loofe  encounters  of  lafcivious  men  : 
Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  fuch  weeds 
*As  may  befeem  fome  well-reputed  page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  ladyfhip  muft  cat  your  hair. 

Jul.  No,  girl  :  I'll  knit  it  up  in  filken  firings, 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots : 
To  be  fantaftic,  may  become  a  youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  fhall  fhew  to  be. 

Luc.  What  fafhion,  madam,  fhall  I  make  your 
breeches  ? 

Jul.  That  fits  as  well,  as — tell  me,  good  my  lord, 
"  What  compafs  will  you  wear  your  farthingale  ?" 
Why,  even  that  fafhion  thou  beft  lik'ft,  Lucetta. 

Luc.  You  muft  needs  have  them  with  a  cod-piece, 
madam. 

Jul.  Out,  out,  Lucetta  !  that  will  be  iil-favour'd. 

Luc.  A  round  hofe,  madam,  now's  not  worth  a  pin, 
Unlefs  you  have  a  cod-piece  to  flick  pins  on. 

Jul.  Lucetta,  as  thou  lov'fl  me,  let  me  have 
What  thou  think'ft  meet,  and  is  moft  mannerly  : 
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But  tell  me,  wench,  how  will  the  world  repute  me, 
For  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  journey  ? 
I  fear  me,  it  will  make  me  fcandaliz'd. 

Luc.  If  you  think  fo,  then  flay  at  home,  and  go  not. 

Jul.  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 

Luc.  Then  never  dream  on  infamy,  but  go. 
If  Protheus  like  your  journey,  when  you  come, 
No  matter  who's  difpleas'd,  when  you  are  gone  : 
I  fear  me,  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas'd  withal. 

Jul.  That  is  the  leaft,  Lucetta,  of  my  fear  : 
A  thoufand  oaths,  an  ocean  of  his  tears, 
And  inftances  as  infinite  of  love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus. 

Luc.  All  thefe  are  fervants  to  deceitful  men. 

Jul.  Bafe  men,  that  ufe  them'to  lobafe  efFecl: ! 
But  truer  ftars  did  govern  Protheua'  birth  : 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  ; 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate  ; 
His  tears,  pure  melfengers  fent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  earth. 

Luc.  Pray  heaven  he  prove  fo,  when  you ^ come 
to  him  ! 

Jul.  Now,as  thou  lov'ft  me,do him  not  that  wrong, 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth  : 
Only  deferve  my  love,  by  loving  him  ; 
And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
To  take  a  note  of  what  I  fland  in  need  of, 
To  furnifh  me  upon  my  longing  journey. 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  difpofe, 
My  goods,  my  lands^  my  reputation  ; 
Only,  in  lieu  thereof,  difpatch  me  hence. 
Come,  anfwer  not,  but  to  it  prefently  ; 
I  am  impatient  of  my  tarriance.  \_Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

The  Duke's  palace  in  Milan. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio,  and  Protheus. 

Duke. QlR  Thurio,  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  a  while; 
O  We  have  fome  fecrets  to  confer  about.— 

[Exit  Thur. 

Now,  tell  me,  Protheus,  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 

Pro. My  gracious  lord, that  which  I  would  difcover^ 
The  law  of  friendfhip  bids  me  to  conceal : 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favours 
Done  to  me,  undeferving  as  I  am, 
My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  good  fhbuld  draw  from  mc, 
Know,  worthy  prince,  fir  Valentine,  my  friend, 
This  night  intends  to  fteal  away  your  daughter  ; 
Myfelf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot. 
I  know,  you  have  determin'd  to  bellow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates  ; 
And  fhould  {he  thus  be  ftolen  away  from  you, 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 
Thus,  for  my  duty's  fake,  I  rather  chofe 
To  crofs  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  forrows,  which  would  prefs  you  down. 
Being  unprc vented,  to  your  timclcfs  grave. 

Duke.  Protheus. I  thank  thee  for  thine  honed  care; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  love  of  theirs  myfelf  have  often  feen, 
Haply,  when  they  have  judg'd  me  fa  ft  afleep  ; 
And  oftentimes  have  purpos'd  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  company,  and  my  court  : 
But,  fearing  left  my  jealous  aim  might  err, 
And  fo,  unworthily,  di  {grace  trie  man, 
(A  rafhnefs  that  I  ever  yet  have  fhunn'd) 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks  ;  thereby  to  find 
Vol.  I.  K 
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That  which  thyfelf  haft  now  difclos'd  to  me. 
And,  that  thou  may' ft  perceive  my  fear  of  this, 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  foon  fuggefted, 
I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  tower, 
The  key  wherof  myfelf  have  ever  kept ; 
And  thence  fhe  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 

Pro.  Know,  noble  lord,  they  have  devis;d  a  mean 
How  he  her  chamber-window  will  afcend, 
And  with  a  corded  ladder  fetch  her  down  ; 
For  which  the  youthful  lover  now  is  gone, 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently  ; 
'Where,  if  it  pleafe  you,  you  may  intercept  him. 
But,  good  my  lord,  .do  it  fo  cunningly, 
That  my  difcovery  be  not  aimed  at ; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend, 
Hath  made  me  publilher  of  this  pretence. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour  he  fhall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro.  Adieu,  my  lord ;  fir  Valentine  is  coming. 

[Exit  Pro. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 

Val.  Pleafe  it  your  grace,  there  is  a  meflenger 
That  flays  to  bear  my  letters  to  my  friends,  t 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke.  Be  they  of  much  import  ? 

Val.  The  tenor  of  them  doth  but  fignify 
.My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  court. 

Duke.  Nay,  then  no  matter  ;  ftay  with  me  awhile ; 
I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  affairs, 
That  touch  me  near,  wherein  thoumuft  be  fecret. 
'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  fought 
To  match  my  friend,  fir  Thurio,  to  my  daughter. 

Val.  I  know  it  well,  my  lord  ;  and,  fure,  the  match 
Were  rich  and  honourable  ;  bcfides  the  gentleman 
is  full  of  virtue,  bounty,  worth,  and  qualities 
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Befeeming  fuch  a  wife  as  your  fair  laughter  : 
Cannot  your  grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 

Duke.  No,  truftme;  fhe  ispeevifh,  fallen,  froward, 
Proud,  difobedient,  ftubborii,  lacking  duty  ; 
Neither  regarding  that  The  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were;  her  father  : 
And,  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  pride  of  her's, 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  love  from  her  ; 
And,  where  I  thought  the  remnant  of  mine  age 
Should  have  been  cherifh'd  by  her  child-like  duty, 
I  now  am  full  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife, 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  her  in  : 
Then  let  her  beauty  be  her  wedding-dower ; 
For  me,  and  my  pofTeffions,  (lie  e  lie  ems  not. 

VaL  What  would  your  grace  have  me  to  do  in  this? 

Duke.  There  is  a  lady,  fir,  in  Milan,  here. 
Whom  I  affect ;  but  fhe  is  nice  and  coy, 
And  nought  efleems  my  aged  eloquence  : 
Now,  therefore,  would  I  have  thee  to  my  tutor, 
(For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  court  ; 
Befides,  the  fafhion  of  the  time  is  chang'd) 
How,  and  which  way,  I  may  bellow  myfelf, 
To  be  regarded  in  her  fun-bright  eye. 

VaL  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  fhe  refpeft  not  words  ; 
Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  filent  kind, 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind. 

Duke.  But  fhe  did  fcorn  a  prefent  that  I  fent  her. 

VaL  A  woman  fcorns  fometimes  what  bell  con- 
tents her : 

Send  her  another  ;  never  give  her  o'er ; 
For  fcorn  at  firfl  makes  after-love  the  more. 
If  fhe  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you. 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you  : 
If  Hie  do  chide,  'tis  not  to  have  you  gone  : 
For  why,  the  fools  are  mad  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  repulfe,  whatever  fhe  doth  fay  ; 
For,  get  you  gone,  fhe  doth  not  mean,  away  :  • 


112        TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA*       AH  III. 

Flatter,  and  praife,  commend,  extol  their  graces  ; 
Though  ne'er  fo  black,  fay,  they  have  angels'  faces. 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay,  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 

Duke.  But  fhe  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  friends 
Unto  a  youthful  gentleman  of  worth  ;  * 
And  kept  feverely  from  refort  of  men, 
That  no  man  hath  accefs  by  day  to  her. 

Val.  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  by  night. 

D uket  Ay , but  the  doors  be  lock'd  and  keys  kept  lafe, 
That  no  man  hath  reeourfe  to  her  by  night. 

VaL  What  lets,  but  one  may  enter  at  her  window  ? 

Duke.  Her  chamber  is  aloft,  far  from  the  ground  ; 
And  built  fo  (helving,  that  one  cannot  climb  it 
Without  apparent  hazard  of  his  life. 

Val.  Why,  then,  a  ladder,  quaintly  made  of  cords, 
To  caft  up,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 
Would  ferve  to  fcale  another  Hero's  tower, 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  it. 

Duke.  Now,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  of  blood, 
Advife  me  where  1  may  have  fuch  a  ladder. 

Val.  When  would  you  ufe  it  ?  pray,  fir,  tell  me  that. 

Duke.  This  very  night ;  for  love  is  like  a  child, 
That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 

Val.  By  feven  o'clock  Til  get  you  fuch  a  ladder. 

Duke.  But  hark  thee  ;  I  will  go  to  her  alone  ; 
How  {hall  I  bcfl  convey  the  ladder  thither? 

Val.  It  will  be  light,  my  lord,  that  you  may  bear  it 
Under  a  cloak,  that  is  of  any  length. 

Duke.  A  cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  cloak  ; 
I'll  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 

VaL  Why,  any  cloak  will  ferve  the  turn,  my  lord, 

Duke.  How  fhall  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  cloak  ? — 
I  pray  thee,  let  me  feel  thy  cloak  upon  me. — 
What  letter  is  this  fame  ?  what's  here  ? — To  Silvia  ? 
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And  here  an  engine  fit  for  my  proceeding  ! 

I'll  be  10  bold  to  break  the  leal  for  once.  [Duke  reads. 

My  thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly  j 

And  Jlaves  they  are  to  me,  that  fend  them  flying : 
Oh,  could  their  mafier  come  and  go  as  lightly, 

Himfelf  would  lodge,  where  fenfelefs  they  are  lying. 
My  herald  thoughts  in  thy  pure  bofom  refi  them  ; 

While  I,  their  king,  that  thither  them  importune, 
Do  curfe  the  grace  that  with fuchgrace  hath  blefs'd  them, 

Becaufe  myfelf  do  want  my  fervanV 's  fortune  : 
I  curfe  myfelf,  for  they  arefent  by  me, 
That  they  fliould  harbour  where  their  lord  would  be. 
What's  here?  Silvia,  this  night  zoill  I  enf ranch  fe  thee  : 

'Tis  fo  ;  and  here's  the  ladder  for  the  purpofe.  

Why,  Phaeton,  (for  thou  art  Merops'  fon) 

Wilt. thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heavenly  car, 

And  with  thy  daring  folly  burn  the  world  ? 

Wilt  thou  reach  ftars,  becaufe  they  fhine  on  thee? 

Go,  bafe  intruder  !  over-weening  flave  ! 

Bcftow  thy  fawning  fmiles  on  equal  mates  ; 

And  think,  my  patience,  more  than  thy  defcrt^ 

Is  privilege  for  thy  departure  hence : 

Thank  me  for  this,  more  than-  for  all  the  favours, 

Which,  all  too  much,  I  have  beflow'd  on  thee. 

But  if  thou  linger  in  my  territories, 

Longer  than  fwiftcft  expedition 

Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  royal  court,*  ■ 

By  heaven,  my  wrath  fhall  far  exceed  the  love 

I  ever  bore  my  daughter,  or  thyfelf. 

Begone,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excufo,  . 

But,  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  life,  make  fpeed  from  hence. 

[Exit. 

Val.  And  why  not  death,  rather  than  living  tor- 
ment ? 

To  die,  is  to  be  banifh'd  from  myfelf! 
And  Silvia  is  myfelf:  banifh'd  from  her, 
Is  lelf  from  felf :  a  deadly  banifhment  ! 
What  light  is  light,  if  Silvia  be  not  ieen? 

K  2 
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What  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ? 
Unlefs  it  be,  to  think  that  {he  is  by  ? 
And  feed  upon  the  fhadow  of  perfection. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night, 
There  is  no  mufic  in  the  nightingale  ; 
Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day, 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon  ; 
She  is  my  effence :  and  I  leave  to  be, 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  influence 
Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cherifh'd,  kept  alive. 
I  fly  not  death,  to  fly  his  deadly  doom : 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death  ; 
i-Ut  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  life. 

Enter  Protheus  and  Launce. 

Pro.  Run,  boy.  run,  run,  and  feek  him  out. 
Laun.  So-ho  !  fo-ho  ! 
Pro.  What  feeft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Him  we  2:0  to  find  :  there's  not  an  hair 
On 's  head,  but  'tis  a  Valentine. 
Pro.  Valentine  ? 
Val.  No. 

Pro.  Who  then  ?  his  fpirit  ? 
I  a/.  Neither. 
Pro.  What  then  ? 
Val.  Nothing. 

Laun.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  Matter,  fhall  I  ftrike  ? 
Pro.  Whom  would' fl  thou  flrike  ? 
Laun.  Nothing. 
Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Laun.  Why,  fir,  I'll  ftritajnothing  :  I  pray  you, — 
Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear.  Friend  Valentine,  a 
word. 

Val.  My  ears  are  flopp'd,  and  cannot  hear  good 
news. 

So  much  of  bad  already  hath  poffefs'd  them. 

Pro.  Then  in  dumb^filence  will  I  bury  mine, 
For, they  are  harfh,  untuncable,  and  bad. 
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Val.  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 
Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No,  Valentine,  indeed,  for  facred  Silvia  ! — 
Hath  {he  forfworn  me  ? 
Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No  Valentine,  if  Silvia  have  forfworn  me  !  — 
What  is  your  news  ? 

Laun.  Sir,  there's  a  proclamation  that  you  are 
vanifh'd. 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifh'd,  oh,  that  is  the  news, 
From  hence,  from  Silvia,  and  from  me  thy  friend, 

Valr  Oh,  I  have  fed  upon  this  woe  already, 
And  now  excefs  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit. 
Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banifh'd  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  ay  ;  and  fhe  hath  offer'd  to  the  doom, 
(Which  unreversed,  (lands  in  effectual  force) 
A  fea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fome  call  tears  ; 
Thofe  at  her  father's  churlifh  feet  fhe  tender'd  ; 
With  them,  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  felf ; 
Wringing  her  hands,  whofe  whitenefs  fo  became  them, 
As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  woe  : 
But  neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up, 
Sad  fighs,  deep  groans,  nor  filver-fhedding  tears, 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompaflionate  fire  ; 
But  Valentine,  if  he  be  ta'en,  muft  die. 
Befides,  her  interceflion  chaf'd  him  fo, 
When  fhe  for  thy  repeal  was  fuppliant, 
That  to  clofe  prifon  he  commanded  her, 
With  many  bitter  threats  of  'biding  there. 

Val.  No  more ;  unlefs  the  next  word  that  thou 
fpeak'ft, 

Have  fome  malignant  power  upon  my'life; 
If  fo,  I  pray  thee,  breathe  it  in  mine  ear, 
As  ending  anthem  of  my  endlefs  dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  can'ft  not  help. 
And  ftudy  help  for  that  which  thou  lament' ft. 
Time  is  the  nurfe  and  breeder  of  all  good. 
Here  if  thou  ftay,  thou  Can'fl  not  fee  thy  love  5, 
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Befides,  thy  fraying  will  abridge  thy  life. 
Hope  is  a  lover's  ftaff ;  walk  hence  with  that, 
And  manage  it  againfL  defpairing  thoughts, 
Thy  letters  may  be  here,  though  thou  art  hence  y 
Which,  being  writ  to  me,  fhall  be  deliver'd 
Even  in  the  milk-white  bofom  of  thy  love. 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expoftulate  : 
Come,  I'll  convey  thee  through  the  city-gate ; 
And,  ere  I  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  love  affairs  : 
As  thou  lov'fh  Silvia,  though  not  for  thyfelf, 
Regard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

VaL  I  pray  thee,  Launce,  an  if  thou  feeftmy  boy, 
Bid  him  make  haffe,  and  meet  me  at  the  north-gate. 

Pro.  Go,  firrah,  find  him  out.  Come,  Valentine. 

VaL  O  my  dear  Silvia !  haplefs  Valentine  I 

[Exeunt  Valentine  and  Protheus* 

Laun.  I  am  but  a  fool,  look  you  ;  and  yet  I  have 
the  wit  to  think,  my  mailer  is  a  kind  of  a  knave  : 
but  that's  all  one,  if  he  be  but  one  knave.  He  lives 
not  now,  that  knows  me  to  be  in  love  ;  yet  I  am  in 
love  ;  but  a  team  of  horfe  (hall  not  pluck  that  from 
me ;  nor  who  'tis  I  love,  and  yet  'tis  a  woman  :  but 
what  woman,  I  will  not  tell  myfelf,  and  yet  'tis  a 
milk-maid  ;  yet  'tis  not  a  maid,  for  {he  hath  goflips  : 
yet  'tis  a  maid,  for  {he  is  her  mailer's  maid,  and 
ferves  for  wages. — She  hath  more  qualities  than  a 

water-fpaniel  which  is  much  in  a  bare  chriilian. 

Here  is  the  cat-log  [pulling  out  a  paper]  of  her  con- 
ditions.— Imprimis,  She  can  fetch  and  carry.  Why, 
a  horfe  can  do  no  more  ;  nay,  a  horfe  cannot  fetch, 
but  only  carry  ;  therefore,  is  fhc  better  than  a  jade. — . 
Item,  She  can  milk^  look  you  ;  a  fweet  virtue  in  a 
maid  with  clean  hands. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  How  now,  fignior  Launce?  what  newa 
with  your  maltcrfhip  ? 
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Laun.  With  my  mafter's  fhip  ?  why,  it  is  at  fea. 
Speed,   Well,  your  old  vice  ftill ;  mifcake  the 
word  :  What  news  then  in  your  paper  ? 

Laun,  The  blacked  news  that  ever  thou  heard'ft. 
Speed,  Why,  man,  how  black  ? 
Laun,  Why,  as  black  as  ink. 
Speed.  Let  me  read  them. 

Laun.  Fie  on  thee,  jolt-head  ;  thou  can'ft  not  read. 
Speed.  Thou  lyefl,  I  can. 

Laun.  I  will  try  thee  :  Tell  me  this :  Who  begot 
thee  ? 

Speed,  Marry,  the  fon  of  my  grandfather. 
Laun.  O  illiterate  loiterer!  it  was  the  fon  of  thy 
•  grandmother  :  this  proves,  that  thou  can'ft  not  read. 
Speed.  Come,  fool,  come  ;  try  me  in  thy  paper, 
Laun.  There:  and  St.  Nicholas  be  thy  fpecd ! 
Speed.  Imprimis,  fie  can  milk. 
Laun.  Ay,  that  Ihe  can. 
Speed.  Item,  fhe  brews  good  ale. 
Laun.  And  therefore  comes  the  proverb, — 
Staffing  of  your  heart,  you  brew  good  ale. 
Speed.  Item,  She  can  few 
Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Can  fhe  fo? 
Speed.  Item,  She  can  knit. 

Laun.  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  flock  with  a 
wench,  when  fhe  can  knit  him  a  ftock. 

Speed.  Item,  She  can  wajh  and  fcour. 

Laun.  A  fpecial  virtue  ;  for  then  fhe  need  not  to 
be  wafh'd  and  fcour'd. 

Speed,  Item,  She  can  fpin. 

Laun.  Then  may  1  let  the  world  on  wheels, 
when  {lie  can  fpin  for  her  living. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  many  namelefs  virtues, 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Ballard  virtues; 
that,  indeed,  know  not  their  fathers,  and  therefore 
have  no  names. 

Speed.  Here  follow  her  vices. 

Laun.  Clofe  at  the  heels  of  her  virtues. 
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Speed.  Item,  She  is  not  to  be  kifs'd  fafling,  in  ref~ 
fieB  of  her  breath. 

Lawn.  Well,  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  a 
brcakfaft  :  Read  on. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  a  fzoect  mouth. 

Laun.  That  makes  amends  for  her  four  breath. 

Speed.  Item,  She  doth  talk  in  her  fleep. 

Laun.  It's  no  matter  for  that,  fo  {he  flecp  not  in 
her  talk. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  flow  in  words, 

Laun.  O  villain  !  that  let  down  among  her  vices  ! 
To  be  fiow  in  words,  is  a  woman's  only  virtue :  I 
pray  thee,  out  with't ;  and  place  it  for  her  chief  virtue. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  proud. 

Laun.  Out  with  that  too  :  it  was  Eve's  legacy, 
and  cannot  be  taken  from  her. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  no  teeth. 

Laun.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  I  love 
crafts. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  curfl. 

Laun.  Well ;  the  beft  is,  fhe  hath  no  teeth  to  bite. 

Speed.  Item,  She  will  often  praife  her  liquor, 

Latin,  If  her  liquor  be  good,  (lie  {hall  :  if  flic 
will  not,  I  will;  for  good  things  fhould  be  praifed. 

Speed.  Item,  nhe  is  too  liberal? 

Laun.  Of  her  tongue  fhe  cannot ;  for  that's  writ 
down,  {he  is  ilow  of :  of  her  purfe  fhe  fhall  not  ; 
for  that  Til  keep  {hut  :  now  of  another  thing  fhe 
may  ;  and  that  I  cannot  help.     Well,  proceed. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  more  hair  than  wit,  and  more 
faults  than  hairs,  and  more  wealth  than  faults. 

Laun.  Stop  there  :  I'll  have  her  :  {he  was  mine, 
and  not  mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  lah:  article: 
Rehearfe  that  once  more. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  more  hair  than  wit. — 

Laun.  More  hair  than  wit,  it  may  be;  I'll 

prove  it  :  the  cover  of  the  fait  hides  the  fait,  and 
therefore  it  is  more  than  the  fait:  the  hair,  that 
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covers  the  wit.  is  more  than  the  wit ;  for  the  greater 
hides  the  lefs.    Writ's  next  ? 

Speed. — And  more  faults  than  hairs.  . 

Laun.  That's  monftrous  :  Oh,  that  that  were  out ! 

Speed. — And  more  wealth  than  faults. 

Laun.  Why,  that  word  makes  the  faults  gracious  : 
Well,  I'll  have  her:  And  if  it  be  a  match,  as  no- 
thing is  impoifible. — 

Speed.  What  then  ? 

Laun.  Why,  then,  will  I  tell  thee,  that  thy 

maRer  flays  for  thee  at  the  north-gate. 
Speed.  For  me  ? 

Laun.  For  thee,  ay  ;  who  art  thou  ?  he  hath  flaid 
for  a  better  man  than' thee. 

Speed.  And  mud  I  go  to  him  ? 

Laun.  Thou  muft  run  to  him,  for  thou  haft  {laid 
fo  long,  that  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  turn. 

Speed.  Why  didft  not  tell  me  fooner  ?  pox  on 
your  love-letters ! 

Laun.  Now  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my 
letter;  an  unmannerly  Have,  that  will  thruflhimfelf 
into  fecrets! — I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  boy's  cor- 
rection. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Duke  and  Thurio,  and  Protheus  behind. 

Duke.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not,  but  that  fhe  will  love 
you, 

Now  Valentine  is  banifh'd  from  her  fight. 

Thu.  Since  his  exile  fhe  hath  defpifed  me  more, 
Forfworn  my  company,  and  rail'd  at  me, 
That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Duke.  Th^s  weak  imprefs  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
TrencheJ  in  ice  ;  which  with  an  hour's  heat 
DifTolves  to  water,  and  doth  lofe  his  form. 
A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  thoughts, 
And  worthlefs  Valentine  fhall  be  forgot. 
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How  now,  fir  Protheus  ?  Is  your  countryman, 
According  to  our  proclamation,  gone  ? 

Pro.  Gone,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  My  daughter  takes  his  going  heavily. 

Pro.  A  little  time,  my  lord,  will  kill  that  grief. 

Duke.  So  I  believe,  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo. — 
Protheus,  the  good  conceit  I  hold  of  thee, 
(For  thou  haft  {hewn  fome  fign  of  good  defert) 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  grace, 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  grace. 

Duke.  Thou  know'ft,  how  willingly  I  would 
efFea 

The  match  between  fir  Thurio  and  my  daughter. 
Pro.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Andalfo,  I  do  think,  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  {he  oppofes  her  again!!  my  will. 

Pro.  She  did,  my  lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 

Duke.  Ay,  and  perverfcly  {lie  perfeveres  fo. 
What  might  we  do  to  make  the  girl  forget 
The  love  of  Valentine,  and  love  fir  Thurio  ? 

Pro.  The  beft  way  is,  to  {lander  Valentine 
With  falfhood,  cowrardice,  and  poor  defcent ; 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

Duke.  Ay,  but  {he'll  think  that  it  is  fpoke  in  hate. 

Pro.  Ay,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it. 
Therefore  it  mud,  with  circumflance,  be  fpoken 
By  one,  whom  fhe  eftemieth  as  his  friend. 

Duke.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  (lander  him. 

Pro.  And  that,  my  Lord,  I  {hall  be  loth  to  do : 
'Tis  an  ill  office  for  a  gentleman  ; 
Efpecially,  again  ft  his  very  friend. 

Duke.  Where  your  good  word  cannot  advantage 

JO  o 

him, 

Your  flander  never  can  endamage  him  ; 
Therefore  the  office  is  indifferent, 
Being  intreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 


Aft  III.       TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA.  Ill 


Pro.  Ypu  have  prevail'd,  my  lord :  if  I  can  do  it, 
By  aught  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  difpraife, 
She  {hall  not  long  continue  love  to  him.  . 
But  fay,  this  weed  her  love-from  Valentine, 
It  follows  not  that  {he  will  love  fir  Thurio. 

Thu.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  love  from  him, 
Left  it  fhould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  muft  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me  : 
Which  .muft  be  done,  by  praifing  me  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  difpraife  fir  Valentine. 

Duke.  And,  Protheus,  we  dare  truft  you  in  this 
kind  ; 

Becaufe  we  know,  on  Valentine's  report, 

You  are  already  love's  firm  votary, 

And  cannot  loon  revolt  and  change  your  mind. 

Upon  this  warrant  {hall  you  have  accefs, 

Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large ; 

For  fhe  is  lumpifh,  heavy,  melancholy, 

And,  for  your  friend's  fake,  will  be  glad  of  you  ; 

Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  perfuafion, 

To  hate  young  Valentine,  and  love  my  friend. 

Pro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  effect : — 
But  you,  fir  Thurio,  are  not  fharp  enough  ; 
You  muft  lay  lime,  to  tangle  her  defires, 
By  wailful  fonnets,  whofe  compofed  rhimes 
.  Should  be  full  fraught  with  ferviceable  vows. 

Duke.  Ay,  much  is  the  force  of  heaven-bred  poefy. 

Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  facrifice  your  tears,  your  fighs,  your  heart  : 
Write,  till  your  ink  be  dry;  and  with  your  tear* 
Moift  k  again  ;  and  frame  fome  feeling  line, 
That  may  difcover  fuch  integrity  : — 
For  Orpheus'  lute  was  ftrung  with  poets'  linews : 
Whofe  golden  touch  could  foften  fteel  and  ftones, 
Make  tygers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  deeps  to  dance  on  lands. 
After  your  dire-lamenting  elegies, 
Viiit  by  night  your  lady's  chamber-window 
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With  fome  fweet  concert :  to  their  inftruments 
Tune  a  deploring  dump  ;  the  night's  dead  filence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  grievance. 
This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Duke.  This  difcipline  {hews  thou  haft  been  in  love. 

Thu.  And  thy  advice  this  night  I'll  put  in  practice  : 
Therefore,  fweet  Protheus,  my  direction -giver, 
Let  us  into  the  city  prefently 
To  fort  fome  gentlemen  well  fkill'd  in  mufic  : 
I  have  a  fonnet,  that  will  ferve  the  turn. 
To  give  the  onfet  to  thy  good  advice. 

Duke.  About  it,  gentlemen. 

Pro.  We'll  wait  upon  your  grace  till  after  fupper, 
And  afterwards  determine  our  proceedings. 

Duke.  Even  now  about  it  ;  I  will  pardon  you. 

[_Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  forejl,  leading  towards  Mantua. 

Enter  certain  Out-laws-. 

i  Out.  T^ELLOWS,  ftand  faft ;  I  fee  a  pafTenger. 

JL      2  Out.  If  there  be  ten,  fhrink  not,  but 
down  with  ?em. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

3  Out.  Stand,  fir,  and  throw  us  what  you  have 
about  you  ; 
If  not,  we'll  make  you  fit,  and  rifle  you. 

Speed.  Sir,  we  are  undone  !  thefe  are  the  villains 
That  all  the  travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 

Vol.  My  friends, — 

1  Out.  That's  not  fo,  fir :  we  are  your  enemies, 

2  Out.  Peace  ;  we'll  hear  him. 
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3  Out.  Ay,  by  my  beard,  will  we ; 
For  he's  a  proper  man. 

Veil.  Then  know,  that  I  have  little  wealth  to  lofe  ; 
A  man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  adverfity : 
My  riches  are  thefe  poor  habiliments, 
Of  which  if  you  fhould  here  disfurnifh  me, 
You  take  the  fum  and  fub  fiance  that  I  have, 

2  Out.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
VaL  To  Verona. 

i  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
VaL  From  Milan. 

3  Out.  Have  you  long  fojourn'd  there? 

VaL'  Some  fixteen  months  ;  and  longer  might 
have  (laid, 

If  crooked  fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1  Out.  What,  were  you  banifhed  thence  ? 
VaL  I  was. 

2  Out.  For  what  offence  ? 

VaL  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe. 
I  khTd  a  man,  whofe  death  I  much  repent ; 
But  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  fight, 
Without  falfe  vantage,  or  bafe  treachery. 

i  Out.  Why  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  fo : 
But  were  you  banifh'd  for  fo  fmall  a  fault  ? 

VaL  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  doom. 

l  Out.  Have  you  the  tongues  ? 

VaL  My  youthful  travel  therein  made  me  happy  ; 
Or  elfe  I  often  had  been  miferable. 

3  Out.  By  the  bare  fcalp  of  Robin  Hood's  fat  friar, 
This  fellow  were  a  king  for  our  wild  fa&ion, 

l  Out.  We'll  have  him  :  firs,  a  word. 

Speed.  Matter,  be  one  of  them  ; 
It  is  a  kind  of  honourable  thievery. 

VaL  Peace,  villain  ! 
^    2  Out.  Tell  us  this  ;  have  you  any  thing  to  take  to  ? 

VaL  Nothing  but  my  fortune. 

3  Out.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  gentlemen, 
Such  as  the  fury  of  ungovern'd  youth 
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Thruft  from  the  company  of  awful  men  : 
Myfelf  was  from  Verona  banifhed, 
For  pra&ifmg  to  fteal  away  a  ladv, 
An  heir,  and-  niece  ally'd  unto  the  duke. 

2  Out.  And  I  from  Mantua,  for  a  gentleman, 
Whom,  in  my  mood,  I  ftabb'd  unto  the  heart. 

1  Out.  And  I,  for  fuch  like  petty  crimes  as  thefc, 
But  to  the  purpofe, — (for  we  cite  our  faults, 
That  they  may  hold  excus'd  our  lawlefs  lives) 
And,  partly,  feeing  you  are  beautify'd 

With  goodly  fhape ;  and  by  your  own  report 
A  linguift ;  and  a  man  of  fuch  perfection, 
As  we  do  in  our  quality  much  want, — 

2  Out.  Indeed,  becaufe  you  are  a  banifh'd  man. 
Therefore,  above  the  reft,  we  parley  to  you : 
Are  you  content  to  be  our  general  ? 

To  make  a  virtue  of  neceffity, 

And  live,  as  we  do,  in  the  wildernefs  ? 

3  Out.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  be  of  our 

con  fort  ? 

Say,  ay,  and  be  the  captain  of  us  all : 
We'll  do  thee  homage,  and  be  rul'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  commander,  and  our  king. 

1  Out.  But  if  thou  fcorn  our  courtefy,  thou  dy'fl, 

2  Out.  Thou  fhalt  not  live  to  brag  what  we  have 

offer'dL 

Val.  I  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you; 
Provided,  that  you  do  no  outrages 
On  filly  women,  or  poor  paffengers. 

3  Out.  No,  we  deteft  fuch  vile  bafe  practices. 
Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  crews. 
And  fhew  thee  all  the  treafure  we  have  got ; 
Which,  with  ourfelves,  all  reft  at  thy  difpofe. 

\_Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II, 

Under  Silvia's  apartment  in  Milan. 
Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  Valentine, 
And  now  I  muft  be  as  unjuft  to  Thurio. 
Under  the  colour  of  commending  him, 
I  have  accefs  my  own  love  to  prefer  ;  ' 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  gifts 
When  I  protefl  true  loyalty  to  her, 
She  twits  me  with  my  falfhood  to  my  friend  ; 
When  to  her  beauty  I  commend  my  vows 
She  bids  me  think,  how  I  have  been  forfworn 
In  breaking  faith  with  Julia  whom  I  lov'd  • 
And   notwithfhnding  ail  her  fudden  quips 
I  he  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  lover's  hope 
Yet,  fpamel-like,  the  more  Die  fpurns  my  love 
1  he  more  it  grows,  and  fawneth  on  her  Hill  ? 
But  here  comes  Thurio  :  now  mud  we  to  her  window 
And  give  fome  evening  mufic  to  her  ear. 

Enter  Thurio  and  Mnficians. 

Thu.  How  now,  fir  Protheus  ?  are  you  crept 
before  us  ?  1 

yJir-  §e?.tle  Thurio  8  for,  you  know,  that  love 
Will  creep  in  fervice  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thu.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  fir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

™     &!      .    d°;  °rdfe  1  would  be  hence. 
Ihu.  Whom?  Silvia? 

Pro.  Ay,  Silvia,— for  your  fake. 
ihu.  I  thank  you  for  your  own.  Now,  gentlemen, . 
Let  s  tune,  and  to  it  luftily  a  while 

1-  2 
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Enter  Hoft,  at  a  dijlance  ;  and  Julia  in  boy's  cloaths. 

Hoft.  Now,  my  young  gueft !  methinks  you're 
allycholly  ;  I  pray  you,  why  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Marry,  mine  hoft,  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry. 

Hojl,  Come,  we'll  have  you  merry :  I'll  bring 
you  where  you  {hall  hear  mufic,  and  fee  the  gen- 
tleman that  you  afk'd  for. 

Jul.  But  fhall  I  hear  him  fpeak  ? 

Hoft.  Ay,  that  you  fhall. 

Jul.  That  will  be  mufic. 

Hoft.  Hark!  hark! 

Jul.  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

Hojl.  Ay  :  but  peace,  let's  hear  'em. 

SONG. 

Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  fie, 

That  all  our  /wains  commend  her  ? 
Holy,  fair,  and  wife  is  JJie  j 

The  heavens  fuch  grace  did  lend  her, 
That  Jhe  might  admired  be. 

Is  Jhe  kind,  as  fie  is  fair  ? 
$         For  beauty  lives  with  kindnefs  : 

Loue  doth  to  her  eyes  repair,  * 
9%       To  help  him  of  his  blindnefs  * 

And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there. 

Then  to  Silvia  let- us  fing, 

That  Silvia  is  excelling  ; 
She  excells  each  mortal  thing, 

Upon  the  dull  earth, dwelling  : 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 

a 

Hoft.  How  now  ?  are  you  fadder  than  you  were 
before  ? 

How  do  you,  man?  the  rnufic  likes  you  not. 
Jul.  You  miftake  ;  the  mufic ian  likes  me  not. 
Hoft.  Why,  my  pretty  youth  ? 
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Jul.  He  plays  falfe,  father. 
Hoft.  How,  out  of  tune  on  the  firings? 
Jul.  Not  fo  ;*but  yet  fo  falfe,  that  he  grieves  my 
very  heart-firings. 

Hoft.  You  have  a  quick  ear. 

Jul.  Ay,  I  would   I  were  deaf !  it  makes  me 

have  a  flow  heart. 
Hoft.  I  perceive,  you  delight  not  in  munc. 
Jul.  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  fo. 
Hoft.  Hark,  what  fine  change  is  in  the  mufic  ! 
Jul.  Ay  ;  that  change  is  the  fpite. 
Hojl.  You  would  have  them  always  play  but  one 
thing. 

Jul.  I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 
But,  hoft,  does  this  fir  Protheus,  that  we  talk  on, 
Often  refort  unto  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Hoft.  I  tell  you  what,  Launce,  Ins  man,  told  me} 
he  lov'd  her  out  of  all  nick. 

Jul.  Where  is  Launce  ? 

Hoft.  Gone  to  feek  his  dog  ;  which,  to-morrow, 
by  his  mafler's  command,  he  rnufl  carry  for  a  pre- 
fent  to  his  lady. 

Jul.  Peace !  (land  afide,  the  company  parts. 

Pro.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  you  ;  I  will  fo  plead, 
That  you  {hall  fay,  my  cunning  drift  excels. 

Thu'.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Pro.  At  St.  Gregory's  well.  > 

Thu.  Farewell.  [Exeunt  Thurio  and  mujk* 

Silvia  appears  above,  at  her  window. 

Pro.  Madam,  good  even  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Sil.  1  thank  you  for  your  mufic,  gentlemen  : 
Who  is  that,  that  fpake  ? 

Pro.  One,  lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  heart's  truth. 
You'd  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 

Sil.  Sir  Protheus,  as  I  take  it.  i 

Pro.  Sir  Protheus,  gentle  lady,  and  your  fervant. 

Sil.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  yours* 
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Sil.  You  have  your  wifh  ;  my  will  is  even  this, — 
That  prefently  you  hie  you  home  to  bed, 
Thou  fubtle,  perjur'd,  falfe,  difloyal  man ! 
Think'ft  thou,  I  am  fo  (hallow,  fo  conceitlefs, 
l     To  be  feduced  by  thy  flattery, 

That  haft  deceived  fo  many  with  thy  vows  ? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  love  amends. 
For  me, — by  this  pale  queen  of  night,  I  fwear, 
I  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  requeft, 
That  I  defpife  thee  for  thy  wrongful  fuit ; 
And  by  and  by  intend  to  chide  myfelf, 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro.  I  grant,  fweet  love,  that  I  did  love  a  lady  : 
But  fhe  is  dead. 

Jul.  \Afide.~]  'Twere  falfe,  if  I  fhould  fpeak  it ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  fhe  is  not  buried. 

Sil.  Say,  that  fhe  be ;  yet  Valentine,  thy  friend, 
Survives ;  to  whom,  thyfelf  are  witnefs, 
I  am  betroth'd  ;  and  art  thou  not  afham'd 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  importunacy  ? 

Pro.  I  likewife  hear,  that  Valentine  is  dead. 

Sil.  And  fo,  fuppofe,  am  I ;  for  in  his  grave, 
Aifure  thyfelf,  my  love  is  buried. 

Pro.  Sweet  lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth. 

Sil.  Go  to  thy  lady's  grave,  and  call  her's  thence; 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  in  her's  fepulchre  thine. 

Jul.  LAfide.2  He  heard  not  that. 

Pro.  Madam,  if  that  your  heart  be  fo  obdurate, 
Vou&Jifafe  me  yet  your  pi£lure  for  my  love, 
The  picture  that  is  hanging  in  your  chamber; 
To  that  I'll  freak,  to  that  Til  figh  and  weep  ; 
^/jBor,  fince  the  fubftance  of  your  perfect,  felf 
mtj  Is  elfe  devoted,  I  am  but  a  fhadow  : 

And  to  your  fhadow  will  I  make  true  love. 

Jul.  \_Afidt.~\  If  'twere  a  fubftance,  you  w©uld? 
fure,  deceive  it, 
And  make  it  but  a  fhadow,  as  I  am. 


AH  IV.        TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA.         1  29 


Sil.  I  am  very  loth  to  be  your  idol,  fir  ; 
But,  fince  your  falfhood  fh?.ll  become  you  well 
To  worfhip  fhadows,  and  adore  falfe  fhapes, 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  I'll  fend  it : 


And  fo,"  good  reft. 

Pro,  As  wretches  have  o'er-night, 


That  wait  for  execution  in  the  morn. 

[Exeunt  Protheus  and  Silvia, 
Jul.  Hoft,  will  you  go? 
Hoft.  By  my  hallidom,  I  was  faft  afleep. 
Jut.  Pray  you,  where  lies  fir  Protheus? 
Hoft.  Marry,  at  my  houfe :  Trull  me,  I  think 
'tis  almoft  day. 

Jul.  Not  fo  ;  but  it  hath  been  the  longer!  night 
That  e'er  I  watch'd,  and  the  mofl  heavieft. 

[Exeunt, 

scene  nr. 

Enter  Eglamour. 

Egl.  This  is  the  hour  that  madam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  mind ; 
There's  fome  great  matter  fhe'd  employ  me  in. — 
Madam,  madam  ? 

Silvia,  above  at  her  window, 
Sil,  Who  calls  ? 

Egl.  Your  fervant,  and  your  friend; 
One  that  attends  your  ladyfhip's  command. 

Sil.  Sir  Eglamour,  a  thouland  times  good-morrow. 

Egl.  As  many,  wrorthy  lady,  to  yourfelf. 
According  to  your  ladyfhip's  impofe,  > 
I  am  thus  early  come  to  "know  what  fervice 
It  is  your  pleafure  to  command  me  in. 

Sil.  Q  Eglamour,  thou  art  a  gentleman, 
(Think  not  I  flatter,  for,  I  fwear,  I  do  not) 
Valiant,  wife,  remorfeful,  well  accomplifh'd. 
Thou  art  not  ignorant',  what  dear  good  will 
I. bear  unto  the  banifh'd  Valentine  ; 
Nor  how  my  father  would  enforce  me  marry 
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Vain  Thurio,  whom  my  very  foul  abhors. 
Thyfelf  haft  lov'd  :  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay, 
No  grief  did  ever  come  fo  near  thy  heart, 
As  when  thy  lady  and  thy  true  love  dy'd, 
Upon  whofe  grave  thou  vow 'ft  pure  chaftity. 
Sir  Eekrnour,  I  would  to  Yak  mine, 
*To  Mantua,  where,  I  hear,  he  makes  abode  ; 
And,  for  the  ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
I  do  defu  e  thy  worthy  company, 
Upon  whole  faith  and  honour  I  repofe. 
Urge  not  my  father's  anger,  Eglamour, 
But  think  upon  my  grief,  a  lady's  grief ; 
And  on  the  juftice  of  my  flying  hence, 
To  keep- me  from  a  moft  unholy  match, 
Which   heaven,  and  fortune,  ftill  reward  with 
plagues. 

I  do  defire  thee,  even  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  forrows,  as  the  fca  of  fands, 
To  bear  me  company,  and  go  with  me : 
If  not,  to  hide  what  I  have  faid  to  thee, 
That  1  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

Egl.  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances, 
Which  fince  I  know  they  virtuoufly  are  plac'd, 
I  give  confent  to  go  along  with  you  ; 
Recking  as  little  what  betideth  me, 
As  much  I  wifh  all  good  befortune  you. 
When  will  you  go  ? 

Sil.  This  evening  coming. 

Egl.  Where  fhall  I  meet  you? 

Sil.  At  friar  Patrick's  cell, 
Where  I  intend  holy  confeftion. 

Egl.  I  will  not  fail  your  ladyfhip  : 
Good-morrow,  gentle  lady. 

Sil.  Good-morrow,  kind  fir  Eglamour.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Launce  with  his  dog. 
When  a  man's  fcrvant  fhall  play  the  cur  with 
him,  look  you,  it  goes  hard  :  one  that  I  brought 
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up  of  a  puppy,  one  that  I  fav'd  from  drowning, 
when  three  or  four  of  his  blind  brothers  and  filters 
went  to  it  !  I  have  taught  him — even  as  one  would 
fay  precifely,  Thus  I  fhould  teach  a  dog.  I.;was 
lent  to  deliver  him,  as  a  prefent  to  mi  fire  fs  Silvia, 
from  my  mailer  ;  and  I  came  no  fooner  into  the 
dining  chamber,  but  he  fleps  me  to  her  trencher, 
and  fleals  her  capon's  leg.  O,  'tis  a  foul  thing, 
when  a  cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  companies! 
I  would  have,  as  one  fhould  fay,  one  that  takes 
upon  him  to  be  a  dog  indeed,  to  be,  as  it  were,  a 
dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had  not  had  more  wit  than 
he,  to  take  a  fault  upon  me  that  he  did,  I  think 
verily  he  had  been  hang'd  for 't ;  fure  as  I  live,  he 
had  fuffer'd  for  't  :  you  fhall  judge.  He  thrufts 
me  himfelf  into  the  company  of  three  or  four 
gentlemen-like  dogs  under  the  duke's  table  :  he  had 
not  been  there  (blefs  the  mark)  a  pi  fling  while, 
but  all  the  chamber  fmelt  him.  Out  with  the  dog, 
fays  one;  What  cur  is  that?  fays  another;  Whip 
him  out,  fays  the  third ;  Hang  him  up,  fays  the 
duke:  I,  having  been  acquainted  with  the  fmell 
before,  knew  it  was  Crab ;  and  goes  me  to  the 
fellow  that  whips  the  'dogs  :% Friend,  quoth  I,  you 
mean  to  whip  the  dog?  Ay,  marry,  do  I,  quoth  he* 
You  do  him  the  more  wrong,  qucth  I  ;  'twas  I  did  the 
thing  you  wot  of.  He  makes  no  more  ado,  but 
-  whips  me  out  of  the  chamber.  How  many  maflcrs 
would  do  this  for  their  fervant  ?  nay,  I'll  be  fworn 
I  have  fat  in  the  flocks  for  puddings  he  hath  flolen, 
otherwife  he  had  been  executed  :  I  have  flood  on 
the  pillory  for  geefe  he  hath  kill'd,  otherwife  he  had 
fuffer'd  for  't :  thou  think'ft  not  of  this  now  ! — 
Nay,  I  remember  the  tr  ek  vou  iefv'd  me,  when  I 
took  mv  leave  of  mad  .m  Silvia  ;  did  not  I  bid  thee 
flill  mark  me,  and  d  is  J  do  ?  When  didfl  thou 
fee  me  heave  up  my  kg,  and  make  water  agamfl  a 
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gentlewoman's  farthingale?  did  ft  thou  ever  fee  me 
do  fuch  a  trick  ? 

Enter  Protheus  and  Julia. 

rro.  Sebaftian  is  thy  name  ?  I  like  thee  well/ 
And  will  employ  thee  in  fome  fervice  prefently. 

Jul.  In  what  you  pleafe  ; —  Til  do,  fir,  what  I  can. 

Pro.  I  hope,  thou  wilt. — How  now,  you  whore- 
fon  peafant,  [To  Launcc. 

Where  have  you  been  thefe  two  days  loitering  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  fir,  I  carry 'd  miftrefs  Silvia  the 
dog  you  bade  me. 

Pro.  And  what  fays  fhe  to  my  little  jewel  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  fh»s  fays,  your  dog  was  a  cur  ;  and 
tells  you,  currifh  than£s  is  good  enough  for  fuch  a 
prefent. 

Pro.  But  fhe  receiv'd  my  dog  ? 

Laun.  No,  indeed,  fhe  did  not :  here  I  have 
brought  him  back  again. 

Pro.  What,  didft  thou  offer  her  this  from  me  ? 

Laun.  Ay,  fir  ;  the  other  fquirrel  was  ftol'n  from 
me  by  the  hangman's  boy  in  the  market-place  :  and 
then  I  offer'd  her  mine  own  ;  who  is  a  dog  as  big 
as  ten  of  yours,  and  therefore  the  gift  the  greater. 

Pro.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  dog  again, 
Or  ne'er  return  again  into  my  fight. 
Away,  I  fay  :  Stay'ft  thou  to  vex  me  here  ? 
A  Have,  that,  frill  an  end,  turns  me  to  fhame. 

[Exit  Launcc. 

Sebaftian,  I  have  entertained  thee, 
Partly,  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  youth, 
That  can  with  fome  difcretion  do  my  bufmefs, 
For  'tis  no  trufting  to  yon  foolifn  lowt ; 
But,  chiefly,  for  thy  face,  and  thy  behaviour  ; 
Which  (if  my  augury  deceive  me  not) 
Witnefs  good  bringing  up,  fortune,  and  truth : 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 
Go  prefently,  and  take  this  ring  with  thee, 
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Deliver  it  to  madam  Silvia  : 

She  lov'd  me  well,  deliver' d  it  to  me.  - 

jful.lt  feems,  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  token: 
She's  dead,  belike. 

Pro.  Not  £b ;  I  think  {he  lives. 

Jul.  Alas! 

Pro.  Why  doll  thou  cry,  alas  ? 

Jul.  I  cannot  chufe  but  pity  her. 

Pro.  Wherefore  {hduld'ft;  thou  pity  her? 

Jul.  Becaufe,  methinks,  that  {he  lov'd  you  as  well 
As  you  do  love  your  lady  Silvia  ; 
She  dreams  on  him,  that  has  forgot  her  love : 
You  doat  on  her,  that  cares  not  for  your  love. 
'Tis  pity  love  fhould  be  fo  contrary, 
And,  thinking  on  it,  makes  me  cry,  alas ! 

Pro.  Well,  give  her  that  ring,  and  therewithal 
This  letter  ; — that's  her  chamber. — Tell  my  lady, 
I  claim  the  promife  for  her  heavenly  picture. 
Your  meifage  done,  hie  home  unto  my  chamber, 
Where  thou  {halt  find  me  fad  and  folitary. 

[Exit  Protheus. 

Jul.  How  many  women  would  do  1'uch  a  meffage  ? 
Alas,  poor  Protheus  !  thou  had  entertain'd 
A  fox,  to  be  the  fhepherd  of  thy  lambs  : 
Alas,  poor  fool !  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  defpifeth  me  ? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifeth  me ; 
Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  mult  pity  him. 
This  ring  I  gave  him,  when  he  parted  from  me, 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will : 
And  now  I  am  (unhappy  me(fenger) 
To  plead  for  that,  which  I  would  not  obtain  ; 
To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd  ; 
To  praife  his  faith,  which  I  would  have  difprais'd. 
I  am  my  mailer's  true  confirmed  love ; 
But  cannot  be  true  fervant  to  my  matter, 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  traitor  to  myfelf. 

Vol.  I.  M  ' 
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Yet  will  I  woo  for  him  ;  but  yet  fo  coldly, 

As,  heaven  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  fpeed. 

Enter  Silvia, 

Gentlewoman,  good  day  !  I  pray  you,  be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  madam  Silvia. 

SiL  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  {he? 

Jul.  If  you  be  {he,  I  do  entreat  your  patience 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  meffage  I  am  fent  on. 

SiL  From  whom  ? 

Jul.  From  my  mailer,  fir  Protheus,  madam. 
Sil.  Oh  !  he  fends  you  for  a  picture  ? 
Jul.  Ay,  madam. 

SiL  .Urfula,  bring  my  pi£tu re  there. 

\PiElurt  brought. 
Go,  give  your  mafter  this  :  tell  him  from  me, 
One  Julia,  that  his  changing  thoughts  forget, 
Would  better  fit  his  chamber,  than  this  fhadow. 

Jul.  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufe  this  letter. 

 Pardon  me,  madam  ;  I  have  unadvis'd 

Deliver'd  you  a  paper  that  I  fhould  not ; 
This  is  the  letter  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Sil.  I  pray  thee,  let  me  look  on  that  again. 

Jul.  It  may  not  be  ;  good  madam,  pardon  me. 

Sil.  There,  hold. 
I  will  not  look  upon  your  matter's  lines : 
I  know,  they  are  {lufPd  with  proteftations, 
And  full  of  new-found  oaths  ;  which  he  will  break, 
As  eafily  as  I  do  tear  this  paper. 

Jul.  Madam,  he  fends  your  ladyfhip  this  ring. 

SiL  The  more  {hame  for  him,  that  he  fends  it  me ; 
For,  I  have  heard  him  fay  a  thoufand  times, 
His  Julia  gave  it  him  at  his  departure : 
Though  his  falfe  finger  hath  profan'd  the  ring, 
Mine  fhall  not  do  his  Julia  fo  much  wrong. 

Jul.  She  thanks  you. 

SiL  What  fay 'ft  thou? 

Jul.  I  thank  you,  madam,  that  you  tender  her : 
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Poor  gentlewoman  !  my  mafter  wrongs  her  much. 
Sil.  Doft  thou  know  her  ? 
Jul.  Almoft  as  well  as  I  do  know  myfelf : 
To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  do  proteft, 
.That  I  have  wept  an  hundred  feveral  times. 

Sil.  Belike,  fhe  thinks  that  Protheus  hath  forfook 
her. 

Jul.  I  think  fhe  doth ;  and  that's  her  caufe  of 

forrow. 
Sil.  Is  flie  not  patting  fair? 

Jul.  She  hath  been  fairer,  madam,  than  {he  is : 
When  fhe  did  think  my  mafter  lov'd  her  well, 
She,  in  my  judgment,  was  as  fair  as  you  ; 
But  fince  fhe  did  neglect  her  looking-glafs, 
And  threw  her  fun-expelling  mafk  away, 
The  air  hath  ftarv'd  the  rofes  in  her  cheeks, 
And  pinch'd  the  lily  tincture  of  her  face, 
That  now  fhe  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

Sil.  How  tall  was  fhe  ? 

Jul.  About  my  ftature :  for  at  Pentecoft, 
When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  were  play'd, 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  part, 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  madam  Julia's  gown ; 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  men's  judgment, 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me  : 
Therefore,  I  know  fhe  is  about  my  height. 
And,  at  that  time,  I  made  her  weep  a-good. 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part : 
Madam,  'twas  Ariadne,  paflioning 
For  Thefeus'  perjury,  and  unjuft  flight ; 
Which  I  fo  lively  a&ed  with  my  tears, 
That  my  poor  miftrefs,  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly  ;  and  would  I  might  be  dead, 
If  I  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  forrow  ! 

Sil.  She  is  beholden  to  thee,  gentle  youth : — 
Alas,  poor  lady  !  defolate  and  left ! — 
I  weep  myfelf,  to  think  upon  thy  words. 
Here,  youth,  there  is  my  purfe  ;  I  give  thee  this 
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For  thy  fweet  miftrefs'  fake,  becaufe  thou  lov'fthcr. 
Farewell.  \  Exit  Silvia. 

Jul.  And  fhe  fhall  thank  you  fort,  if  e'er  you 
know  her. — 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman,  mild  and  beautiful. 
I  hope,  my  mailer's  fuit  will  be  but  cold, 
Since  fhe  relpc&s  my  miftrefs'  love  fo  much. 
Alas,  how  love  can  trifle  with  itfelf  ! 
Here  is  her  pifture  :  Let  me  fee  ;  I  think, 
*  If  I  had  fuch  a  tire,  this  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  her's  : 
And  yet  the  painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unlefs  I  flatter  with  myfelf  too  much. 
Her  hair  is  auburn,  mine  is  perfect  yellow  : 
If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  love, 
I'll  get  me  fuch  a  colour d  periwig. 
Her  eyes  arc  grey  as  glafs  :  and  fo  are  mine  ; 
Ay,  but  her  forehead's  low  ;  and  mine's  as  high* 
What  fhould  it  be,  that  he  refpecls  in  her, 
But  I  can  make  refpe&ive  in  myfelf, 
If  this  fond  love  were  not  a  blinded  god? 
Come,  fhadow  come,  and  take  this  fhadow  up, 
For  'tis  thy  rival.    O  thou  fenfelefs  form, 
Thou  fhalt  be  worfhipp'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd  andador'd  ; 
And,  were  there  fenfe  in  his  idolatry, 
My  fubftance  fhould  be  flatue  in  thy  ftead. 
I'll  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  miftrefs'  fake, 
That  us'd  me  fo  ;  or  elfe,  by  Jove  I  vow, 
I  fhould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  unfeeing  eyes, 
To  make  mymafterout  of  love  with  thee.  \_Exit. 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Near  the  Friar9 s  cell,  in  Milan. 

Enter  Eglamour. 

Egl.  HPHE  fun  begins  to  gild  the  wefbern  fky  ; 

X    And  now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  friar  Patrick's  cell,  fhould  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail  ;  for  lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time  ; 
So  much  they  fpur  their  expedition. 
See,  where  fhe  comes  :  Lady,  a  happy  evening,  . 

Enter  Silvia, 

Sil.  Amen,  amen !  go  on,  good  Eglamour,  . 
Out  at  the  poftern  by  the  abbey- wall ; 
I  fear,  I  am  attended  by  fome  fpies. 

Egl.  Fear  not :  the  foreft  is  not  three  leagues  off ; 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  palace. 
Enter  Thurio,  Protheus,  and  Julia. 

Thu.  Sir  Protheus,  what  fays  Silvia  to  my  fuit  ? 
Pro.  Oh,  fir,  I  find  her  milder  than  fhe  was  ; 
And  yet  fhe  takes  exceptions  at  your  perfon. 
Thu.  What,  that  my  leg  is  too  long  ? 
Pro.  No  ;  that  it  is  too  little. 
Thu.  I'll  wear  a  boot,  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder. 
Pro.  But  love  will  not  be  fpur'd  to  what  it  loaths. 
Thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  face  ? 
Pro.  She  fays  it  is  a  fair  one. 

Thu.  Nay,  then  the  wanton  lies  ;  my  face  is  black.  . 

Pro.  But  pearls  are  fair  5  and  the  old  faying  is, 
"  Black  men  are  pearls  in  beauteous  b  dies'  eyes." 

Jul.  'Tis  true,  fuch  pearls  as  put  out  ladies'  eyes  ; 
For  I  had  rather  wihk,  thir.  lock  dh  them.  \  A  fide.  . 
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Thu.  How  likes  fhe  my  difcourfe  ? 
Pro.  Ill,  when  you  talk  of  war. 
Thu.  But  well,  when  I  difcourfe  of  love,  and 
peace  ? 

Jul.  But  better,  indeed,  when  you  hold  your 
peace.  \_Afide. 

Thu.  What  fays  fhc  to  my  valour  ? 

Pro.  Oh,  fir,  fhe  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 

Jul.  She  needs  not,  when  The  knows  it  cow- 
ardice. \_Afide. 

Thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  birth  ? 

Pro.  That  you  are  well  deriv'd. 

Jul.  True;  from  a  gentleman  to  a  fool.  [_Afidc, 

Thu.  Confiders  fhe  my  poffeflions  ? 

Pro.  O,  ay  ;  and  pities  them. 

Thu.  Wherefore  ? 

Jul.  That  fuch  an  afs  fhould  owe  them.  [Afide. 
Pro.  That  they  are  out  by  leafe. 
Jul.  Here  comes  the  duke. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  How  now,  fir  Protheus  ?  how  now, 
Thurio  ? 

Which  of  you  faw  lir  Eglamour  of  late  ? 
Thu.  Not  I. 
Pro.  Nor  I. 

Duke.  Saw  you  my  daughter  ? 
Pro.  Neither. 

Duke.  Why,  then  fhe's  fled  unto  that  peafant 
Valentine ; 
And  Eglamour  is  in  her  compare, 
'Tis  true;  for  friar  Laurence  met  them  both, 
As  he  in  penance  wander'd  through  the  foreft : 
Him  he  knew  well,  and  guefs'd  that  it  was  fhe  ; 
But,  being  maik'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it ; 
Befides,  {he  did  intend  confeffion 
At  Patrick's  cell  this  even  ;  and  there  fhe  was  not ; 
Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence. 
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Therefore,  I  pray  you,  (land  not  to  difcourfe, 
But  mount  you  prefently  ;  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  rifmg  of  the  mountain-foot 
That  leads  towards  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled  : 
Difpatch,  fweet  gentlemen,  and  follow  me. 

[Exit  Duke. 

Thu.  Why,  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevifh  girl, 
That  flies  her  fortune  when  it  follows  her  : 
Til  after  ;  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  Eglamour, 
Than  for  the  love  of  recklefs  Silvia. 

Pro.  And  I.  will  follow,  more  for  Silvia's  love, 
Than  hate  of  Eglamour  that  goes  with  her. 

Jul.  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofs  that  love, 
Than  hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  love. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

The  Forejl. 
Enter  Silvia  and  Out-laws. 

Out.  Come,  come; 
Be  patient,  we  mull  bring  you  to  our  captain. 

Sil.  A  thoufand  more  mifchances,  than  this  one, 
Have  learn'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 

2  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away. 

1  Out.  Where  is  the  gentleman  that  was  with  her  ? 

3  Out.  Being  nimble-footed,  he  hath  out-run  us  ; 
But  Moyfes,  and  Valerius,  follow  him. 

Go  thou  with  her  to  the  weft  end  of  the  wood, 
There  is  our  captain  :  we'll  follow  him  that's  fled  ; 
The  thicket  is  befet,  he  cannot  'fcape. 

l  Out.  Come,  I  muft  bring  you  to  our  captain's 
cave : 

Fear  not ;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind, 
And  will  not  ufe  a  woman  lawlefsly. 

SiL  O  Valentine,  this  I  endure  for  thee  \ 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IV. 

The  Out-laws'  cave  in  theforejl. 
Enter  Valentine, 
Vol,  How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ! 
This  fhadowy  defart,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourifhing  peopled  towns : 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any, 
And,  to  the  nightingale's  complaining  notes, 
Tune  my  diftreffes,  and  record  my  woes. 
O  thou,  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  breaft, 
Leave  not  the  manfion  fo  long  tenantlefs  ; 
Left,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall, 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was  ! 
Repair  me  with  thy  prefence,  Silvia  ; 
Thou  gentle  nymph,  cherifh  thy  forlorn  fwain  !  — 
What  hallooing  and  what  ftir  is  this  to-day? 
Thefe  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  wills  their  laws, 
Have  fome  unhappy  paffenger  in  ehace  : 
They  love  me  well ;  yet  I  have  much  to  do, 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages. 
Withdraw  thee,  Valentine  ;  who's  this  comes  here  ? 

[VaL  Jleps  afide. 

Enter  Protheus,  Silvia  and  Julia. 

Pro.  Madam,  this  fervice  have  I  done  for  you, 
(Though  you  refpecr.  not  ought  your  fervant  doth) 
To  hazard  life,  and  refcue  you  from  him, 
That  wou'd  have  forc'd  your  honour  and  your  love. 
Vouchfafe  me  for  my  meed  but  one  fair  look  ; 
A  fmaller  boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
And  lefs  than  this,  I  am  hire,  you  cannot  give. 

VaL  How  like  a  dream  is  this,  I  fee,'  and  hear ! 
Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  a  while.  \_Afide. 

SiL  O  miferable,  unhappy  that  I  am ! 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you,  madam,  ere  I  came  : 
But,  by  my  coming,  I  have  made  you  happy. 
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SiL  By  thy  approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moftunhappy. 

Jul,  And  me,  when  he  approachcth  to  your  pre- 
fence.  \_Afide, 

SiL  Had  I  been  feized  by  a  hungry  lion,  " 
I  would  have  been  a  breakfaft  to  the  beaft, 
Rather  than  have  falfe  Protheus  reicue  me. 
Oh,  heaven  be  judge,  how  I  love  Valentine, 
Whofe  life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  foul ; 
And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be) 
I  do  deteft  falfe  perjur'd  Protheus  : 
Therefore  be  gone,  folicit  me  no  more. 

Pro,  What  dangerous  action,  flood  it  next  to  death, 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  look  ? 
Oh,  'tis  the  curfe  in  love,  and  ftill  approv'd, 
When  women  cannot  love,  where  they're  belov'd. 

Sit,  When  Protheus  cannot  love,  where  he's 
belov'd. 

Read  over  Julia's  heart,  thy  fir  ft  beft  love, 

For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  didft  then  rend  thy  faith 

Into  a  thoufand  oaths  :  and  all  thofe  oaths 

Defcendcd  into  perjury,  to  love  me. 

Thou  haft  no  faith  left  now,  unlefs  thou  had  ft  two, 

And  that's  far  worfe  than  none ;  better  have  none 

Than  plural  faith,  which  is  too  much  by  one  : 

Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  friend ! 

Pro,  In  love, 
Who  refpe&s  friend? 

SiL  All  men  but  Protheus. 

Pro,  Nay,  if  the  gentle  fpirit  of  moving  words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form, 
Til  woo  you  like  a  foldier,  at  arms  end  ; 
And  love  you  'gainft  the  nature  of  love,  force  you0 

SiL  Oh  heaven ! 

Pro.  I'll  force  thee  yield  to  my  defire. 
VaL  Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  touch ; 
Thou  friend  of  an  ill  fafhion  ! 
Pro,  Valentine  ! 
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Val.  Thou  common  friend*  that's  without  faith 
or  love ; 

(For  fuch  is  a  friend  now)  treacherous  man  ! 

Thou  haft  beguil'd  my  hopes  ;  nought  but  mine  eye 

Could  have  perfuaded  me :  Now  I  dare  not  fay, 

I  have  one  friend  alive  ;  thou  wouldft  difprove  me. 

Who  fhould  be  trufted,  when  one's  own  right  hand 

Is  perjur'd  to  the  bofom  ?  Protbeus, 

I  am  forry,  I  mufb  never  truft  thee  more, 

But  count  the  world  a  flranger  for  thy  fake. 

The  private  wound  is  deeper! :  Oh  time,  moffc  curft ! 

'Monglt  all  foes,  that  a  friend  fhould  be  the  worft ! 

Pro.  My  fhame  and  guilt  confounds  me. — 
Forgive  me,  Valentine  !  if  hearty  forrow 
Be  a  fufficient  ranfom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here  ;  I  do  as  truly  fufrer, 
As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

V al.  Then  I  am  paid  ; 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honed  : 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  fatisfy'd, 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth  ;  for  thefe  are  pleas'd  *, 
By  penitence  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeas'd  :       .  ; 
And,  that  my  love  may  appear  plain  and  free, 
Ail,  that  was  mine  in  Silvia,  I  give  thee. 
'  Jul.  Oh  me  unhappy  !  [Faints. 

Pro.  Look  to  the  boy. 

Val.  Why,  boy !  why  wag !  how  now  !  what  is 
the  matter  ! 
Took  up  ;  fpeak. 

Jul.  O  good  fir,  my  mafter  charg'd  me 
To  deliver  a  ring  to  madam  Silvia ; 
Which,  out  of  my  neglect.,  was  never  done. 

Pro.  Where  is  that  ring,  boy  ? 

Jul.  Here  'tis:  this  is  it.  [Gives  a  ring. 

Pro.  How  !  let  me  fee  : 
Why  this  is  the  ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 

Jul.  Oh,  cry  your  mercy,  fir,  I  have  mi  (look  : 
This  is  the  ring  you  fent  to  Silvia.  [Shews  another  ring. 
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Pro.  But  how  cam' ft  thou  by  this  ring  ?  At  my 
depart, 
I  gave  this  unto  Julia. 

Jul.  And  Julia  herfelf  did  give  it  me  ; 
And  Julia  herfelf  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  How  !  Julia  ? 

Jul.  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  oaths, 
And  entertain'd  them  deeply  in  her  heart  : 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root  ? 
Oh  Protheus,  let  this  habit  make  thee  blufh ! 
Be  thou  afham'd,  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodeft  rayment  ;  if  fhame  live  m 
In  a  difguife  of  love  : 
It  is  the  lefler  blot,  modefty  finds, 
W omen  to  change  their  fhapes,  than  men  their  minds. 

Pro.  Than  men  their  minds  !  'tis  true :  oh  heaven  ! 
were  man 

But  conftant,  he  were  perfect  :  that  one  error 
Fills  him  with  faults  ;  makes  him  run  through  all  fins  : 
Inconftancy.  falls  off,  ere  it  begins  : 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face,  but  I  may  fpy 
More  frefh  in  Julia's  with  a  conftant  eye  ? 

Vol.  Come,  come,  a  hand  from  either  ; 
Let  me  be  bleft  to  make  this  happy  clofe  ; 
'Twere  pity  two  fuch  friends  fhould  long  be  foes. 

Pro.  Bear  witnefs,  heaven, 
I  have  my  wifh  for  ever. 

Jul.  And  I  mine. 

Enter  Out-laws,  with  Duke  and  Thurio.  < 

Out.  A  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize ! 

Val.  Forbear,  forbear,  I  fay  ;  it  is  my  lord  the  duke. 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  difgrae'd, 
Banifhed  Valentine. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine  ! 

Thu.  Yonder  is  Silvia  ;  and  Silvia's  mine. 

VaL  Thurio,  give  back,  or  elfe  embrace  thy  death  ; 
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Come  not  within  the  meftfikre  of  my  wrath  : 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine  ;  if  once  again, 
Milan  {hall  not  behold  thee.    Here  fhe  ftands, 
Take  but  poiTerlion  of  her  with  a  touch  5 — 
I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  love.- — 

Tku.  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I  ; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 
His  hoay  for  a  girl  that  loves  him  not  : 
I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  fhe  is  thine. 

Duke.  The  more  degenerate  and  bafe  art  thou, 
To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done, 
And  Jea^e  her  on  fuch  flight  conditions. — 
Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  fpirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thfee  worthy  of  an  emprefs'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs, 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again. 
Plead  a  new  ftate  in  thy  unrival'd  merit, 
To  which  I  thus  fubfcrihe,- — Sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  gentlemanJ^Ind  well  deriv'd  ; 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  defer  v'd  her. 

Veil.  I  thank  your  grace ;  the  gift  hath  made  mc 
happy. 

I  now  befeech  you,  for  your  daughter's  fake, 
To  grant  one  boon  that  1  (hall  afk  of  you. 

Duke.  I  grant  it,  for  thine  own,  whatever  it  be. 

Val.  Thefe  banifh'dmen^  that  I  have  kept  withal. 
Are  men  endu'd  with  worthy  qualities; 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  them  be  recalled  from  their  exile  : 
They  are  reform'd,  civil,  full  of  good, 
And  fit  for  great  employment,  worthy  lord. 

Duke.  Thou  haft  prevail'd:  I  pardon  them  and  thee; 
Difpofe  of  them,  as  thou  know'ft  their  delerts. 
Come,  let  us  go  ;  we  will  include  all  jars 
"With  triumphs^  mirth,  and  rare  folemnity. 

Val.  And,  as  Ave  wdk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
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With  our  difcourfe  to  make  your  grace  to  fmile. 
What  think  you  of  this  page,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.l  think  the  boy  hath  grace  in  him;  he  blufhes. 

Veil.  I  warrant  you.  my  lord  ;  more  grace  than  boy. 

Duke.  What  mean  you  by  that  faying  ? 

Vat.  Pleafe  you,  I'll  tell  you  as  we  pafs  along, 
That  you  will  wonder,  what  hath  fortuned. — 
Come,  Protheus  :  'tis  your  penance,  but  to  hear 
The  ftory  of  your  loves  discovered  : 
That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  (hall  be  yours ; 
One  feafh,  one  houfe,  one  mutual  happinefs. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


NOTE. 

In  this  play  there  is  a  ftrange  mixture  of  knowledge  and  igno- 
rance, of  care  and  negligence.  The  verification  is  often  excellent, 
the  allufions  are  learned  and  juft  ;  but  the  author  conveys  hi* 
heroes  by  fea  from  one  inland  town  to  another  in  the  fame  coun- 
try ;  he  places  the  emperor  at  Milan,  and  fends  his  young  men 
to  attend  him,  but  never  mentions  him  more;  he  makes  Protheus, 
after  an  interview  with  Silvia,  fay  he  has  only  iecn  her  picture; 
and,  it  we  may  credit  the  old  copies,  he  has  by  miftaking  places, 
left  his  fcenery  inextricable.  Thereafon  of  all  this  confufion  feems 
to  be,  that  he  took  his  (lory  from  a  novel,  which  he  fSmetimes 
followed,  and  fometimes  forfook,  fomeiimcs  remembered,  and 
fometimes  forgot. 

That  this  play  is  rightly  attributed  to  Shakjpeare  I  Irave  little 
doabt.  If  it  be  taken  from  him,  to  whom  fhall  it  be  given.  This 
<]ue"ftion  may  be  afked  of  all  the  difputed  plays,  except  Titus 
Andronicns  ;  and  it  will  be  found  more  credible  that  Skakfpeare 
might  fometimes  fink  below  his  higheft  flights,  than  that  any 
other  fhould  life  up  to  his  loweft. 

Johnfin. 

THE  END. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED?" 


Sir  John  Falftaff. 


Fenton. 
Shallow i  a  country  jufh'ce. 
Slender,  coufin  to  Shallow. 
Mr.  Page,  1  tWQ  gentiemen  dwelling  at  Windfor. 


mx.Jbord,)  a 
Sir  Hugh  Evans,  a  Welch  parfon. 
Dr.  Caius,  a  French  do£lor. 
Hoft  of  the  Gaiter. 

Bardolph. 


Piftol. 
Nym. 

Robin,  page  to  Falftaff. 

William  Page,  a  boy,  fon  to  Mr.  Page. 

Simple,  fervant  to  Slender. 

Rugby,  fervant  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs,  Page. 
Mrs.  Ford. 

Mrs.  Anne  Page,  daughter  to  Mr.  Page,  in  love 

with  Fenton. 
Mrs.  Quickly,  fervant  to  Dr.  Caius. 


SCENE,  Windfor,  and  the  parts  adjacent. 


Servants,  to  Page,  Ford,  Sec. 
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-  Before  Page's  houfe  in  Wind/or. 

Enter  jfujlice  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Sir  Hugh  Evans* 

ShaL  O  IR  Hugh,  perfuade  me  not  :  I  will  make 
O  a  Star-chamber  matter  of  it :  if  he  were 
twenty  Sir  John  Falftaffs,  he  {hall  not  abufe  Ro- 
bert Shallow,  Efquire. 

Slen.  In  the  county  of  Glofler,  juftice  of  peace, 
and  coram. 

ShaL  Ay,  coufin  Slender,  and  cuftalorum. 

Slen.  Ay,  and  ratalorwm  too  ;  and  a  gentleman 
born,  matter  parfon  ;  who  writes  himfelf  armigero  / 
in  any  bill,  warrant,  quittance,  or  obligation  armi- 
gero. 

ShaL  Ay,  that  I  do ;  and  have  done  any  time 
thele  three  hundred  years. 

Slen.  All  his  fucceffors,  gone  before  him,  have 
done't  ;  and  all  his  anceftors,  that  come  after  him, 
may  :  they  may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in  their 
coat. 

ShaL  It  is  an  old  coat. 

Eva.  The  dozen  white  loufes  do  become  an  old 
coat  well ;  it  agrees  well,  paffant  :  it  is  a  familiar 
beaft  to  man,  and  fignihes — love. 

ShaL  The  luce  is  the  frefh  nfh  ;  the  fait  nfh  is  an 

pld  xoat. 
Slen.  I  may  quarter,  coz. 
ShaL  You  may,  by  marrying. 
Eva%  It  is  marring,  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 
N  2 
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Shal.  Not  a  whit. 

Eva,  Yes,  py'r-lady  :  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your  N 
coat,  there  is  but  three  fkirts  for  yourfelf,in  my  fi tri- 
ple conjectures  :  but  that  is  all  one  :  If  fir  John  Fal- 
ftaff  have  committed,  difparagements  unto  you,  I  am 
of  the  church,  and  will  be  glad  to  do  my  benevolence, 
to  make  atonements  and  compromifes  between  you. 

Shal.  The  council  fhall  hear  it ;  it  is  a  riot. 

Eva.  It  is  not  meet  the  council  hear  of  a  riot ; 
there  is  no  fear  of  Got  in  a  riot :  the  council,  look 
you,  fhall  defire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not  to 
hear  a  riot  ;  take  your  vizaments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha !  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the 
fword  fhould  end  it. 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and 
end  it :  and  there  is  alfo  another  device  in  my  prain, 
which,  peradventure,  prings  good  discretions  with 
it  :  There  is  Anne  Page,  which  is  daughter  to 
mafter  George  Page,  which  is  pretty  virginity. 

Slen.  Miftrefs  Anne  Page?  fhe  has  brown  hair, 
and  fpeaks  fmall  like  a  woman. 

Eva.  It  is  that  very  perfon  for  all  the  'orld,  as  juft 
as  you  will  defire  ;  and  feven  hundred  pounds  of 
monies,  and  gold,  and  filver,  is  her  grandfire,  upon 
his  death's-bed,  (Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  refurrec- 
tions  !)  give,  when  fhe  is  able  to  overtake  Seventeen 
years  old  :  it  were  a  goot  motion,  if  we  leave  our 
pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a  marriage  between 
mafter  Abraham  and  miftrefs  Anne  Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  grandfire  leave  her  feven  hundred 
pounds  ? 

Eva.  Ay.  and  her  father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny. 
Slen.  I  know  the  young  gentlewoman  ;  fhe  has 
good  gifts. 

Eva.  Seven  hundred  pounds,  and  poilibilities,  is 
#|  good  gifts. 

Shal.  Well,  let  us  fee  honeft  mafter  Page:  Is 
FalftafT  there  ? 
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JEi/d.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie  ?  I  do  defpife  a  liar,  as 
I  do  defpife  one  that  is  fdfe;.'or,  as  I  defpife  one 
that  is  not  true.  The  knight,  fir- John,  is  there  ; 
and,  I  befeech  you,  be  ruled  by.  your  well-willers. 
I  will  peat  the  door  [Kjiocks.j  for  mafter  Page. 
What,  hoa  !  Got  plefs  your  houfe  here  ! 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Who's  there  ? 

Eva.  Here  is  Got's  -pie fling,  and  your  friend  and 
juftice  Shallow  :  and  here  is  young  .mafter  Slender, 
that,  peradventures,  fhall  tell  you. another  tale,  if 
matters  grow  to  your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhips  well;  I  thank 
you  for  my  venifon,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Mafter  Page,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you:  Much 
good  do  it  your  good  heart !  I  wifh'd  your  venifon 
better  ;  it  was  ill  kill'd  : — How  doth  good  miftrefs 
Page  ?  .and  I  thank  you  always  with  my  heart,  la  ; 
with  my  heart. 

Page.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Shal.  Sir,  I  thank  you  ;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 

Page.  I  am  glad,  to  fee  you,  good  mafter  Slender. 

Slen.  How  does  your  fallow  greyhound,  fir?  i 
heard  fay  he  was  out-run  on  Cotfale. 

Page.  It  could  not  be  judg'd,  hr. 

Slen.  You'll  not  confefs,  you'll  not  confefs. 

S/ial.  That  he  will  not  ; — 'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your 
fault : — 'Tis  a  good  dog. 

Page.  A  cur,  fir. 

Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  dog,  and  a  fair  dog;  can 
there  be  more  faid  ?  he  is  good,  and  fair. — Is  fir 
John  Falftafthcrc? 

Page.  Sir,  he  is  within  ;  and  I  would  I  could  do 
a  good  office  between  you. 

Eva.  It  is  fpoke  as  a  chriftians  ought  to  fpeak. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  mafter  Page. 

Page.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confefs  it. 
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ShaL  If  it  be  confefs'd,  it  is  not  redrefs'd  ;  is  not 
that  fo,  mafter  Page?  He  hath  wror tg?d  ;ne -in- 
deed he  hath  ; — at  a  word,  he  hath  ;--b  .iieve  me — 
Robert  Shallow,  efquire.  faith  he  is  wrong'd. 

Page,  Here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  Nym,  and  Piftol. 

Fal.  Now,  mafter  Shallow  ;  you'll  complain  of 
me  to  the  king  ? 

ShaL  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  kill'd 
my  deer,  and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

Fal.  But  not  kifs'd  your  keeper's  daughter  ? 

ShaL  Tut,  a  pin  !  this  fhall  be  anfwer  d. 

Fal  I  will  anfwer  it  ftrait  ;  1  have  done  all 

this  :«  That  is  now  anfwer'd. 

ShaL  The  council  fhall  know  this. 

Fat.  'Twere  better  for  you,  if  'twere  known  in 
counfel  you'll  be  laughed  at. 

Eva.  Pauca  verba,  fir  John  ;  good  worts. 

FaL  Good  worrs  !  good  cabbage  : — -Slender,  I 
broke  your  head  ;  What  matter  have  you  again  ft  me  ? 

Skn.  Marry,  fir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  againft 
you  ;  and  againft  your  coney-catching  rafoais,  Bar- 
dolph,  Nym,  and  Piftol. 

Bar.  You  Banbury  cheefe  ! 

Slcn.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Pi/t.  How  new,  Mephoftophilus  ? 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I  lay!  pauca,  pauca  j  flice !  that's 
jny  "humour. 

Skn.  Where's  Simple,  my  man? — can  you  tell, 
coufm  ? 

Eva.  Peace,  I^pray  you  !  Now  let  us  underftand  : 
There  is  three  umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand  : 
that  is — mafter  Page,  Jidxlic'ei^  mafter  Page  ;  and  there 
is  myfelf,  fidelicet,  myfelf ;  arid  the  three  party  is, 
laftly  and  finally,  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Pav;e.  We  three  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  them. 
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Eva.  Fer^  gopt  :  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my 
note-bock  :  and  we  will  afterwards  'ork  upon  the 
caufe.  with  as  great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal,  Piilol.— 

Pift.  He  hears  with  ears. 

Eva,  The  tevil  and  his  tarn  !  what  phraife  is  this, 
H'  hears  with  ear  ?  Why,  it  is  affectations. 

Pal,  Piftol,  did  you  pick  mafter  Slcnder's  purfe  ? 

Sk?i,  Ay,  hy  thefe  gloves,  did  he,  (or  I  would  I 
might  never  come  in  mine  own  great  chamber  again 
rdtfe)  of  feven  groats  in  mill-fixpences,  and  two  Ed- 
ward fnoveUboards  ;  that  coft  me  two  (hillings  and 
two-pence  a-piece  of  Yead  Miller,  by  thefe  gloves. 

Fal.  Is  this  true,  Piftol  ? 

Eva.  No  ;  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a  pick-purfe. 

Pifl,  Ha,  thou  mountain- foreigner  ! — Sir  John, 
and  mafter  mine, 
I  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilboe  : 
Word  of  denial  in  thy  labra's  here. 
Word  of  denial  :  froth  and  fcum,  thou  ly'ft. 

Slen.  By  thefe  gloves,  then,  'twas  he. 

Nym,  Be  afdvis'd,  Sir,  and  pafs  good  humours : 
I  will  fay,  marry  trap,  with  you,  if  you  run  the  nut- 
hook's  humour  on  me  ;  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slen,  By  this  hat,  then,  he  in  the  red  face  had  it  : 
for  though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you 
made  me  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  afs. 

Fal.  What  fay  you,  Scarlet  and  John. 

Bard,  Why,  fir,  for  my  part,  I  fay,  the  gentle- 
man had  drunk  himTelf  out  of  his  five  fentences. 

Eva,  It  is  his  five  fenfes  :  he,  what  the  ignorance  is  ! 

Bard.  And  being  fap,  fir,  was,  as  they  fay,  ca- 
fhier'd  ;  and  fo  conclufions  pafs'd  the  careires. 

Slen.  Ay,  you  fpake  in  Latin  then  too  ;  but  'tis 
no  matter  :  I'll  never  be  drunk  whilft  I  live  again, 
but  in  honeft,  civil,  godly  company,  for  this  trick  : 
if  I  be  drunk,  I'll  be  drunk  with  thofe  that  have 
the  fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken  knaves. 
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Eva.  So  Got  'udge  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  mind. 
Fal.  You  hear  all  thefe  matters  deny'd,  gentle- 
men ;  you  hear  it. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Anne  Page  zoith  wine;  mijlrefs  Ford 
and  mifirefs  Page  following. 
Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in  ;  we'll 
drink  within.  \_Exit  Anne  Page. 

Slen.  O  heaven. !  this  is  miftrefs  Anne  Page. 
Page*  How  now,  miflrefs  Ford  ? 
FaL  Miu.efs  Ford,  by  my  troth,  you  are  very 
well  met  :  by  your  leave,  good  miftrefs. 

\_Kiffing  her. 

Page.  Wife,  bid  thefe  gentlemen  welcome ; — — 
Come,  we  have  a  hot  veni  Ion  pafly  to  dinner ;  come, 
gentlemen,  I  hope,  wc  fhall  drink  down  all  unkind- 
nefs.  [Exit  all  but  Shal.  Slend.  and  Evans. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  than  forty  {hillings,  1  had  my 
book  of  fongs  and  fonnets  here  ;  

Enter  Simple. 

How  now,  Simple  ;  where  have -you  been  ?  I  muft 
wait  on  myfelf,  muft  I  ?  You  have  not  the  book  of 
riddles  about  you,  have  you? 

Sim.  Book  of  riddles  !  why,  did  you  not  lend  it 
to  Alice  Shortcake  upon  Allhallewmas  laft,  a  fort- 
night afore  Michaelmas  ? 

Shal.  Come,  coz  ;  come,  coz ;  we  flay  for  you, 
A  word  with  you,  "coz  ;  marry  this,  coz  :  There  is, 
as  'twere  a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  off 
by  fir  Hugh  here — do  you  underftand  me  ? 

Slen.  Ay,  fir,  you  fhall  find  me  reafonable  j0(  it 
be  fo,  I  fhall  do  that  that  is  reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  but  underftand  me. 

Slen.  So  I  do,  fir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  motions,  mailer  Slender:  I  will 
defcription  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 
Slen.'  Nay,  I  will  do,  as  my  coufm  Shallow  fays: 
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I  pray  you,  pardon  me  ;  he's  a  j  aft  ice  of  peace  in 
his  country,  fimple  though  I  ftand  here. 

Eva.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion  ;  the  queftion 
is  concerning  your  marriage. 

Slen.  Ay,  there's  the  point,  fir. 

Eva.  Marry  is  it ;  the  very  point  of  it ;  to  mif- 
trefs  Anne  Page. 

Shal.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  marry  her,  upon 
any  reafonable  demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affection  the  'oman  ?  let  us 
command  to  know  that  ©f  your  mouth,  or  of  your 
lips  ;  for  divers  philofophers  hold,  that  the  lips  is 
parcel  of  the  mouth  :  Therefore,  precifely,  can  you 
carry  your  good-will  to  the  maid  ? 

Shal.  Coufm  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her? 

Skn.  I  hope,  fir,  1  will  do,  as  it  (hail  become 

one  that  would  do  reafon. 

Eva,  Nay,  Got's  lords  and  his  ladies,  you  muft 
fpeak  po lli table,  if  you  can  carry  her  your  defires 
towards  her. 

Shal.  That  you  muft  :  Will  you,  upon  good  dowry, 
marry  her  ? 

Slen.  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that,  upon  , 
your  requeft,  coufin,  in  any  realon.  ~ 

Shal.  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  fweet 
coz  ;  what  I  do,  is  to  pleafure  you,  coz  :  Can  you 
love  the  maid  ? 

Slen.  I  will  marry  her,  fir,  at  your  requeft  ;  but  if 
there  be  no  great  love  in  the  beginning,  yet  heaven 
may  decreafe  it  upon  better  acquaintance,  when  we 
are  jfcny'd,  and  have  more  occahon  to  know  one 
anotner :  I  hope,  upon  familiarity  will  grow  more 
contempt :  but  if  you  fay,  marry  her,  I  will  marry 
her,  that  I  am  fre  :ly  diffolved  and  diffolutely. 

Eva.  It  is  a  fery  difc  retion  anfwer  ;  fave,  the 
faul'  is  iii  the  'ort  diffolutely  :  the  'ort  is.  according 
to  our  meaning,  refolutely  ;  his  meaning  is  good. 
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ShaL  Ay,  I  think  my  cbufm  meant  well. 
Men.  Ay,  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hanged  la. 

Re-enter  Anne.  Page,    -  ' 

ShaL  Here  comes  fair  miftrefs  Anne  : — Would  I 
were  young,  for  your  fake,  miftrefs  Anne  J 

Anne.  The  dinner  is  on  the  table;  my  father  Je- 
fires  your  worfhip's  company. 

ShaL  I  will  wait  on  him,  fair  miftrefs  Anne. 

Eva.  Od's  pleffed  will !  I  will  not  be  abfence  at 
the  grace.  [Fx.  ShaL  and  Evans.' 

Anne.  Will't  pleafe  your  worfhip  to  come  in,  fir? 

Slen.  No,  I  thank  you,  foriooth,  heartily ;  I  'dm.* 
very  well. 

Anne.  The  dinner  attends  you,  fir. 

Slen.  I  am  net  -a --hungry,  I  thank  you,  forfooth : 

 Go,  iirrah,  for  all  you  are  my  man,  go,  wait!  upon 

my  court  n  -Shallow:  [Exit  Simple.']  A  jufHce;Lof 
peace  fometime  may  he  beholden  to  his  friend  for  a 
man  : — I  keep  but  three  men  and  a  boy  *yct,  till  rny 
mother  be  dead:.  But  what  though?  yet  I  live  like 
a  poor  gentleman  born. 

Anne.  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  worfhip  : 
they  will  not  fit  till  you  cere. 

Slen.  Pfaith,  I'll  eat  nothing:  I  thank  you  as 
much  as  though  I  did. 

Anne.l  pray  you,  fir,  walk  in.  : 

">$kril  JP  W  raWeV ;walk  Ttei^~ri Fl  tmttk-  ¥l 
Brti!sM\riT^  ffliri'th^  BfliM4  dAyJw^th^lyj^ 
m$.  dagger  with  ^ffiSftfe  r of  feide J  4lfre? Vene^  for 
a  difh  of  ftcw'd  pruens  :  and.  by  my  tioth,  l^pnot 
abide  the*  frrrell  of  hot  meat  fmce.  Why  do  your 
dogs  bark  To  1  be  there  bears  i*  the  town  ? 

Anne.  I  think  there  are,  fir  ;  I  heard  them  talk'dof. 

Slen.  I  love  the  fport  well;  but  I  "{hall,  as  foorjc 
quarrel  at  it,  as  any  man  in  England :— — You  arc 
afraid,  if  you.  fee  the  bear  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 

Anne.-  Ay,  indeed,  fir. 
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Slen.  That's  meat  and  drink  to  mc  now  :  I  have 
feen  Sackerfon  loofe  twenty  times  ;  and  have  taken 
him  by  the  chain  :  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  women 
have  fo  cry'd  and  fhriek'dat  it,  that  it  pafs'd  : — but 
women,  indeed,  cannot  abide  'em  ;  they  are  very 
ill-favour'd  rough  things. 

Re-enter  Page. 

Page.  Come,  gentle  mafter  Slender,  come ;  we 
flay  for  you. 

Slen.  I'll  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Page.  By  cock  and  pye,  you  fhall  not  choofc, 
fir :  come,  come. 

Slau  Nay,  pray  you,  lead  the  way. 

Page.  Come  on,  fir. 

Sl'.n.  Miftrefs  Anne,  yourfelf  fhall  go  firft. 
Anne.  Not  I,  fir ;  pray  you,  keep  on. 
Slen.  Truly,  I  will  not  go  firft ;  truly-la  ;  I  will  . 
not  do  you  that  wrong. 
Anne.  I  pray  you,  fir. 

Slen.  I'll  rather  be  unmannerly,  than  trouble  - 
feme  :  you  do  yourfelf  wrong,  indeed-la.  [^Exeunt: 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 
Eva.  Go  your  ways,  and  afk  of  Dr.  Caius'*  houfe, 
which  is  the  way ;  and  there  dwells  one  miftrefs 
Quickly,  whiclvis  in  the  manner  of  his  nurfe,  or 
his  dry  nurfe,  or  his  cook,  or  his  laundry,  his  wafher, 
and  his  wringer. 
fkip.  Well,  fir. 
j^a.  Nay,  it  is  petter  yet  : — give  her  this  letter; 
for  it  is  a  'oman  that  altogether's  acquaintance  with 
miftrefs  Anne  Page;  and  the  letter  is,  to  defire  and 
require  her  to  folicit  your  mailers  defires  to  miftrefs 
Anne  Page  :  I  pray  you  be  gone  ;  I  will  make  an  end  . 
of  my  dinner  :  there's  pippins  and  checfc  to  come. 

[  Excu  n  t  fever  a  lly  • 

Vol.1.  O 
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S    C    E    N    £  III. 

The  Garter  inn. 

Enter  Falftaff,  Hojl,  Bardolph,  Nym,PiJiol,and  RfiUn. 

Fal.  Mine  hoft  of  the  garter. — 

Hojl.  What  fays  my  bully-rook  ?  fpeak  fcholarly, 
and  wifely. 

Fal.  Truly,  mine  hoft,  I  muft  turn  away  fomc 
of  my  followers, 

Hojl.  Difcard,  bully  Hercules  ;  cafhier  :  let  them 
wag ;  trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  pounds  a  week. 

Hojl.  Thou'rt  an  emperor,  Csefar,  Keifar,  and 
Pheezar.  I  will  entertain  Bardolph ;  he  fbali  draw, 
he  fhall  tap :  faid  I  well,  bully  He&or  ? 

Fal.  Do  to,  good  mine  hoft. 

Hojl.  I  have  fpoke ;  let  him  follow  :  Let  me  fee 
thee  froth,  and  lime  ;  I  am  at  a  word ;  follow. 

[Exit  Hojl. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  follow  him  ;  a  tapfter  is  a  good 
trade  :  An  old  cloak  makes  a  new  jerkin ;  a  wi- 
ther'd  ferving-man,  a  frefh  tapfter :  Go;  adieu. 

Bard.  It  is  a  life  that  I  have  defir'd  :  I  will  thrive, 

[Exit.  Bard. 

Pi/l.  O  bafe  Gopgarian  wight!  wilt  thou  the 
fpigot  wield  ? 

Nym,  He  was  gotten  in  drink :  Is  not  the  hu- 
mour conceited  ?  His  mind  is  not  heroic,  and  there's 
the  humour  of  it. 

Fal.  I  am  glad,  I  am  fo  acquit  of  this  tinderJfc| ; 
his  thefts  were  too  open  :  his  filching  was  li^Km 
unfkilful  finger,  he  kept  not  time. 

Nym.  The  good  humour  is,  to  fteal  at  a  minute's  reft. 

Pifi.  Convey,  the  wife  it  call;  Steal!  foh :  a 
fico  for  the  phrafe  \ 

Fal.  Well,  firs,  I  am  almoft  out  at  heels, 

Fiji.  Why  then,  let  kibes  enfuc. 
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FaL  There  is  no  remedy ;  I  muft;  cony-catch,  I 
rnuft  fhift. 

Pift.  Young  ravens  muft  have  food. 
FaL  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  town  ? 
Pift.  I  ken  the  wight ;  he  is  of  fub fiance  good. 
FaL  My  honeft  lads,I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  about. 
Pift.  Two  yards,  and  more. 

FaL  No  quips  now,  Piftol :  Indeed,  I  am  in  the 
waift  two  yards  about  :  but  I  am  now  about  no 
wafte ;  I  am  about  thrift..  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to 
make  love  to  Ford's  wife  ;  I  fpy  entertainment  in 
her ;  {he  difcourfes,  fhe  carves,  fne  gives  the  leer  of 
invitation  :  I  can  conftrue  the  aftion  of  her  familiar 
ftile  ;  and  the  hardeft  voice  of  her  behaviour,  to  be 
Englifh'd  rightly,  is,  I  am  jir  John  Falftaff's. 

Fiji.  He  hath  ftudy'd  her  will,  and  tranflated 
her  will ;  out  of  honefly  into  Englifh. 

Nym*  The  anchor  is  deep  :  will  that  humour  pafs  ? 

FaL  Now,  the  report  goes,  (he  has  all  the  rule  of 
her  hufband's  purfe  ;  fhe  hath  a  legion  of  angels. 
Pift.  As  many  devils  entertain;  and,  To  her,  boy,  fay  I. 

Nym.  The  humour  rifes  ;  it  is  good  :  humour  me 
the  angels. 

FaL  I  have  writ  me  here  a  letter  to  her  :  and  here 
another  to  Page's  wife  ;  who  even  now  gave  me  good 
eyes  too ;  examin'd  my  parts  with  moft  judicious 
eyliads  ;  fometimes  the  beam  of  her  view  gilded  my 
foot,  fometimes  my  portly  belly. 

Pift.  Then  did  the  fun  on  dung-hill  fhine. 

Nym.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humour. 
+faL  O,  fhe  did  fo  courfe  o'er  my  exteriors  with 
fuch  a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye 
did  feem  to  fcorch  me  up  like  a  burning-ghfs !  Here's 
another  letter  to  her  :  fhe  bears  the  purfe  too  ;  fhe  is 
a  region  in  Guiana,  all  gold  and  bounty.  I  will  be 
cheater  to  them  both,  and  they  fhall  be  exchequers  to 
me;  they  fhall  be  my  Eaft  and  Weft-Indies,  and  I 
will  trade  to  them  both.  Go,  bear  thou  this  letter. to 
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miftrefs  Page  ;  and  thou  this  to  mi  lire  fs  Ford  :  we 
wrill  thrive,  lack,  we  will  thrive. 

Pift.  Shall  f  fir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become, 
And  by  my  fide  wear  fteel  ?  then,  Lucifer  take  all] 

Nym,  I  will  run  no  bale  humour  :  here,  take  the 
humour  letter  \  I  will  keep  the  haviour  of  reputation. 

<  Fal.  Hold,  firrah,  bear  you  thefe  letters  tightly  ; 
Sail  like  my  pinnace  to  thelL  golden  fhores. 

*  [To  Robin. 

Rogues,  hence,  avaunt !  vanifh  like  hail-Hones,  go  ! 
Trudge,  plod,  away,  o'  the  hoof ;  feek  flielter,  pack  ! 
FalftafF  will  learn  the  humour  of  this  age,  M 
French  thrift,  you  rogues  :  myfelf,  and  fkirted  page. 

[Exeunt  Fal  ft  off  and  Boy. 

Fiji.  Let  vultures  gripe  thy  guts !  for  gourd, 
and  fullam  holds : 
And  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor : 
Teller  I'll  have  in  pouch,  when  thou  {halt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk ! 

Nym.  I  have  operations  in  my  head,  which  be 
humours  of  revenge. 

Pift.  Wilt  thou  revenge  ? 

Nym.  By  welkin,  and  her  flar ! 

Pift.  With  wit,  or  fteel  ? 

Nym.  With  both  the  humours,  I  : 
I  will  difcufs  the  humour  of  this  love  to  Ford. 

Pift.  And  I  to  Page  {hall  eke  unfold, 
How  Falftaff,  varlet  vile, 

His  dove  will  prove,  his  gold  will  hold> 
And  his  loft  couch  defile. 

Nym.  My  humour  fhall  not  cool  :  I  will  inconfe 
Ford  to  deal  with  poifon  ;  I  will  pofTefs  him  with 
yellownefs,  for  the  revolt  of  mien  is  dangerous ; 
that  is  my  true  humour. 

Pift.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  malecontents :  I  fe- 
cond  thee  ;  troop  on, 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 
Dr.  Caius's  houfe. 
Filter  Mrs.  Quickly,  Simple,  and  John  Rugby, 

Quic.  What;  John  Rugby  [- — I  pray  thee7  go  to 
the  cafement,  and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  mafler,  mafler 
Doctor  Caius,  coming  :  if  he  do,  i'faith,  and  find 
any  body  in  the  houfe,  here  will  be  an  old  abufing 
of  God's  patience,  and  the  king's  Englifh. 

Rug.  I'll  go  watch,  [Exit  Rugby . 

Quic.  Go  ;  and  we'll  have  a  pofTet  for 't  foon  at 
nigHt,  in  faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  fea-coal  fire.  An 
honed,  willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever  fervant  fl 
come  in  houfe  withal  ;  and,  I  warrant  you,  no  tel  U 
tale,  nor  no  breed-bate  :  his  word  fault  is,  that  he 
is  given  to  prayer ;  he  is  fomething  peevifh  that 
Way  ;  but  no  body  but  has  his  fault  ; — but  let  that 
pals.    Peter  Simple,  you  lay  your  name  is  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

Quic.  And  mafler  Slender's  your  mafter  ? 

Sim,  Ay,  forfooth. 

Quic.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  beard,  like 
a  glover's  paring-knife  ? 

Sim.  No,  forfooth  :  he  hath  but  a  little  wee  face, 
with  a  little  yellow  beard  ;  a  Cain-colour'd  beard. 

Quic.  A  foftiy-fp righted  man,  is  he  not  ; 

Sim.  Ay,  forfooth :  but  he  is  as  tall  a  man  of  his 
hands,  as  any  is  between  this  and  his  head  ;  he  hath 
fought  with  a  warrcner. 

Quic.  How  fay  you  ?  oh,  I  fhould  remember 

him  ;  Does  he  not  hold  up  his  head,  as  it  were  ? 
and  ftrut  in  his  gait  ? 

Sim.  Yes,  indeed,  does  he. 

Quic.  Well,  heaven  fend  Anne  Page  no  worfe  for- 
tune I  Tell  mafter  parfon  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  tn 

for  your  mafter  ;  Anne  is  a  good  girl,  and  I  wifh-  

O  2 
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Re-enter  Rugby. 

Rug.  Out,  alas !  here  comes  my  mafter. 

Quic.  We  fhall  all  be  fhent :  Run  in  here,  good 
young  man  :  go  into  this  clofet.  [Shuts  Simple  in 
the  clofet. ~]  He  will  not  ftay  long. — What,  John 
Rugby!  John,  what,  John,  I  fay! — Go,  John,  go 
enquire  for  my  mafter ;  I  doubt,  he  be  not  well, 
that  he  comes  not  home  : — and  down,  down,  a-down-a, 
Sec.  [_Sings. 

Enter  Doclor  Caius. 

Caius.  Vat  is  you  fmg  ?  I  do  not  like  defe  toys ; 
Pray  you,  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  clofet  an  boitier 
verd  j  a  box,  a  green-abox;  do  intend  vat  I  fpeak? 
•a  green-a  box. 

Oicic.  Ay,  forfooth,  I'll  fetch  it  you. 
I  am  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf :  if  he  had  found 
the  young  man,  he  would  have  been  horn-mad. 

\_Afidt. 

Caius.  Fe,  fe,  fe,  ft !  ?na  foi,  il  fait  fort  chaud. 

Jt  m'en  vai  d  la  Cour,  la  grande  affaire. 

Quic.  Is  it  this,  Sir  ? 

Caius.  Ouy,  mettez  le  an  mon  pecket :  Depechez, 
quickly  : — Vere  is  dat  knave  Rugby? 
Quic.  What,  John  Rugby  !  John  ! 
Rug.  Here,  Sir. 

Caius.  You  are  John  Rugby,  and  you  are  Jack 
PvUgby :  Come,  take-a  your  rapier,  and  come  after 
my  heel  to  de  court. 

Rug.  'Tis  ready,  Sir,  here  in  the  porch. 

Caius.  By  my  trot,  I  tarry  too  long  : — Od's  me  ! 
Qu'ay  j'oublie  ?  dere  is  feme  limplts  m  r  v  clofet, 
dat  I  vill  not  for  the  v?rld  I  fhall  leave  behind, 

Quic.  Ah  me !  he'll  find  the  young  man  there, 
and  be  mad. 

Caius.  0  diable,  diable  !  vat  is  in  my  clofet? — 
Villaine,  Larron  !  Rugby,  my  rapier. 

[Pulls  Simple,  out  of  the  clofH, 
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Quic.  Good  mafter,  be  content. 

Caius.  Vercfore  fhall  I  be  content-a  ? 

Qukl  The  young  man  is  an  honed  mar-. 

Caius.  Vat  fhall  de  honeft  man  do  in  my  clofet  ? 
dere  is  no  honeft  man  dat  fhall  come  in  my  clofet  ? 

Quic.  I  befeech  you.  be  not  fo  flegmatic  ;  hear  the 
truth  of  it.  He  came  of  an  errand  to  me  from  par- 
fon  Hugh. 

Caius.  Veil. 

Sim.  Ay,  forfooth,  to  defire  her  to  

Quic.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Caius.  Peace-a  your  tongue  :  Speak-a  your  tale. 

Sim.  To  clelire  this  honeft  gentlewoman,  your 
maid,  to  fpeak  a  good  word  to  miftrefs  Anne  Page 
for  my  mafter  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Quic.  This  is  all,  indeed-la  ;  but  I'll  never  put 
my  finger  in  the  fire,  and  need  not.  I 

Caius.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a  you  ? — Rugby,  bailkz 
me  fome  paper  :  Tarry  you  a  little  while. 

Quic.  I  am  glad  he  is  fo  quiet :  if  he  had  been 
thoroughly  moved,  you  fhould  have  heard  him  fo 
loud,  and  fo  melancholy ; —but  notwithftanding,  man, 
I'll  do  for  your  mafter  what  good  I  can  :  and  the  very 
yea  and  the  no  is,  the  French  do£ior,  my  mafter. — 
I  may  call  him  my  mafter,  look  you,  for  I  keep  his 
houfe ;  and  I  wTalh,  wring,  brew,  bake,  fcour,  drefs 
meat  and  drink,  make  the  beds,  and  do  all  myfelf. 

Sim,  'Tis  a  great  charge,  to  come  under  one  bo- 
dy's hand.  ^ 

Quic.  Are  you  avis'cl  o'that  ?  you  fhall  find  it 
a  great  charge :  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late  ; — 
but  notwithftandmg,  (to  tell  you  in  your  ear ;  I  would ' 
have  no  words  of  it)  my  mafter  himfelf  is  in  love  with 
miftrefs  Anne  Page:  but  notwithftanding  that, — I 
know  Anne's  mind, — that's  neither  here  nor  there. 

Caius.  You  jack'nape;  give-a  dis  letter  to  Sir  Hugh; 
by  gar,  it  is  a  fhallenge  :  I  will  cut  his  throat  in  dc 
park;  and  I  vill  teach  a  fcurvy  jack-a-napc  pricft  to 
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meddle  or  make  : — you  may  be  gone  ;  it  is  not  good 
you  tarry  here  : — by  gar,  I  vill  cut  all  his  two  ftones  ; 
by  gar,  he  fhall  not  have  a  ftone  to  trow  at  his  dog. 

\_Exit  Simple. 

Quic.  Alas,  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Catus.  It  is  no  matter-a  for  dat:  do  you  not 

tell-a  me  dat  I  fhall  have  Anne  Page  for  myfelf  ? — 
by  gar,  I  will  kill  de  jack  prieft ;  and  I  have  ap- 
pointed mine  hoft  of  d'e  Jarterre  to  meafure  our 
weapon  ; — by  gar,  I  vill  myfelf  have  Anne  Page. 

Quic.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  (hall  be 
well :  we  inuft  give  folks  leave  to  prate  :  What,  the 
goujere  ! 

Cains.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  vit  me  :  By 

gar,  if  I  have  not  Anne  Page,  I  fhall  turn  your 
head  out  of  door : — Follow  my  heells,  Rugby. 

[Ex.  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Quic.  You  fhall  have  An  fools-head  of  your  own. 
No,  I  know  Anne's  mind  for  that :  never  a  woman 
in  Windfor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind  than  I  do  ; 
nor  can  do  more  than  I  do  with  her,  I  thank  heaven. 

Ftnt.  [Within.']  Who's  within  there,  ho? 

Quic.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  come  near  the  houfc, 
I  pray  you. 

Enter  Mr.  Fen  ton, 

Ftnt.  How  now.  good  woman;  how  do  ft  thou  ? 
Quic.  The  better  that  it  pleafcs  your  good  wor- 
ihip  to  afk. 

Ftnt.  What  news?  how  does  pretty  miflrefs  Anne  ? 

Quic.  In  truth,  fir,  and  fhe  is  pretty,  and  honefr, 
and  gentle,  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell 
you  that  by  the  way,  I  praife  heaven  for  it. 

Fent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  thinkeft  thou  ?  fhall 
I  not  lofe  my  fuit  ? 

Quic.  Troth ,  fir,  all  is  in  his  hands  above ;  but 
notwithftsnding,  mafter  Fenton,  I'll  be  fworn  on 
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a  book,  fhc  loves  you  :  Have  not  your  worfnip 

a  wart  about  your  eye  ? 

Fent.  Yes,  marry,  have  I  ;  what  of  tliat  ? 

(hide.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale  : — good  faith, 
it  is  fuch  another  Nan, — but  I  detefl,  an  honed  maid 
as  ever  broke  bread  : — We  had  an  hour's  talk  of  that 
wart  ;-— I  {hall  never  laugh  but  in  that  maid's  com- 
pany !—  But  indeed  the  is  given  too  much  to  alii- 

cholly  and  muring  ;  But  for  you — W ell  go  to. 

Fent.  Well,  I  {hall  fee  her  to-day  ;  Hold,  there's 
money  for  thee  ;  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf; 
if  thou  feeft  her  before  me,  commend  me — 

Onie.  Will  I  ?  ay,  faith,  that  we  will :  and  I 
will  tell  your  worfhip  more  of  the  wart,  the  next 
time  we  have  confidence  ;  and  of  other  wooers. 

Fent.  Well,  farewell;  I  am  in  great  hafle  now. [Ex it. 

Ouic.  Farewell  to  your  worfhip. — Truly,  an.  ho- 
ne ft  gentleman ;  but  Anne  loves  him  not  ;  I  know 
Anne's  mind  as  well  as  another  does  :  Out  upon't ! 
what  have 'I  forgot  ?  [Exit* 

ACT    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  Page's  Honfe. 
Enter  Mijlrefs  Page  with  a  Letter. 

Mijlrefs  Page.  T  T  THAT,  have*.!  'fcap'd  lovc- 
V  V     letters  in  the  holy-day-time 
of  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now  a  fubjeft  for  them? 
Let  me  fee  ; 

AJk  me  no  reafon  why  I  love  you  ;  for  though  love 
ufe  reafon  for  his  precifan,  he  admits  him  not  for 
his  counftllor :  you  are  not  young,  no  more  am  I;  go 
to  then,  there's  fympathy  :  you  arc  merry,  fo  am  I  ; 
Ha  !  ha  !  then  there's  more  fympathy  :  you  love  Jack  > 
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and  jo  do  I:  Would  you  defire  better  fympathy  ?  let 
it  Juffice  thee,  miftrefs  Page,  ( at  the  leaf,  if  the  love 
of  a  foldier  can  fufficej  that  I  love  thee.  I  will  not 
fay ,  pity  me,  'tis  not  a  foldier -like  phrafe  ;  but  I  fayy 
love  me,    By  me, 

Thine  ozvn  true  knight, 

By  day  or  night, 

Or  any  kind  of  light, 

With  all  his  might 

For  thee  to  fight.  John  FalftafF. 

What  a  Herod  of  Jewry  is  this  ?  O  wicked, 

wicked  world  ! — one  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to 
pieces  with  age,  to  fhew  himfelf  a  young  gallant  ! 
What  an  unweigh'd  behaviour  has  this  Flernifh 
drunkard  pick'd  (with  the  devil's  name)  out  of  my 
converfation,  that  he  dares  in  this  manner  a  Hay  me  ? 
Why,  he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my  company  ? — 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  him  ? — I  was  then  frugal  of 
my  mirth  : — heaven  forgive  me  ? — Why,  I'll  exhi- 
bit a  bill  in  the  Parliament  for  the  putting  down  of 
men.  How  {hall  I  be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  re- 
veng'd  I  will  be,  as  fure  as  his  guts  are  made  of 
puddings. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Ford. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Miftrefs  Page  i  trull  me,  I  was  going 
to  your  houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  And,  truft  rae,  I  was  coming  to  you, 
You  look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  that ;  I  have 
to  fhew  to  the  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.  'Faith,  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  I  do  then  ;  yet,  I  fay,  I  could 
fhew  you  to  the  contrary  :  O,  miftrefs  Page,  give 
me  fome  counfel  ! 

Mrs.  Page.  What's  the  matter,  woman  ? 

Mrs,  Ford.  O  woman,  if  it  were  not  for  one  trif  - 
ling refpeft,  I  could  come  to  fuch  honour  ! 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  the  trifle,  woman  ;  take  the  ho- 
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nour  :  What  is  it  ? — difpenfe  with  trifles  ; — what 
is  it? 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eter- 
nal moment,  or  fo,  I  could  be  knighted. 

Mrs.  Page.  What  ? — thou  lieft ! — Sir  Alice  Ford! 
— Thefe  knights  will  hack  ;  and  fo  thou  fhouldft 
not  alter  the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  burn  day-light here,  read,  read: 
— perceive  how  i  might  be  knighted.— -I  fhall  think 
the  worfe  of  fat  men,  as  long  as  I  have  an  eye  to 
ir  make  difference  of  men's  liking:  And  yet  he  would 
not  fwear  ;  prais'd  women's  modefty  ;  and  gave  fuch 
orderly  and  well-behav'd  reproof  to  all  uncomeli- 
nefs,  that  I  would  have  fwom  his  difpofition  would 
have  gone  to  the  truth  of  his  words  :  but  they  do 
no  more  adhere,  and  keep  place  together,  than  the 
hundredth  pfalm  to  the  tune  of  Green  Sleeves. 
What  tempeft,  I  trow,  threw  this  whale,  with  fo 
many  tuns  of  oil  in  his  belly,  afhore  at  Windfor? 
How  fhall  I  be  revenged  on  him  ?  I  think,  the  beft 
way  were  to  entertain  him  with  hope,  till  the  wick- 
ed fire  of  luff,  have  melted  him  in  his  own  greafe. 
 Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Letter  for  letter ;  but  that  the  name 
of  Page  and  Ford  differs! — To  thy  great  comfort 
in  this  myftery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  the  twin-bro- 
ther of  thy  letter  :  but  let  thine  inherit  firft  :  for 
I  proteft,  mine  never  fnall.  I  warrant,  he  hath  a 
i.  thoufand  of  thefe  letters,  writ  with  blank  fpace  for 
different  names,  (fure  more)  and  thefe  are  of  the 
fecond  edition  :  He  will  print  them  out  of  doubt : 
for  he  cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  prefs,  when 
he  would  put  us  two.  I  had  rather  be  a  giantefs 
and  lie  under  mount  Pelion.  Well,  I  will  find  you 
twenty  lafcivious  turtles,  ere  one  chafte  man, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame  ;  the  very 
hand,  the  very  words  :  What  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

Mrs.  Page*  Nay,  I  know  not ;  It  makes  me  al~ 
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mcft  ready  to  wrangle  with  inine  own  honefty.  I'll 
entertain  myfelf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted 
withal;  for,  fure,  unlefs  he  knew  fome  ftrain  in  me, 
that  I  know  not  myfelf,  he  would  never  have 
boarded  me  in  this  fury. 

-  Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  you  it  ?  I'll  be  fure  to 
keen  him  above  deck.  ,* 

r 

Mrs.  Page.  So  will  I  ;  if  he  come  under  my 
hatches,  I'll  never  to  fea  again.  Let's  be  reveng'd 
on  him ;  let's  appoint  him  a  meeting ;  give  him  a 
{hew  of  comfort  in  his  fuit ;  and  lead  him  on  with 
a  fine  baited  delay,  till  he  hath  pawn'd  his  horfes  to 
mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford..  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  a  61  any  villainy 
againft  him  that  may  not  fully  the  charinefs  of  our 
honefty.  Oh,  that  my  hufband  faw  this  letter  !  it 
would  give  eternal  food  to  his  jealoufy. 

Mrs.  Page.  \\  hy,  look,  where  he  comes  :  and  my 
good  man  too  :  he's  as  far  from  jealoufy,  as  I  am  from 
giving  him  caufe :  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an  unmcafur- 
ablc  diftance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mrs.  Page.  Let's  conmit  together  againft  this 
greafy  knight :  Come  hither.  \_lji,ey  retire. 

Enter  Ford  zvith  PifloL  Page  with  Nym. 

Ford.  Well,  I  hope  it  be  not  fo. 

Pifi.  Hope  is  a  curtail-dog  in  lome  affairs  : 
Sir  John  affects  thy  wife.  * 

Ford.  Why,  fir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Piji.  He  wooes  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and 
•   poor,  ^ 
Both  young  and  old.  one  with  another,  Ford  ; 
Ke  loves  thy  gally-mawfi  y  ;  Fol  d,  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  wife  ? 

Piji.  With  liver  burning  hot :  Prevent,  or  go  thou, 
Like  Sir  A&xon  he,  with  Rlugwood  at  thy  heels  : —  • 
O,  odious  is  the  name  ! 
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Ford.  What  name,  fir  ? 
Fiji.  The  horn,  I  fay  :  Farewell. 
Take  heed ;  have  open  eye  ;  for  thieves  do  foot  by 
night : 

Take  heed,  ere  furnmer  comes,  or  cuckoo-birds  do 

fing.  

Away,  fir  corporal  Nym. 

Believe  it,  Page ;  he  fpeaks  fenfe.         [Exit  Pijlol. 

Ford.  I  will  be  patient  ;  I  will  find  out  this. 

Nym.  [Speaking  to  Page.']  And  this  is  true  ;  I  like 
not  the  humour  of  lying.  He  hath  wrong'd  me  in 
fome  humours :  I  fhould  have  borne  the  humour'd 
letter  to  her ;  but  I  have  a  fword,  and  it  fhall  bite 
upon  my  necefhty.  He  loves  your  wife  ;  there's 
the  fhort  and  the  long.  Mv  name  is  corporal  Nym, 
I  fpeak,  and  I  avouch.  'Tis  true  ; — my  name  is 
Nym,  and  FalftafF  loves  your  wife. — Adieu  !  I  love 
not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheefe  ;  and  there's  the 
humour  of  it.    Adieu.  [Exit  Nym. 

Page.  The  humour  of*it,  quoth  a' !  here's  a  fellow 
frights  humour  of  its  wits. 

Ford.  I  will  feek  out  Falfhaff. 

Page.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling,  affecting 
rogue. 

Ford.  If  I  do  find  it,  well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Cataian,  though 
the  pried  o'the  town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 
Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  fellow  :  Well. 
Page.  Hov/  now,  Meg  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Whither  go  you,  George  ? — Hark  you. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  Tweet  Frank  ?  why  ait 
thou  melancholy  ? 

Ford.  I  melancholy!  I  am  not  melancholy. — Get 
you  home,  go. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Faith,  thou  haft  fome  crotchets  in  thy 
head  now. — Will  you  go,  miftrefs  Page? 

Mrs.  Page.  Have  with  you. — You'll  come  «4p 

Vol.  I.     .  P 
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dinner,  George? — Look,  who  comes  yonder  :  fhe 
ihall  be  our  meffenger  to  this  paltry  knight. 

[  A fide  to  Mrs.  Ford. 
Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Trufc  me,  I  thought  on  her  :  fhe'll  fit  it. 
Mrs.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter 
A,nne  ? 

Ojuic.  Ay,  fcrfooth :  And  I  pray,  how  does  good 
rniftrefs  Anne  ? 

Airs.  Page.  Go  in  with  us,  and  fee ;  we  have  an 
hour's  talk  with  you. 

[Ex.  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Page.  How  now,  mafter  Ford  ? 

Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me ;  did 
you  not  ? 

Page.  Yes  ;  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me  ? 

Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang  'em,  flaves  !  I  do  not  think  the  knight 
would  offer  it :  but  thefe^  that  accufe  him  in  his 
intent  towards  our  wives,  are  a  yoke  of  his  difcarded 
men  ;  very  rogues,  now  they  be  out  of  fervice. 

.Ford.  Were  they  his  men  ? 

Page.  Marry,  were  they. 

Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. — Does 
lie  lie  at  the  Garter  ? 

Page.  Ay,  marry,  does  he.  If  he  fhould  intend 
his  voyage  towards  my  wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe 
to  him  ;  and  what  he  gets  more  of  her  than  {harp 
words,  let  it  lie  on  my  head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  wife ;  but  I  wTould 
be  loth  to  turn  them  together :  A  man  may  be  too 
confident :  I  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head  ; 
I  cannot  be  thus*fatisfied. 

Page.  Look,  where  my  ranting  hoft  of  the  Garter 
comes :  there  is  cither  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money 
in  his  purfe,  when  he  looks  fo  merrily.- — How, 
now,  mine  hod  ? 
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Enter  Ho  ft  and  Shallow.. 

Hofi.  How,  now,  bully-rook  ?  thou'rt  a  gentle- 
man :  cavalero-juftice,  I  fay. 

Shal.  I  follow,  mine  holt,  I  follow.  Good  even, 
and  twenty,  good  mailer  Page!  Mafter  Page,  will 
you  go  with  us  ?  we  have  fport  in  hand. 

Hofi.  Tell  him,  cavalero-juftice  ;  tell  him,  bully- 
rook  ! 

Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought  between 
fir  Hugh  the  Welch  prieft,  and  Caius  the  French 
doclor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  hofi  o'  the  Garter,  a  word  with 
you. 

Hofi.  What  fay'ft  thou,  bully-rook  ? 

[They  go  a  little  a  fide. . 

Shal.  [To  Page.]  Will  you  go  with  us  to  behold 
it  ?  My  merry  hofi  hath  had  the  meafuring  of  their 
weapons;  and,  I  think,  he  hath  appointed  them 
contrary  places:  for,  believe  me,  I  hear  the  parfon 
is  no  jefter.  Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what  our  fport 
fhall  be. 

Ho  ft.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  again  ft  my  knight,  my 
gueft-cavalier  ? 

Ford.  None,  I  proteft  :  but  I'll  give  you  a  pottle 
of  burnt  fack  to  give  me  recourfe  to  him,  and  tell 
him,  my  name  is  Brook,  only  for  a  jeft. 

Hofi.  My  hand,  bully :  thou  malt  have  egrefs 
and  regrefs;  laid  I  well?  and  thy  name  fhall  be 

Brook  :  It  is  a  merry  knight.  Will  you  go  an-* 

heirs  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  hoft. 

Page.  I  have  heard,  the  Frenchman  hath  good 
fkill  in  his  rapier. 

Shal.  Tut,  fir,  I  could  have  told  you  more  :  In 
thefe  times  you  ftand  on  di fiance,  your  paftes,  ftoc- 
cado's,  and  I  know  not  what  :  'tis  the  heart,  mafter 
Page  ;  'tis  here,  'tis  here.  I  have  feen  the  time, 
with  my  long  fword,  I  would  have  made  you  four 
tall  fellows  fkip  like  rats. 
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Hoft.  Here,  boys,  here,  here !  fhall  we  wag  ? 

Page.  Have  with  you : — I  had  rather  hear  them 
fcold  than  fight.        [Exeunt  Hojl,  Shallow  and  Page. 

Ford.  Though  Page  be  a  fecure  fool,  and  Hand 
fo  firmly  on  his  wife's  frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  off 
my  opinion  fo  eafily  :  She  was  in  his  company  at 
Page's  houfe  ;  and,  what  they  made  there,  I  know 
not.  Well,  I  will  look  further  into  't  :  and  I  have, 
a  difguife  to  found  Falftaff.  If  I  find  herhoneft,  I  * 
lofe  net  my  labour ;  if  {he  be  otherwifc,  'tis  labour 
well  beftow'd.  [Exit* 

SCENE  II. 

The  Garter  inr. 

Enter  Falftaff  and  PiftoL 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

Pift.  Why,  then  the  world's  mine  oyfter,  which  - 
I  with  fword  will  open.    I  will  retort  the  fum  in 
equipage. 

Fal.  Not  a  penay.  I  have  been  content,  fir,  you 
fhould  lay  my  countenance  to  pawn  :  I  have  grated 
upon  my  good  friends  for  three  reprieves  for  you 
and  your  coach-fellow,  Nym  ;  or  elfe  you  had  look'd 
through  the  grate,  like  a  geminy  of  baboons.  I  am 
damn'd  in  hell,  for  fwearing  to  gentlemen,my  friends, 
you  were  good  foidiers,  and  tall  fellows :  and  when 
miflrefs  Bridget  loft  the  handle  of  her  fan,  I  took't 
upon  mine  honour,  thou  had  ft  it  not. 

Pift.  Didft  thou  not  fhare  ?  hadft thou  not  fifteen 
pence  ? 

Fal.  Rcafon,  you  rogue,  reafon  :  Think'ft  thou, 
I'll  endanger  my  foul  gratis?  At  a  word,  hang  no 
more  about  me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you  : — go.— A 
fhort  knife  and  a  thong,— to  your  manner  of  Pickt- 
hatch,  go. — You'll  not  bear  a  letter  for  me,  you 

rogue! — you   fhand  upon  your  honour!  Why, 

thou  uncon finable  bafenefs,  it  is  as  much  as  I  can  do, 
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to  keep  the  terms  of  my  honour  precife.  I,  I,  I  my- 
felf  fometimes  leaving  the  fear  of  heaven  on  the  left 
hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  neceflity,  am  fain 
to  fhufHe,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch  ;  and  yet  you,  rogue, 
will  enfconce  your  rags,  your  cat~a-mountain  looks, 
your  red-lattice  phrafes,  and  your  bold-beating  oaths, 
under  the  fhelter  of  your  honour  !  You  will  not  do 
it,  you  ? 

PiJL  I  do  relent :  what  wouldft  thou  more  of  man, 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  here's  a  woman  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Fal.  Let  her  approach. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly. 

Quiz.  Give  your  worfhip  good-morrow. 
Fal.  Good-morrow,  good  wife. 
Quic.  Not  fo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip. 
Fal.  Good  maid,  then. 

Quic.  I'll  be  fworn ;  as  my  mother  was,  the  firft 
hour  I  was  born. 

Fal.  I  do  believe  the  (wearer  :  What  with  me  ? 

Quic.  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  worfhip  a  word  or 
two  ? 

Fal.  Two  thousand,  fair  woman  ;  and  I'll  vouch- 
fafe thee  the  hearing. 

Quic.  There  is  one  miftrefs  Ford,  fir;  I  pray, 
come  a  little  nearer  this  way  : — I  myfelf  dwell  with 
mafter  do&or  Caius. 

Fal.  Well,  on:  Miftrefs  Ford,  you  fay,— — 

Quic.  Your  worfhip  fays  very  true :  I  pray  your 
worfhip,  come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

Fal.  I  warrant  thee,  nobody  hears  ; — mine  own 
people,  mine  own  people. 

Ouic.  Are  they  fo  ?  Heaven  bl'efs  them,  and  make 
them  his  fervants ! 

Fal  Well:  miftrefs  Ford  5  what  of  her  ? 

Quic.  Why,  fir,  fho*s  a  good  creature.  Lord* 

P  a 
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loW  !  your  wOr'fhip's  a  wanton  :  Well,  heaven  for- 
give you.  and  all  of  us,  I  pray  ! 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford;  come,  miftrefs  Ford, — 

Quit1.  Marry,  this  is  the  fhort  and  the  long  of  it  ; 
you  have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  canaries,  as  'tis 
wonderful.  The  beft  courtier  of  them  all,  when  the 
court  by  at  Windfor,  could  never  have  brought  her 
to  fuch  a  canary.  Yet  there  has  been  knights,  and 
lords,  and  gentlemen,  with  their  coaches  ;  I  warrant 
you,  coach  after  coach,  letter  after  letter,  gift  after 
gift ;  fmelling  fo  fweetly,  (all  mufk)  and  fo  rufling, 
I  warrant  you,  in  filk  and  gold;  and  in  fuch  alligant 
terms  ;  and  in  fuch  wine  and  fugar  of  the  befl,  and 
the  faireft,  that  would  have  won  any  woman's  heart ; 
and,  I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  an  eye- 
wink  of  her. — I  had  myfelf  twenty  angels  given  me 
this  morning  :  but  I  defy  all  angels,  (in  any  fuch 
fort  as  they  fay)  but  in  the  wTay  of  honefty  : — and, 
I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  her  fo  much  as 
lip  on  a  cup  with  the  proudeft  of  them  all ;  and  yet 
there  has  been  earls,  nay,  which  is  more,  penfioners  ; 
but,  I  warrant  you,  all  is  one  with  her. 

FaL  But  what  fays  fhe  to  me  ?  be  brief,  my  good 
fhe  Mercury. 

Qyic.  Marry,  fhe  hath  receiv'd  your  letter  ;  for 
the  which  fhe  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times  :  and  fhe 
gives  you  to  notify,  that  her  hufband  will  be  ab- 
le nee  from  his  houfe  between  ten  and  eleven. 

FaL  Ten  and  eleven. 

Ouic.  Ay,  forfooth ;  and  then  you  may  come  and 
fee  the  picture,  fhe  fays,  that  you  wot  of  ;-t— mafter 
Ford,  her  hufband,  will  be  from  home.  Alas  !  the 
fweet  woman  leads  an  ill  life  with  him  ;  he's  a  very 
jealoufy  man ;  fhe  leads  a  very  frampold  life  with 
him,  good  heart. 

FaL  Ten  and  eleven  :  Woman,  commend  me  to 
her  ;  I  will  not  fail  her. 
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fhtic.  Why,  you  fay  well :  But  I  have  another 
mefienger  to  your  worfhip  :  Miftrefs  Page  has  her 
hearty  commendations  to  you  too  ; — -and  let  me  tell 
you  in  your  ear,  {he's  as  fartuous  a  civil  modeft  wife, 
and  one  (I  tell  you)  that  will  not  mifs  you,  morning 
nor  evening  prayer,  as  any  is  in  Windfor,  whoe'er 
be  the  other :  and  fhe  bade  me  tell  your  worfhip, 
that  her  hufband  is  feldom  from  home ;  but  fhe 
hopes,  there  will  come  a  time.  I  never  knew  a 
woman  To  doat  upon  a  man  ;  furely,  I  think  you 
have  charms,  la ;  yes,  in  truth. 

Fal.  Not  I,  I  affure  thee  ;  fetting  the  attraction 
of  my  good  parts  aiide,  I  have  no  other  charms. 

Ouic.  Blefting  on  your  heart  for  't. 

Fal.  But,  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  this  :  has  Ford's 
wife,  and  Page's  wife,  acquainted  each  other  how 
they  love  me  ? 

Ouic.  That  wereajeft,  indeed! — they  have  not 
fo  little  grace,  I  hope  : — that  were  a  trick,  indeed  i 
But  miftrefs  Page  would  deiireyouto  fend  her  your 
little  page,  of  all  loves  !  her  hufband  has  a  marvellous 
infection  to  the  little  page  ;  and,  truly,  mafter  Page 
is  an  honed  man.  Never  a  wife  in  Windfor  leads 
a  better  life  than  fhe  does  ;  do  what  fhe  will,  fay 
what  fhe  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to  bed  when  fhe 
lift,  rife  when  fhe  lift,  all  is  as  fhe  will  ;  and,  truly, 
fhe  deferves  it ;  for  if  there  be  a  kind  woman  in 
Windfor,  fhe  is  one.  You  mud  fend  her  your 
page  ;  no  remedy. 

Fal.  Why,  I  will. 

Quic.  Nay,  but  do'fo  then:  and,  look  you,  he 
may  come  and  go  between  you  both  ;  and,  in  any 
cafe,  have  a  nay-word,  that  you  may  know  one 
another's  mind,  and  the  boy  never  need  to  un- 
derftand  any  thing  ;  for  'tis  not  good  that  children 
fhould  know  any  wickedncfs  :  old  folks,  you  know, 
have  difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and  know  the  world, 
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FaL  Fare  thee  well :  commend  me  to  them  both  : 
there's  my  purfe ;  I  am  yet  thy  debtor. — Boy,  go 

along  with  this  woman,  This  news  diftra&s  me  ! 

[_Exeunt  Quickly  and  Robin, 

P.ift.  This  pink  is  one  of  Cupid's  carriers : — 
Clap  on  more  fails  ;  purfue ;  up  with  your  fights  ; 
Give  fire ;  fhe  is  my  prize,  or  ocean  whelm  them 
all!  [Exit  Pifiol. 

FaL  Say'ft  thou  fo,  old  Jack  ?  go  thy  ways  ;  I'll 
make  more  of  thy  old  body  than  I  have  done.  Will 
they  yet  look  after  thee  ?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  ex- 
pence  of  fo  much  money,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  Good 
body,  I  thank  thee :  let  them  fay,  'tis  grofsly  done, 
fo  it  be  fairly  done,  no  matter. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  there's  one  mafter  Brook  below 
would  fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with, 
you  ;   and  hath  fent  your  worfhip  a  morning's 
draught  of  fack. 

FaL  Brook  is  his  name  ? 

Bard.  Ay,  fir. 

FaL  Call  him  in  :  \_Exit  Bardolph.']  Such  Brooks 
are  welcome  to  me,  that  o'erflow  fuch  liquor.  Ah! 
ha  !  miftrefs  Ford  and  miftrefs  Page,  have  I  cncom- 
pafs'd  you  ?  go  to  ;  via  f 

Re-enter  Bardolph  with  Ford  difguis'd. 
Ford.  Blefs  you,  fir. 

FaL  And  you,  fir :  Would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ford.  I  make  bold,  to  prefs  with  fo  little  prepa- 
ration upon  you. 

FaL  Your  welcome:  What's  your  will?  Give 
us  leave,  drawer.  [Exit  Bardolph. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman  that  have  fpent  much  ; 
my  name  is  Brook. 

FaL  Good  mafter  Brook,  I  defire  more  acquain- 
tance of  you* 
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Ford.  Good  fir  John,  I  fue  for  youra:  not  to 
charge  you  ;  for  I  muft  let  you  underfbnd,  I  think 
myfelf  in  better  plight  for  a  lender  than  you  are  : 
the  which  hath  fomething  embolden'dme  to  this  un- 
feafon'd  intrufion  ;  for  they  fay,  if  money  go  before, 
all  ways  do  lie  open. 

Fal.  Money  is  a  good  foldier,  fir,  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here 
troubles  me  :  if  you  will  help  me  to  bear  it,  fir  John, 
take  all,  or  half,  for  eafmg  me  of  the  carriage. 

FaL  Slv,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deferve  to  be 
your  porter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  fir,  if  you  will  give  me 
the  hearing. 

Fal.  Speak,  good  mafter  Brook  ;  I  fhall  be  glad 
to  be  your  fervant. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  fcholar, — I  will  be 
brief  with  you ;-— and  you  have  been  a  man  long 
known  to  me,  though  I  had  never  fo  good  means, 
as  dcfire,  to  make  myfelf  acquainted  with  you.  I 
fhali  difcover  a  thing  to  you,  wherein  I  mull  very 
much  lay  open  mine  own  imperfection  :  but,  good 
fir  John,  as  you  have  one  eye  upon  my  follies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the  re- 
gifter  of  your  own;  that  I  may  pafs  with  a  reproof 
the  eaficr,  fith  you  yourfelf  know,  how  eafy  it  is  to 
be  fuch  an  offender. 

Fal.  Very  well,  fir ;  proceed. 

Ford.  There  is  a  gentlewoman  in  this  town,  her 
hufband's  name  is  Ford. 

Fal.  Well,  fir. 

Ford.  I  have  long  lov'd  her,  and,  I  proteft  to  you, 
beftow'd  much  on  her;  follow'd  her  with  a  doting 
obfervance  ;  engrofs'd  opportunities  to  meet  her  ; 
fee'd  every  flight  occafion,  that  could  but  niggardly 
give  me  fight  of  her ;  not  only  bought  many  pre- 
lents  to  give  her,  but  have  given  largely  to  many, 
to  know  what  fhe  would  have  given  ;  briefly,  I  have 
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purfued  her,  as  love  hath  purfued  me  ;  which  hath 
been,  on  the  wing  of  all  occafions.  But  whatfoevcr 
I  have  merited,  either  in  my  mind,  or  in  my  means, 
meed,  I  am  lure,  I  have  received  none  ;  unlefs  ex- 
perience be  a  jewel ;  that  I  have  purchas'd  at  an  in- 
finite rate  ;  >and  that  hath  taught  me  to  fay  this  : 

Love  like,  a  Jhadow  Jlies,  when  fub fiance  love  purfues, 
Piirfuing  that  that  flies,  and  Jlying  what  purfues. 

FaL  Have  you  receiv'd  no  promife  of  fatisfaclion 
at  her  hands  ? 
Ford.  Never. 

FaL  Have  you  importun'd  her  to  fuch  a  purpofe  ? 
Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford.  Like  a  fair  lioufe,  built  upon  another  man's 
ground  ;  fo  that  I  have  loll  my  edifice,  by  miftaking 
the  place  where  I  creeled  it. 

FaLTo  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me? 

Ford.  When  1  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told 
you  all.  Some  fay,  ihat,  though  fhe  appear  honeft 
to  me,  yet,  in  other  places,  fhe  enlargcth  her  mirth 
fo  far,  that  there  is  fhrewd  conftruclion  made  of 
her.  Now,  fir  John,  here  is  the  heart  of  my  pur- 
pofe :  You  are  a  gentleman  of  excellent  breeding, 
admirable  difcourfe,  of  great  admittance,  authentic 
in  your  place  and  perfon,  generally  allow'd  for  your 
manv  war-like,  court-like,  and  learned  preparations. 

Fal.  O  fir ! 

Ford.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it : — There  is 
money  ;  fpend  it,  fpend  it ;  fpend  more  ;  fpend  all  I 
have ;  only  give  me  fo  much  of  your  time  in  ex- 
change of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable  fiege  to  the  honefly 
of  this  Ford's  wife  :  ufe  your  art  of  wooing,  win 
her  to  confent  to  you  ;  if  any  man  may,  you  may  as 
foon  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemence  of 
your  alTeftion,  that  I  fhould  win.  what  you  would 
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enjoy  ?  methinks,  you  prefcribe  to  yourfelf  very 
prepofleroufly. 

Ford.  O,  underfbnd  my  drift !  fhe  dwells  fo  fe- 
curely  on  the  excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the 
folly  of  my  foul  dares  not  prefent  itfelf ;  fhe  is  too 
bright  to  be  look'd  againfL  Now,  could  I  come  to 
her  with  any  detection  in  my  hand,  my  defires  had 
inflance  and  argument  to  commend  themfelves  :  I 
could  drive  her  then  from  the  ward  of  her  purity, 
her  reputation,  her  marriage-vow,  and  a  thoufand 
other  her  defences,  which  now  are  too  too  ftrongly 
embattled  againft  me  :  What  fay  you  to't,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  M:fter  Brook,  I  will  firft  make  bold  with 
your  money  ;  next,  give  me  your  hand  ;  and  laft, 
as  I  am  a  gentleman,  you  fhall,  if  you  will,  enjoy 
Ford's  wife. 

Ford.  O  good  fir  ! 

Fal,  Matter  Brook,  I  fay  you  fhall. 

Ford.  Want  no  money,  fir  John,  you  fhall  want 
none. 

Fal.  Want  no  miftrefs  Ford,  matter  Brook,  you 
fhall  want  none.  I  fhall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell 
you)  by  her  own  appointment ;  even  as  you  came 
in  to  me,  her  affiftant,  or  go-between,  parted  from 
me  :  I  fay,  I  fhall  be  with  her  between  ten  and 
eleven  ;  for  at  that  time  the  jealous  rafcally  knave, 
her  hufband,  will  be  forth.  Come  you  to  me  at 
night  ;  you  fhall  know  how  I  fpeed. 

Ford.  I  am  blefl  in  your  acquaintance.    Do  you 
know  Ford,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldly  knave  !  I  know 
him*  not :  yet  I  wrong  him  to  call  him  poor  ;  they 
fay,  the  jealous  wittolly  knave  hath  maffes  of  money  ; 
for  the  which,  his  wife  feems  to  me  well*favour'd» 
I  will  ufe  her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly  rogue's 
coffer  ;  and  there's  my  harveft-home. 

Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford}  fir;  that  you4« 
-might  avoid  him,  if  you  faw  him. 
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Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical  falt-butter,  rogue !  I 
*  will  flare  him  out  of  his  wits  ;  I  will  awe  him  with 
my  cudgel ;  it  fhall  hang  like  a  meteor  o'er  the  cuck- 
old's horns  :  mailer  Brook,  thou  {halt  know,  I  will 
predominate  over  the  peafant,  and  thou  fhalt  lye  with 
his  wife.  Come  to  me  foon  at  night  :  Ford's  a 
knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his  ftyle  :  thou,  mafler 
Brook,  fhalt  know  him  for  knave  and  cuckold  : — 
come  to  me  foon  at  night.  [Exit. 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  rafcal  is  this  ! — 
My  heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience.  Who 
lays,  this  is  improvident  jealoufy  ?  my  wife  hath 
fent  to  him.  the  hour  is  fix'd,  the  match  is  made  : 
Would  any  man  have  thought  this?  fee  the  hell  of 
having  a  falfe  woman  !  my  bed  {hall  be  abus'd,  my 
^coffers  ranfack'd,  my  reputation  gnawn  at  ;  and  I 
fhall  not  only  receive  this  villainous  wrong,  but  ftand 
under  the  adoption  of  abominable  terms,  and  by  him 
that  does  me  tiiis  wrong.  Terms  !  names  ! — Amai- 
mon  founds  well  ;  Lucifer,  well  :  Barbafon,  well  : 
yet,  they,  are  devils'  additions,  the  names  of  fiends  ; 
but  cuckold  !  wittol !  cuckold  !  the  devil  himfelf 
hath  not  fach  a  name.  Page  is  an  afs,  a  fecure  afs ; 
he  will  trait  his  wife,  he  will  not  be  jealous:  I  will 
rather  trufh  a  Fleming  with  my  butter,  parfon  Hugh 
the  Welchman  with  my  cheefe,  an  Irifhman  with 
my  aqua-vitae  bottle,  or  a  thief  to  walk  my  ambling 
gelding,  than  my  wife  with  herfelf ;  then  fhe  plots, 
then  {lie  ruminates,  then  fhe  devifes  ;  and  what  they 
think  in  their  hearts  they  may  effect,  they  will  break 
their  hearts  but  they  will  effecl:.  Heaven  be  prais'd 
for  my  jealoufy  ! — Eleven  o'clock  the  hour  ; — I 
will  prevent  this,  dete£l  my  wife,  be  reveng'd  on 
FslftafT,  Aid  laugh  at  Page  :  I  will  about  it  better 
„  threev  hours  too  foon,  than  a  minute  too  late. — Fie, 
fie,  fie  !  cuckold,  cuckold,  cuckold  !  [Exit. 
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SCENE  III. 

Wind/or  park. 
Enter  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Caius.  Jack  Rugby  ! 
Rug.  Sir. 

Caius.  Vat  is  de  clock,  Jack. 
Rug.  'Tis  pa  ft  the  hour,  fir,  that  fir  Hugh  promis'd 
to  meet. 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  has  fave  his  foul,  dat  he  is  no 
come  ;  he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  no  come  : 
by  gar,  Jack  Rugby,  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  He  is  wife,  fir ;  he  knew,  your  worfhip 
would  kill  him,  if  he  came. 

Caius.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  fo  as  I  vill 
kill  him.  Take  your  rapier,  Jack ;  I  vill  tell  you 
how  1  vill  kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas,  fir,  I  cannot  fence. 

Caius.  Villan-a,  take  your  rapier. 

Rug.  Forbear;  here's  company. 

Enter  Hojl,  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Page. 

Ho  ft.  'Blefs  thee,  bully  doclor/ 
Shal.  'Save  you,  mailer  doclor  Caius. 
Page.  Now,  good  mailer  doclor. 
Slen.  Give  you  good -morrow,  fir. 
Caius.  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come 
for? 

Hojl.  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foin,  to  fee 
thee  traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  lee  thee  there ;  to 
fee  thee  pals  thy  punto,  thy  flock,  thy  reverfe,  thy 
dillance,  thy  montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ? 
is  he  dead,  my  Francifco  ?  ha,  bully  !  What  fays  my 
yEfculapius  ?  my  Galen  ?^ my  heart  of  elder?  ha! 
is  he  dead,  bully  Stale  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  is  de  coward  Jack  priefl  of 
ths  **>rld  :  he  is  not  Ihew'  his  face. 

Vol.  I.  Q 
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Hqft.  Thou  art  a  Csftilian  king,  Urinal !  He&or 
©f  Greece,  my  boy  ! 

Cains.  I  pray  you  bear  vitnefs  that  me  have  ftay 
fix  or  feven,  two,  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he  is 
no  come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  man,  mafter  doctor:  he  is 
a  curer  of  fouls,  and  you  a  curer  of  bodies;  if  you 
fhould  fight,  you  go  again  ft  the  hair  of  your  pro- 
feflions :  is  it  not  true,  mafter  Page  ? 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow,  you  have  yourfelf  been 
a  great  fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 

Shal.  Body-kins,  mafter  Page,  though  I  now  be 
old,  and  of  the  peace,  if  I  fee  a  fword  out,  my  finger 
itches  to  make  one :  though  we  are  juftices,  and 
doctors,  and  churchmen,  mafter  Page,  we  have  fome 
fait  of  our  youth  in,  us  ;  we  are  the  fons  of  women, 
mafter  Page. 

Page.  'Tis  true,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo,  mafter  Page.  Mafter 
doctor  Caius,  I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home.  I 
am  fworn  of  the  peace :  you  have  fhew'd  yourfelf 
a  wife  phyfician,  and  fir  Hugh  hath  fhewn  himfelf 
a  wife  and  patient  churchman  :  you  muft  go  with 
me,  mafter  doctor. 

Hofi.  Pardon,  gueft  juftice  : — A  word,  monfieur 
mock-water. 

Caius.  Mock-vater  !  vat  is  dat  ? 

Hofi.  Mock-water,  in  our  Englifh  tongue,  is 
valour,  bully. 

Cams.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  mock-vater 
as  de  Englifhman  : — Scurvy-jack-dog-prieft  !  by 
gar,  me  vill  cut  his  cars. 

Hofi.  He  will  clapper-claw  thee  tightly,  bully. 

Caius.  Ckpper-de-claw !  vat  is  dat  ? 

Hofi.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  do  look,  he  fhall  clappcr-de- 
claw  me  :  for,  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Hofi,  And  Iwill  provoke  him  to  't,  or  let  him  wag. 
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Cains.  Me  tank  you  for  dat. 

Hofi.  And  moreover,  bully. — .But  fir  ft  mafter 
gueft,  and  mafter  Page,  and  eke  cavalero  Slender, 
go  you  through  the  town  to  Frogmore. 

\_AJide  to  them* 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 

Ho  ft.  He  is  there  :  fee  what  humour  he  is  in  ;  and 
I  will  bring  the  doclor  about  the  fields  ;  will  it  do 
well? 

Shat.  We  will  do  it. 

All.  Adieu,  good  mafter  do&or. 

[Exeunt  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  prieft  ;  for  he  (peak 
for  a  jack-a-nape  to  Anne  Page. 

Hoji.  Let  him  die  :  but,  fir  ft,  {heath  thy  impa- 
tience ;  throw  cold  water  on  thy  choler  :  go  about 
the  fields  with  me  through  Frogmore ;  I  will  bring 
thee  where  Mrs.  Anne  page  is,  at  a  farm-houfe  a 
feafting  ;  and  thou  {halt  woo  her  :  Cry'd  game,  fiid 
I  well  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  tank  you  for  dat :  by  gar,  I  love 
yen  ;  and  I  (hall  procure-a  you  de  good  gueft,  de 
earl,  de  knight,  de  lords,  de  gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hoji.  For  the  which,  I  will  be  thy  adverfary  to- 
ward Anne  Page  ;  faid  I  well  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  'tis  good  ;  veil  faid, 

Hoft.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Caius.  Come  at  my  heels,  Jack  Rugby.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    III.     SCENE  I. 

Frogmore. 
Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 
Eva.^t  PRAY   you  now,  good  mafter  Slender  V 
JL  ferving-man,  and  friend  Simple  by  your 
name,  which  way  have  you  looked  for  mafter 
Caius,  that  calls  himfelf  Potior  of  Phyftc. 
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Simp.  Marry,  fir,  the  Pitty-wary,  the  Parkward, 
every  way ;  old  Windfor  way,  and  every  way  but 
the  town  way. 

Eva.  I  moft  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  alfo 
look  that  way 

Simp.  I  will,  nr. 

Eva.  'Plefs  my  foul!  how  full  of  cholers  I  am, 
and  trempling  of  mind! — I  fhall  be  glad,  if  he  have 

deceiv'id  me  :  how  melancholies  I  am  !  1  will 

kncg  his  urinals  about  his  knave's  cofhardj  wlien  I 
have  good  opportunities  for  the  'ork  : — plefs  my 
foul !  [  Sings, 

By  fJiallow  rivers,  to  whofe  falls 
Melodious  birds  fing  madrigals  : 
There  will  we  make  our  peds  of  rofcs, 
And  a  thoufand  vragrant  pojies, 

By  Jhallow  

""Mercy  on  me!  I  have  a  great  difpofitions  to  cry. 

Melodious  birds  fing  madrigals  ;  

When  as  I  fat  in  Babylon  

And  a  thoufand  vragrant  pofes. 

By  fliallow  

Simp.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way,  fir  Hugh. 

Eva.  Pie's  welcome  :  

By  fiallow  rivers,  to  zohofe  falls — 
Pleaven  profper  the  right  ! — What  weapons  is  he  ? 

Simp.  No  weapons,  fir :  There  comes  my  matter, 
ma  fter  Shallow,  and  another  gentleman  from  Frog- 
more,  over  the  flilc,  this  way. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  give  me  my  gown  ;  or  elfe  keep 
it  in  your  arms. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 
Shal.  Plow  now,  mafter  parfon  ?  Good-morrow, 
good  fir  Plugh.  ,  Keep  a  gamefher  from  the  dice, 
and  a  good  ftudent  from  his  book,  and  it  is  won- 
derful. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 
Page.  Save  you,  good  fir  Plugh ! 
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Eva.  'Plefs  you  from  his  mercy  fake,  all  of  you  ! 

ShaL  What !  the  fword  and  the  word !  do  you 
ftudy  them  both,  mafter  parfon  ? 

Page.  And  youthful  ftill,  in  your  doublet  and 
hole,  this  raw  rheumatick  day  ? 

Eva.  There  is  reafons  and  caufes  for  it. 

Page.  We  are  come  to  you,  to  do  a  good  office, 
mafter  parfon. 

Eva.  Fery  well :  What  is  it  ? 

Page.  Yonder  is  a  mod  reverend  gentleman,  who, 
belike,  having  receiv'd  wrong  by  fome  perfon,  is  at 
molt  odds  with  his  own  gravity  and  patience,  that 
ever  you  faw. 

ShaL  1  have  liv'd  fourfcore  years,  and  upward  ; 
I  never  heard  a  man  of  his  place,  gravity,  and  learn- 
ing, fo  wide  ofjhis  own  refpe£t.. 

Eva.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I  think  you  know  him ;  mafter  doftor 
Caius,  the  renowned  French  phyfician. 

Eva.  Got's  will,  and  his  paffion  o'  my  heart  !  I 
had  as  lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  porridge. 

Page.  Whf? 

Eva.  He  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocrates 
and  Galen, — and  he  is  a  knave  beildes  ;  a  cowardly 
knave,  as  you  would  defires  to  be  acquainted 
withal. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  he's  the  man  fhould  fight 
with  him. 

Slen.  O,  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

Enter  Hojl,  Cains,  and  Rugby. 

ShaL  It  appears  fo,  by  his  weapons  : — Keep 
them  afunder  ; — here  comes  do&or  Caius. 

Page.  Nay,  good  mafter  parfon,  keep  in  your 
weapon. 

ShaL  So  do  you,  good  mafter  do&or. 
Hoji.  Difarm  them,  and  let  them  que  (lion  ;  l?t 
them  keep  their  limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englim. 
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Caius.  I  pray  you,  let-a  me  fpeak  a  word  vit 
your  ear :  Verefore  villi  you  not  meet-a  me  ? 

Eva.  Pray  you,  ufe  your  patience  :  In  good  time. 

Caius.  By  gar,  you  are  de  coward,  de  Jack  dog, 
John  ape. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  let  us  not  be  laughing- ftogs  to 
other  men's  humours ;  I  defire  you  in  friendfhip, 
and  will  one  way  or  other  make  you  amends: — I 
will  knog  your  urinals  about  your  knave's  cogs- 
combs,  for  mi  (Ting  your  meetings  and  appoint- 
ments. 

Caius.  Diable! — Jack  Rugby, — mine  Hoji  de  Jar- 
terre,  have  I  not  fby  for  him,  to  kill  him  ?  have  I 
not,  at  de  place  I  did  appoint  ? 

Eva.  As  I  am  a  christians  foul,  now,  look  you, 
this  is  the  place  appointed  ;  I'll  be  judgment  by 
mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Hoji.  Peace,  I  fay,  Gallia  and  Gaul,  French  and 
Wellh,  foul-curer,  and  body-curer. 

Caius.  Ay,  dat  is  very  good!  excellent! 

Hoji.  Peace,  I  fay  ;  hear  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 
Am  I  politick  ?  am  I  fubtle  ?  am  I  a  Machiavel? 
Shall  I  lofe  my  doftor  ?  no  ;  he  gives  me  the  potions, 
and  the  motions.  Shall  I  lofe  my  parfon  ?  my  prieft  ? 
my  fir  Hugh  ?  no  ;  he  gives  me  the  pro-verbs,  and 
the  no-verbs.  Give  me  thy  hand,  terreftrial  ;  fo  : — 
Give  me  thy  hand,  celeflial  :  fo. — Boys  of  art,  1 
have  deceiv'd  you  both  ;  I  have  directed  you  to 
wrong  places  :  your  hearts  are  mighty,  your  fkins 
are  whole,  and  let  burnt  fack  be  the  ifTue. — Come, 
lay  their  fwords  to  pawn  :  follow  me,  lad  of  peace  ; 
follow,  follow,  follow. 

Shal.  Truft  me}  a  mad  hoft. — Follow,  gentlemen, 
follow. 

Slen.  O,  Sweet  Anne  Page ! 

[Exeunt  Shal.  Slen.  Page,  and  Hoft. 
Caius.  Ha  !  do  I  perceive  dat?  have  you  make- 
a  dc  fot  of  us  ?  ha  !  ha  ! 
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Eva.  This  is  well  :  he  has  made  us  his  vlouting- 
ftog. — I  defire  you,  that  we  may  be  friends;  and 
let  us  knog  our  prains  together,  to  be  revenge  on 
this  fame  fcald,  fcurvy,  cogging  companion,  the 
hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Cains.  By  gar,'  vit  all  my  heart  ;  he  promife  to 
bring  me  vere  is  Anne  Page :  by  gar,  he  deceive 
mc  to. 

Eva.  Well,  I  will  fmite  his  noddles  : — Pray  you 
follow. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Jireet  in  Windfor. 
Enter  Miflrefs  Page  and  Robin. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  keep  your  way,  little  gallant  : 
you  were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are 
a  leader :  Whether  had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes, 
or  eye  your  matter's  heels  ? 

Rob.  I  had  rather,  forfooth,  go  before  you  like 
a  man,  than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mrs.  Page.  O,  you  are  a  flattering  boy ;  now  I 
fee,  you'll  be  a  courtier. 

Filter  Ford. 

Ford.  Well  met,  miflrefs  Page  :  Whither  go  you  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  fir,  to  fee  your  wife  ;  is  fhe 
at  home  ? 

Ford.  Ay  ;  and  as  idle  as  fhe  may  hang  together, 
for  want  of  company  :  I  think,  if  your  hufbands 
were  dead,  you  two  would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page.  Be  fure  of  that, — two  other  hufbands. 

Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-cock? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his 
name  is  my  hufband  had  him  of ;  JWhat  do  you  call 
vour  knight's  name,  firrah  ? 

Rob.  Sir  John  Falfhff. 

Ford.  Sir  John  Falfhff !  * ' 
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Mrs.  Page.  He,  he  !  I  can  never  hit  on's  name. 
There  is  fuch  a  league  between  my  good  man  and 
he  ! — Is  your  wife  at  home,  indeed  ? 
Ford.  Indeed  fhe  is. 

Mrs.  Page.  By  your  leave,  fir  ; — I  am  fick  'till 
I  fee  her.  [Exeunt  Mrs.  Page  and  Robin. 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  brains  ?  hath  he  any  eyes  ? 
hath  he  any  thinking?  furethey  fleep;he  hath  no  ufe 
of  them.  Why,  this  boy  will  carry  a  letter  twenty 
miles,  as  eafy  as  a  cannon  will  {hoot  point  blank 
twelve  fcore.  He  pieces  out  his  wife's  inclination; 
he  gives  her  folly  motion,  and  advantage  ;  and  now 
{he's  going  to  my  wife,  and  FalfbfPs  boy  with  her. 
A  man  may  hear  this  fhower  fing  in  the  wind! — 

and  FalftafPs  boy  with  her  !  Good  plots! — they 

are  laid ;  and  our  revolted  wives  fhare  damnation 
together.  Well ;  I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my 
wife,  pluck  the  borrow'd  veil  of  modefty  from  the 
fo  feeming  miftrefs  Page,  divulge  Page  himfelf  for  a 
fecure  and  wilful  A&aeon  ;  and  to  thefe  violent 
proceedings  all  my  neighbours  {hall  cry  aim.  The 
clock  gives  me  my  cue,  and  my  affurance  bids  me 
fearch  ;  there  I  {hall  find  Falflaff  :  I  {hall  rather  be 
prais'd  for  this,  than  mock'd ;  for  it  is  as  pofitive 
'     as  the  earth  is  firm,  that  Falflaff  is  there  :  I  will  go. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow^  Slender,  Hofi,  Evans,  and  Cains. 

ShaL  Page,  Sec.  Well  met,  matter  Ford. 

Ford.  Truft  me,  a  good  knot :  I  have  good  cheer 
at  home  ;  and,  I  pray  you,  all  go  with  me. 

Shal.  I  muft  excufe  myfelf,  mafter  Ford. 

Slen.  And  fo  muff  I,  Sir  ;  we  have  appointed  to 
dine  with  miftrefs  Anne,  and  I  would  not  break 
with  her  for  more  money  than  I'll  fpeak  of. 

Shal.  We  have  linger'd  about  a  match  between 
Anne  Page  and  my  coufin  Slender  ;  and  this  day 
we  fhall  have  our  anfwer. 

Slen.  I  hope,  I  have  your  good  will,  father  Page, 
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Page.  You  have,  mafter  Slender;  I  ftand  wholly 
for  you  : — but  my  wife,  mafter  Doctor,  is  for  you 
altogether. 

Caius.  Ay,  by  gar  ;  and  de  maid  is  love-a-me  ; 
my  nurfh-a  Quickly  tell  me  lo  mufh., 

Hoji.  What  fay  you  to  young  mafter  Fenton  ?  he 
capers,  he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he  writes 
verfes,  he  fpeaks  holy-day,  he  fmells  April  and 
May;  he  will  carry't,  he  will  carry't;  'tis  in  his 
buttons  ;  he  will  carry't. 

Page.  Not  by  my  confent,  I  promife  you.  The 
gentleman  is  of  no  having :  he  kept  company  with 
the  wild  Prince  and  Poins ;  he  is  of  too  high  a  region, 
he  knows  too  much.  No,  he  fhall  not  knit  a  knot  in 
his  fortunes  with  the  finger  of  my  fubftance  :  if  he 
take  her,  let  him  take  her  fimply ;  the  wealth  I  have 
waits  on  my  confent,  and  my  confent  goes  not  that 
way. 

Ford.  I  befeech  you,  heartily,  fome  of  you  go 
home  with  me  to  dinner  :  be  fides  your  cheer,  you 
fhall  have  fport  ;  I  will  (hew.  you  a  monfter. — Mafter 
Doctor,  you  fhall  go; — fo fhall  you, mafter  Page  ; — - 
and  you,  Sir  Hugh. 

ShaL  Well,  fare  you  well  :  we  fhall  have  the 
freer  wooing  at  mafter  Page's. 

Caius,  Go  home,  John  Rugby ;  I  come  anon. 

Hofc.  Farewell,  my  hearts :  I  will  to  my  honeft 
knight  Falftaff,  and  drink  canary  with  him. 

Ford.  [_Afide.~\   I  think,  I  fhall  drink  in  pipe- 
wine  hrft  with  him;  I'll  make  him  dance.  Will 
you  go,  gentles  ? 

AIL  Have  with  you,  to  fee  this  monfter, 

[_Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Ford's  Hcufe,    Enter  Mrs,  Ford,  Mrs,  Page,  and 
Servants  with  a  bajket, 

Mrs,  Ford,  What,  John  !  what,  Robert ! 

Mrs,  Page,    Quickly,   quickly  ;  is  the  buck- 

balket — 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  warrant  : — — What,  Robin,  I  fay  ? 
Mrs,  Pave.  Come,  come,  come. 
Mrs,  Ford,  Here,  fet  it  down. 
Mrs.  Page,  Give  your  men  the  charge  ;  we  muft 
be  brief. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John, 
and  P.obert,  be  ready  here  hard  by  in  the  brew- 
houfe ;  and  when  I  fuddenly  call  on  you,  come 
forth,  and  (without  any  paufe  or  daggering),  take 
this  bafket  on  your  fhoulders  :  that  done,  trudge 
with  it  in  all  haftc,  and  carry  it  among  the  whitfters 
in  Datchet  mead,  and  there  empty  it  in  the  muddy 
ditch,  clofe  by  the  Thames  fide. 

Mrs,  Page,  You  will  do  it  ? 

Mrs  Ford,  I  have  told  them  over  and  over  ;  they 
lack  no  direction  :  Be  gone,  and  come  when  you 
are  call'd.  [ 'Exeunt  fervants, 

Mrs.  Page.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 

Enter  Robin, 

Mrs.  Ford,  How  now,  my  eyas-mufket  ?  wha 
news  with  you  ? 

Rob.  My  mafter  fir  John  is  come  in  at  your  back- 
door, mifhrefs  Ford  ;  and  requefts  your  company. 

Mrs,  Page,  You  little  Jack-a-lent,  have  you  been 
true  to  us  ? 

Rob,  Ay,  I'll  be  fworn  :  My  mafter  knows  not 
of  your  being  here  ;  and  hath  threaten'd  to  put  me 
into  everlafting  liberty,  if  I  tell  you  of  it  ;  for,  he 
i  wears,  he'll  turn  me  away. 
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Mrs.  Page.  Thoirrt  a  good  boy  ;  this  fecrecy  of 
thine  {hall  be  a  tailor  to  thee,  and  {hall  make  thee  a 
new  doublet  hofe.  I'll  go  hide  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  fo  :  Go  tell  thy  matter,  I  am  alone. 
Miftrefs  Page,  remember  you  your  cue.  [Exit  Robin. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  warrant  thee  ;  if  I  do  not  aft  it, 
hifs  me.  [Exit  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go  to  then  .-—we'll  ufe  this  un- 
wholefome  humidity,  this  grofs  watry  pumpion  : — • 
we'll  teach  him  to  know  turtles  from  jays. 

Enter  Faljlajf. 

Fal.  Have  I  caught  thee,  my  heavenly  jewel  f 
Why,  now  let  me  die,  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough  : 
this  is  the  period  of  my  ambition  :  O  this  blefTed  / 
hour  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  fweet  fir  John  ! 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate, 
miftrefs  Ford.  Now  {hall  I  fin  in  my  wifh :  I 
would  thy  hufband  were  dead  ;  I'll  fpeak  it  before 
the  beft  lord,  I  would  make  thee  my  lady. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  lady,  fir  Jon !  alas,  I  fhould 
be.  a  pitiful  lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  court  of  France  fhew  me  fuch  ano- 
*  ther  ;  I  fee  how  thine  eye  would  emulate  the  dia- 
mond :  Thou  haft  the  right  arched  bent  of  the 
brow,  that  becomes  the  fhip-tire,  the  tire-valiant, 
or  any  tire  of  Venetian  admittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  kerchief,  fir  John  :  my 
brows  become  nothing;  elfe  :  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  traitior  to  fay  fo  ;  thou  would' ft 
make  an  abfolute  courtier  ;  and  the  firm  fixture  of > 
thy  foot  would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy 
gait,  in  a  feml-circled  farthingale.  I  fee  what  thou 
wert,  if  fortune  thy  foe  were  not ;  nature  is  thy 
friend  :  Come,  thou  canft  not  hide  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch  thing  in 
me.  ^ .  . 
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FaL  What  made  me  love  thee  ?.  let  that  perfuade 
thee,  there's  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee. 
Come,  I  cannot  cog,  and  fay  thou  art  this  and  that, 
like  a  many  of  thefe  lifping  haw-thorn  buds,  that 
come  like  women  in  men's  apparel,  and  fmell  like 
Bucklers-bury  in  fimple  time  ;  1  cannot :  but  I  love 
thee  ;  none  but  thee,  and  thou  deferveftit. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me,  fir;  I  fear  you 
love  miftrefs  Page. 

FaL  Thou  might 'ft  as  well  fay  I  love  to  walk  by 
the  Counter-gate  ;  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the 
reek  of  a  lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  knows  how  I  love 
you  :  and  you  fhall  one  day  find  it. 

FaL  Keep  in  that  mind  ;  I'll  deferve  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  muft  tell  you,  fo  you  do  ;  or 
elfe  could  not  be  in  that  mind. 

Rob.  [JViihin]  Miftrefs  Ford,  miftrefs  Ford  ! 
here's  miftrefs  Page  at  the  door,  fweating,  and  blow- 
ing, and  looking  wildly,  and  would  needs  fpeak 
with  you  prefently. 

FaL  She  fnall  not  fee  me ;  I  will  enfeonce  me 
behind  the  arras. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pray  you,  do-fo  ;  (he's  a  very  tattling 
woman.   [Faljlaff  hides  himjtlf. 

Enter  Mrs.  Page. 

What's  the  matter  ?  how  now  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  miftrefs  Ford,  what  have  you  done  ? 
you're  fham'd  ;  you  are  overthrown  ;  you  are  un- 
done forever. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What's  the  matter,  good  miftrefs  I 
Page. 

Mrs  Page.  .O  well-a-day,  miftrefs  Ford!  having 
an  honeft  man  to  your  hufband,  to  give  him  fuch 
caufe  of  fulpicion. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  fufpicion  ? 
.  Mrs.  Tage.  What  caufe  of  fu£fljk;ion  ? — -Gut  upon 
you  !-**-how  am  I  miftook  in  you  ? 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  alas !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Your  hufband's  coming  hither,  wo- 
man, with  all  the  officers  in  Windfor,  to  fearch  for 
a  gentleman,  that,  he  fays,  is  here  now  in  the  houfe, 
by  your  confent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  ab- 
fence  :  You  are  undone. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Speak  louder. — \_Afidi\  'Tis  not  fo, 
1  hope. 

Mrs.  Page.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  fo,  that  you 
have  fuch  a  man  here ;  but  'tis  mofh  certain  your 
hufband's  coming  with  half  Windfor.  at  his  heels, 
to  fearch  for  fuch  a  ofte.  I  come  before  to  tell  you : 
If  you  know  yourfelf  clear,  why  I  am  glad  of  it : 
but  if  you  have  a  friend  here,  convey  him,  convey 
him  out.  Be  not  amaz'd  ;  call  all  your  fenfes  to 
you;  defend  your  reputation,  or  bid  farewell  to 
your  <rood  life  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  {hall  I  do  ? — There  is  a  gentle- 
man, my  dear  friend  ;  and  1  fear  not  mine  own 
fhame,  fo  much  as  his  peril :  I  had  rather  than  a 
'thoufand  pound,  he  were  out  of  the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  For  fhame,  never  ftand  you  had  ra- 
ther, and  you  had  rather ;  your  hufband's  here  at 
hand,  bethink  you  of  fome  conveyance  :  in  the  houfe 
you  cannot  hide  him. — Oh,  how  have  you  deceived 
me  ! — Look,  here  is  a  bafket ;  if  he  be  of  any  rea- 
fonable  feature,  he  may  creep  in  here  and  throw 
foul  linen  upon  him,  as  if  it  were  going  to  bucking  : 
Or,  it  is  whiting  time,  fend  him  by  your  two  men 
to  Datchet  mead.  ^t^vl^^M^' 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  too  bio  to  2:0  in  there  i^What 
mall  I  do  ?   ■  - 


Re-enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  •'Let  me  fee 't,  let  me  fee  't !  O  let  me  fee'M 
I'll  in;rilin;— Follow  your  friend's  counfel; — I'll  in. 
I-  Mrs.  Page.  What!  fir  John  FalftafF?  Are  thcic 
your  letters,  knight ! 

Vol  U  R 
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Fal.  I  love  thee, — help  me  away  :  let  me  creep 

in  here  ;  I'll  never  

[He  goes  into  the  baJJiet,they  cover  him  with  foul  linen. 

Mrs.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  matter,  boy:  Call 
your  men,  miftrefs  Ford  : — You  diffembling  knight ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John !  Go, 
take  up  thefe  clothes  here,  quickly  ;  Where's  the 
cowl-ftaff?  look,  how  you  drumble  :  carry  them  to 
the  laundrefs  in  Datchet  mead  ;  quickly,  come. 

Enter  Ford,  Page,  Cains,  and  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  near-:  if  I  fufpeft  without 
caufe,  why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your 
jett,  I  deferve  it. — How  now  ?  whither  bear  you  this? 

Serv.  To  the  laundrefs,  forfooth. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whither 
they  bear  itpyou  were  beft  meddle  with  buck-wafhing. 

Ford.  Buck  ?  I  would  I  could  wafh  myfelf  of  the 
buck  !  Buck,  buck,  buck  ?  Ay,  buck  ;  I  warrant  you, 
buck  :  and  of  the  feafon  too,  it  fhall  appear.  [Exeunt 
Servants  with  the  baJJiet.']  Gentlemen,  I  havedream'd 
to-night;  I'll  tell  you  my  dream.  Here,  here,  here 
be  my  keys :  afcend  my  chambers,  fearch,  feek,  find 
out :  I'll  warrant,  we'll  unkennel  the  fox  : — Let 
me  flop  this  way  firft  : — So,  now  uncape. 

Page.  Good  matter  Ford,  be  contented:  you 
wrong  yourfelf  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  matter  Page. — Up,  gentlemen  ;  you 
fhall  fee  fport  anon  :  follow  me,  gentlemen.  [Exit. 

Eva.  This  is  fery  fantattical  humours,  and  jealou- 
fics. 

Cains.  By  gar,  'tis  no  de  fafhion  of  France:  it  is 

not  jealous  in  France. 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him,  gentlemen  ;  fee  the  J flue 
of  his  fearch.  [Exeunt. 

Mrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in  this? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better, 
that  my  hufl-nd  ifi  geceiv'd,  cr-  <irjohxu-:;  t>U$tfiJ 
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Mrs,  Page.  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your 
hufband  afk'd  who  was  in  the  bafket  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid,  he  will  have  need 
of  wafhing  ;  fo  throwing  him  into  the  water  will 
do  him  a  benefit. 

Mrs,  Page.  Hang  him,  difhoncft  rafcal !  I  would 
til  of  the  fame  drain  were  in  the  fame  diftrefs. 
'    Mrs.  Ford.  I  think,  my  hufband  hath  fome  fpc- 
cial  fufpicion  of  FafbfPs  being  here  ;  for  I  never 
faw  him  fo  grofs  in  his  jealoufy  till  now. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that :  And 
we  will  yet  have  more  tricks  with  Falftaff :  his  dif- 
folute  difeafe  will  fcarce  obey  this  medicine. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifh  carrion, 
miftrefs  Quickly,  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing 
into  the  water  ;  and  give  him  another  hope,  to  be- 
tray him  to  another  punifhment  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  We'll  do  it ;  let  him  be  fent  for  to- 
morrow, eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

Re-enter  Ford,  Page,  and  the  rejl  at  a  dijiance. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him:  may  be  the  knave 
brag'd  of  that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mrs,  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I,  I  ;  peace :  You  ufe  me  well, 

mafter  Ford,  do  you  ? 

Ford.  Ay,  I  do  fo. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  make  you  better  than  your 
thoughts  ! 

Ford,  Amen. 

Mrs,  Page.  You  do  yourfelf  mighty  wrong,  mafter 
Ford. 

Ford,  Ay,  ay  ;  I  mufh  bear  it. 

Eva,  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in 
the  chambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preffes, 
heaven  forgive  my  fins  at  the  day  of  judgment? 

Caius,  By  gar,  nor  I  too  ;  dare  is  no  bodies. 

Page,  Fie,  fie,  mafter  Ford !  are  you  not  afham'd  ? 
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what  fpirit,  what  devil  fuggefts  this  imagination  ? 
I  would  not  have  your  diftemper  in  this  kind,  for 
the  wealth  of  "Windfor  Caftle. 

Ford,  9Th  my  fault,  mafter  Page  :  I  fufFer  for  it. 

Eva.  You  fufFer  for  a  pad  confcicnce  :  your  wife 
is  as  honeft  a  'omans,  as  I  will  defires  among  five 
thoufand,  and  five  hundred  too. 

Cains.  By  gar,  I  fee  'tis  an  honcfr.  woman. 

Ford.  Weil  ;— I  promis'd  you  a  dinner  : — Come, 
come,  walk  in  the  park  :  I  pray  you,  pardon  me ; 
I  will  hereafter  make  known  to  you,  why  I  have 
done  this.  Come,  wife ;  come,  miftrefs  Page  ;  I 
pray  you  pardon  me  ;  pray  heartily,  pardon  me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  gentlemen  ;  but,  truft  me, 
we'll  mock  him.  I  do  invite  you  to-morrow  morn- 
ing to  my  houfe  to  breakfaft ;  after,  we'll  a  birding 
together ;  1  have  a  fine  hawk  for  the  bufh  :  fhall  it 
be  fo? 

Ford.  Any  thing. 

Eva.  If  there  is  one,  I  {hall  make  two  in  the 
company. 

Cains.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  {hall  make-a  de 
turd. 

Eva.  In  your  teeth  :— for  fhamc. 

Ford.  Pray  you  go,  matter  Page. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow  on 
the  loufy  knave,  mine  ho  ft. 

Caius.  Dat  is  good  ;  by  gar,  vit  all  my  heart. 

Eva.  A  loufy  knave ;  to  have  his  gibes,  and  his 
mockeries.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.* 

Page's  houfe. 

Enter  Fenton  and  Mijlrefs  Anne  Page. 

Fent.  I  fee,  I  cannot  get  thy  father's  love ; 
Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him>  fweet  Nan. 
Anne.  Alas !  how  then  ? 
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Fent.  Why,  thou  mud  be  thyfelf. 
He  doth  object,  I  am  too  great  of  birth  ; 
And,  that,  my  ftate  being  gall'd  with  my  expence} 
I  feek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  wealth : 
Befides  thefe,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me,— ^ 
My  riots  pad,  my  wild  focieties  ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impo ruble 
I  fhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Aiine.  May  be,  he  tells  you  true. 

Fent.  No,  heaven  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come! 
Albeit,  I  will  confefs,  thy  father's  wealth 
Was  the  nrfh  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  : 
Yet,  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  ftamps  in  gold,  or  fums  in  fealed  bags  ; 
And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thyfelf 
That  now  I  aim  at. 

Anne.  Gentle  mailer  Fenton, 
Yet  feek  my  father's  love  ;  ftill  feek  it,  fir  : 
If  opportunity  and  humblefl  fuit 

Cannot  attain  it,  why  then,  Hark  you  hither. 

\Fenton  and  Mijirefs  Anne  go  apart. 

Enter  Sh£llozo,  Slender,  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Skal.  Break  their  talk,  miftrefs  Quickly  ;  my 
kinfman  (hall  fpeak  for  himfelf. 

Seen.  I'll  make  a  fhaft  or  a  bolt  on't  :  'Aid,  ''tis 
but  venturing. 

Shal.  Be  not  difmay'd. 

Slen.  No,  fhe  fhall  not  difmay  me:  I  care  not 
for  that, — but  I  am  afeard. 

-  Quick.  Hark  ye  ;  mafler  Slender  would  fpeak  a 
word  with  you.  ' 

Anne.  I  come  to  him. — This  is  my  father's  choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  faults 
Look  handfome  in  three  hundred' pounds  a  year  ! 

Ktf'  [Afide. 

Qjdc.  And  how  does  good  mafler  Fentori  ?  £ray 
you,      word  with  you. 

R  2 
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ShaL  She's  coming;  to  her,  coz.  O  boy,  thou 
hadft  a  father  ! 

Slen.  I  had  a  father,  miftrefs  Anne  : — my  uncle 
can  tell  you  good  jefts  of  him  : — Pray  you,  uncle, 
tell  miftrefs  Anne  the jeft,  how  my  father  ftole  two 
geefe  out  of  a  pen,  good  uncle. 

ShaL  Miflrefs  Anne,  my  coufm  loves  you. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  do  ;  as  well  as  I  love  any  wo- 
man in  Glocefterfhire, 

ShaL  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  will,  come  cut  and  long-tail, 
under  the  degree  of  a  'fquire. 

ShaL  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  jointure. 

Anne.  Good  mafter  Shallow,  let  him  woo  for 
himfelf. 

ShaL  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it  ;  I  thank  you 
for  that — good  comfort.  She  calls  you,  coz  :  I'll 
leave  you. 

Anne.  Now,  mafter  Slender. 

Slen.  Now,  good  miftrefs  Anne. 

Anne.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slen.  My  will  ?  od's  heartlings,  that's  a  pretty  jeft 
indeed !  I  ne'er  made  my  will  yet,  I  thank  heaven  ; 
I  am  not  fuch  a  fickly  creature,  I  give  heaven 
pra'ife. 

Anne.  I  mean,  mafter  Slender,  what  would  you 
with  me  ? 

Slen.  Truly  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little 
or  nothing  with  you  :  Your  father,  and  my  uncle, 
have  made  motions :  if  it  be  'my  luck,  f o  if  not, 
happy  man  be  his  dole  !  They  can  tell  you  how 
things  go,  better  Than  I  can  :  You  may  afk  your 
father  ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Page  and  Mijirefs  Page. 

Page.  Now,  mafter  Slender ; — Love  him,  daugh- 
ter Anne.  
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Why  how  now  1  what  does  mafter  Fenton  here  ? 
Y  ou  wrong  me,  fir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  houfe  : 
I  told  you,  iir,  my  daughter  is  difpos'd  of. 

Fent.  Nay,  mafter  Page,  be  not  impatient. 

Mrs.  Pa$e.y  Good  mafter  Fenton,  come  not  to  my 

chiia. 

Page.  She  is  no  match  for  vou. 
Fent.  Sir,  will  you  hear  me? 
Page.  No,  Good  mafter  Fenton. 
Come,  mafter  Shallow  ; — Come,  fon  Slender  ;  in  : — 
Knowing  my  mind,  you  wrong  me,  mafter  Fenton. 

[Exewit  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 
Quit,  Speak  to  miftrefs  Page. 
Fent.  Good  miftrefs  Page,  for  that  I  love  your 
daughter 

In  fuch  a  righteous  fafhion  as  I  do, 

Perforce,  againft  all  checks,  rebukes,  and  manners, 

I  muft  advance  the  colours  of  my  love, 

And  not  retire  :  Let  me  have  your  good-will. 

Anne.  Good  mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon'  fool. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  mean  it  not;  I  feek  you  a  better 
hufband. 

Qiiic.  That's  my  mafter,  mafter  do&or. 

Anne.  Alas,  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'  the  earth. 
And  bowl'd  to  death  with  turnips. 

Mrs:  Page.  Come,  trouble  not  yourfelf :  Good 
mafter  Fenton, 
I  will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy : 
My  daughter  will  I  queftion  how  fhe  loves  you,* 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  affecied  ; 
Till  then,  farewell,  fir  : — She  muft  needs  go  in ; 
Her  father  will  be  angry.  \_Exit  Mrs.  Page  and  Anne. 

Fent.  Farewell,  gentle  miftrefs  ;  farewell,  Nan. 

Oicic.  This  is  my  doing  now  ; — Nay,  fa  id  I,  will 
you  caft  away  your  child  on  a  fool,  and  a  phyfician  ? 
Look  on  mafter  Fenton  : — this  is  my  doing. 

Fent,  I  thank  thee  ;  and  I  pray  thee  once  to- 


SCO 
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night  give  my  fweet  Nan  this  ring  :  There's  for  thy 
pains.  [Exit. 

Quic.  Now  heaven  fend  thee  good  fortune  !  A  kind 
heart  he  hath  :  a  woman  would  run  through  fire  and 
water  for  fuch  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my 
mailer  had  miftrefs  Anne;  or  I  would  mafter  Slen- 
der had  her  ;  or,  in  footh,  I  would  mafter  Fenton 
had  her  :  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  them  all  three ; 
-  for  fo  I  have  promis'd,  and  I'll  be  as  good  as  my 
wrord  ;  but  fpecioufly  for  mafter  Fenton.  Well,  I 
muft  of  another  errand  to  fir  John  FalftafT  from  my 
twomiftreifes :  What  a  beaft  am  1  to  flack  it  ?  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

The  Garter  inn. 

Enter  Falflaff  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  I  fay.  

Bard,  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  Go  fetch  me  a  quart  of  fack  ;  put  a  toaftin't. 

[Exit  Bardolph.']  Have  I  liv'd  to  be  carried  in  a 
bafket,  like  a  barrow  of  butcher's  offal ;  and  to  be 
thrown  into  the  Thames  ?  Well ;  if  I  be  ferv'd 
fuch  another  trick,  I'll  have  my  brains  ta'en  out, 
and  butter'd,  and  give  them  to  a  dog  for  a  new- 
years-gift.  The  rogues  {lighted  me  into  the  river 
with  as  little  remorfe  as  they  would  have  drown'd 
a  bitch's  blind  puppies,  fifteen  i'  the  litter:  and 
you  may  know  by  my  fize,  that  I  have  a  kind  of 
alacrity  in  linking  ;  if  the  bottom  were  as  deep  as 
hell,  I  mould  down.  Lhad  been  drown'd,  but  that 
the  fhore  was  fhelvy  and  fhallow  ;  a  death  that  I 
abhor  ;  for  the  water  fwells  a  man  ;  and  what  a 
thing  fhould  I  have  been,  when  I  had  been  fwelPd  ? 
I  fhould  have  been  a  mountain  of  mummy. 
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Re-enter  Bardolph,  with  the  wine. 

Now,  is  the  fack  brew'd  ? 

Bard.  Ay,  fir  :  there's  a  woman  below  would 
fpeak  with  you. 

Fal.  Come,  let  me  pour  in  fome  fack  to  the 
Thames  water ;  for  my  belly's  as  c&ld  as  if  I  had 
fwal.low'd  fnow-balls  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.  Call 
her  in. 

Bard.  Come  in,  woman.  . 

Enter  Mrs.  Qjiickly. 

Quic.  By  your  leave  ; — I  cry  you  mercy  :— 
Give  your  worfhip  good-morrow. 

Fal.  Take  away  thefe  chalices  :  Go  brew  me  a 
pottle  of  fack  finely.  -  ' 

Bard.  With  eggs,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Simple  of  itfelf ;  I'll  no  pullet  fperm  in  my 
brewagc. — How  now  ? 

Ojiic.  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  your  worfhip  from 
miflrefs  Ford, 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford!  I  have  had  ford  enough: 
I  was  thrown  into  the  ford ;  I  have  my  belly-full 
of  ford. 

Quic.  Alas  the  day  !  good  heart,  that  was  not  her 
fault. :  flic  does  fo  take  on  with  her  men  ;  they  mif* 
took  their  ereelion. 

Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolifh  wo- 
man's promife. 

Quic.  Well,  (lie  laments,  fir,  for  it,  that  it  would 
yern  your  heart  to  fee  it.  Her  hufband  goes  this 
morning  a  birding ;  fhe  defires  you  once  more  to 
come  to  her  between  eight  and  nine  :  I  mufl  carry 
her  word  quickly  :  (he'll  make  you  amends,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Fal.  Well,  I  will  vifit  her  :  Tell  her  fo  ;  and  bid 
her  think,  what  a  man  is:  let  her  confider  his  frailty^ 
and  then  judge  of  my  merit, 
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Chile .  I  will  tell  her. 

FaL  Do  fo.  Between  nine  and.  ten,  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

Quit.  Eight  and  nine,  fir. 

FaL  Well,  be  gone  :  I  will  not  mifs  her. 

Oiiic.  Peace  be  with  you,  fir  !  [Exit. 

FaL  I  marvel,  I  hear  not  of  mafter  Brook  ;  he 
fent  me  word  to  flay  within  :  I  like  his  money  well. 
Oh  !  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Ford, 
Ford.  Blefs  you,  fir  ! 

FaL  Now,  mafter  Brook  ?  you  come  to  know 
what  hath  pafs'd  between  me  and  Ford's  wife? 

Ford.  That,  indeed,  fir  John,  is  my  bufmefs. 

Fal.  Mafter  Brook,  I  will  not  lie  to  you  ;  I  was 
at  her  houfe  the  hour  {he  appointed  me. 

Ford.  And  you  fped,  fir? 

FaL  Very  ill-favour'dly,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  How,  fir  ?  did  fhc  change  her  determina- 
tion ? 

FaL  No,  mafter  Brook;  but  the  peaking  cornuto 
her  hufband,  mafter  Brook,  dwelling  in  a  continual 
'larum  of  jcaloufy,  comes  me  in  the  inftant  of  our 
encounter,  after  we  had  embrae'd,  kifs'd,  proteftcd, 
and  as  it  were,  fpokc  the  prologue  of  our  comedy  ; 
and  at  his  heels  a  rabble  of  his  companions,  thither 
provok'd  and  inftigated  by  his  diftemper,  and  for-  .  I 
footh,  to  fearch  his  houfe  for  his  wife's  love. 

Ford.  What,  while  you  were  there  ? 

FaL  While  I  wTas  there. 

Ford.  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,  and  could  not 
find  you  ? 

FaL  You  fhall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have 
it,  comes  in  one  miftrefs  Page  ;  gives  intelligence  of 
Ford's  approach  :  and  by  her  invention,  and  Ford's 
wife's  diftra&ion,  they  convey'd  me  into  a  buck- 
bafket. 

Ford.  A  buck-bafket ! 
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Fat.  Yea.  a  buck-bafket :  ramm'd  me  in  with  foul 
fhirts  and  {mocks,  focks,  foul  (lockings,  and  greafy 
napkins:  that,  mafter  Brook,  there  was  the  ranked 
compound  of  villainous  fmell,  that  ever  offended 
noftril. 

Ford.  And  how  long  lay  you  there  ! 

FaL  Nay,  you  {hall  hear,  mafter  Brook,  what 
I  have  fuffer'd  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil  for 
your  good.    Being  thus  c ramm'd  in  the  ba fleet,  a 
couple  of  Ford's  knaves,  his  hinds,  were  call  '<!  forth 
by  their  miftrefs,  to  carry  me  in  the  name  of  foul 
cloaths  to  Datchet-lane  :  they  took  me  on  their 
moulders  ;  met  the  jealous  knave  their  mafter  in  the 
door ;  who  afk'd  them  once  or  twice,  what  they 
had  in  their  bafket  :  I  quak'd  for  fear,  left  the  lunatic 
knave  would  have  ferch'd  it  ;  but  fate,  ordaining  he 
mould  be  a  cuckold,  held  his  hand.     Well ;  on 
went  he  for  a  fearch,  and  away  went  1  for  foul 
cloaths.    But  mark  the  fequel,  mafter  Brook :  I 
fuffer'd  the  pangs  of  three  feveral  deaths :  hrft,  an 
intolerable  fright,  to  be  detected  with  a  jealous  rot- 
ten bell-wether  ;  next,  to  be  compafs'd,  like  a  good 
bilbo,  in  the  circumference  of  a  peck,  hilt  to  point, 
heel  to  head  :  and  then,  to  be  ftopp'd  in,  like  a  ftrong 
diftiilation,  with  {linking  cloaths  that  fretted  in  their 
own  greafe  :  think  of  that, — a  man  of  my  kidney — 
think  of  that ;  that  am  as  fubje£l  to  heat  as  butter  ; 
a  man  of  continual  diffolution  and  thaw;  it  was  a 
miracle  to  'fcape  fuffocation.    And  in  the  height  of 
this  bath,  when  I  was  more  than  half  ftew'd  in 
greafe,  like  a  Dutch  dim,  to  be  thrown  into  the 
Thames,  and  cool'd  glowing  hot,  in  that  (urge, 
like  a  horfe-fhoe*  think  of  that — hi  fling  hot — think 
of  that,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  In  good  fadnefs,  fir,  I  am  forry  that  for 
my  fake  you  have  fuffer'd  all  this.  My  fuit  is  then 
delperate  ;  you'll  undertake  her  no  more  ? 
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Fal.  M after  Brook,  I  will  be  thrown  into  ^Etna. 
as  I  have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her 
thus.  Her  hufband  is  this  morning  gone  a  hireling  : 
I  have  received  from  her  another  embafly  of  meeting: 
Hwixt  eight  and  nine  is  the  hour,  matter  Brook. 

Ford.  'Tis  pa  ft  eight  already,  fir. 

Fed.  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  addrefs  me  to  my  ap- 
pointment. Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  lei- 
fure,  and  you  {Hall  know  how  I  fpeed ;  and  the  con- 
clufion,  fhall  be  crown'd  with  your  enjoying  her. 
Adieu.  You  {hall  have  her  mafter  Brook  ;  matter 
Brook  :  you  fhall  cuckold  Ford.  \_Exit. 

Ford.  Hum!  ha!  is  this  a  virion  ?  isthis  a  dream  ? 
do  I  fleep  ?  Mafter  Ford,  awake  !  awake,  matter 
Ford  ;  there's  a  hole  made  in  yourbeft  coat,  mafter 
Ford.  This  'tis  to  be  married  !  this  'tis  to  have 
linen,  and  buck  bafkets  ! — Well,  I  will  proclaim 
myfelf  what  I  am  :  I  will  now  take  the  lecher  ;  he 
is  at  my  houfe  :  he  cannot  Tcapeme  ;  'tis  impoftible 
he  fhould  ;  he  cannot  creep  into  a  half  penny  purfc, 
nor  int.o  a  pepper  box  :  but,  left  the  devil  that 
guides  him,  fhould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch  impoftible 
places.  Though  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to 
be  what  I  would  not,  fhall  not  make  me  tame  :  If 
I  have  horns  to  make  one  made,  let  the  proverb  go 
with  me,  I'll  be  horn-mad.  [_Exit. 


A  C  T    IV.      SCENE  I. 

Page's  houfe.  ^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Pag-e.  Mrs.  Quickly,  and  William. 
Mrs.  Page.TS  he  at  mafter  Ford's  already,  think'ft 
A  thou  ? 

Quic.  Sure,  he  is  by  this;  or  will  be  prefently  ; 
but  truly,  he  is  very  courageous  maJ,  about  his 
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throwing  into  the  water.  Miftrefs  Ford  defires  you 
to  come  fuddenly. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  be  with  her  by  and  by  ;  I'll  but 
bring  my  young  man  hereto  fchool  :  Look,  where 
his  matter  comes  ;  'tis  a  playing-day,  I  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

How  now,  fir  Hugh  ?  no  fchool  to-day  ? 

Eva.  No  :  mafler  Slender  is  let  the  boys  leave  t© 
play. 

Quic.  Bleffing  of  his  heart  ! 

Mrs.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  hufband  fays,  my  fon 
profits  nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book  ;  I  pray 
you,  afk  him  fome  queftions  in  his  accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hither,  William  ; — hold  up  your 
head  ;  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  on,  Rrrah  :  hold  up  your  head  ; 
anfwer  your  mafler ;  be  not  afraid. 

Eva.  William,  how  many  numbers  is  in  nouns  ? 
Will.  Two. 

Ouic.  Truly  I  thought  there  had  been  one  num- 
ber more;  becaufe  they  fay  od's  nouns. 

Eva.  Peace  your  tatlings.  What  isfair,  William  ? 
Will.  Pulcher. 

Qitu.  Poul-cats  !  There  are  fairer  things  than  poul- 
cats,  fure. 

Eva.  You  are  a  very  fimplicity  'oman  ;  I  pray 
you,  peace.    What  is  Lapis,  William? 
Will.  A  flone.  + 
Eva.  And  what  is  a  {lone,  William  ? 
Will.  A  pebble. 

Eva.  No,  it#is  Lapis  j  I  pray  you,  remember  in 
your  prain. 
Will.  Lapis. 

Eva.  That  is  a  good  William :  What  is  he,  Wil- 
liam, that  does  lend  articles  ? 

WilL  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun  ;  and 
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be  thus  declin'd,  Singulariter,  nominativo,  hie,  hate 
hoc. 

Eva.   Nominativo,  hig,  hag,  hog ;  pray  you, 

mark  :  genitivo,  hujus  :  Well,  what  is  your  accufa- 

fative  cafe  ? 

Will.  Accufative,  hinc. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  have  your  remembrance,  child  ; 
Accufativo,  hung,  hang,  bog. 

Qnic.  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  bacon,  I  warrant 
you. 

Eva.  Leave  your  prabbles,  5oman,  What  is  the 
locative*  cafe,  William  ? 
Will.  O — vocativo,  O. 

Eva.  Remember,  William,  ;  focative  is,  caret. 
Quic.  And  that's  a  good  root. 
Eva.  'Oman  forbear. 
Mrs.  Page.  Peace. 

Eva.  What  is  your  genitive  cafe  plural,  William  ? 
Will.  Genitive  cafe  ? 
Eva.  Ay. 

Will.  Genitive,  horum,  liarum,  horum. 
Quic.  'Vengeance  of  Giney's  cafe  ?  fie  on  her! — 
never  name  her,  child,  if  fhe  be  a  whore. 
Eva.  For  fliame,  'oman. 

Quic.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  fuch  words  : 
he  teaches  him  to  hick  and  to  hack,  which  they'll 
do  fafh  enough  of  themfelves  ;  and, to  call  horum  : — 
fie  upon  you  ! 

Eva.  'Oman,  art  thou  lunatics  ?  Had  thou  no 
under  {landing  for  thy  cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the 
genders  ?  Thou  art  a  foolifh  chriftian  creatures,  as  I 
would  defires. 

Mrs.  Page.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  pqgee. 

Eva.  Shew  me  now,  William,  fome  declenfions 
of  your  pronouns. 

Will.  Forfooth.  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  It  is  hi,  ka,  cod  :  if  you  forget  your  kiesy 
your  kces,  and  your  cods,  youmuft  bepreeches.  Go 
your  way;  and  play,  go. 
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Mrs.  Page.  He  is  abetter  fcholar,  than  I  thought 
he  was. 

Eva.  He  is  a  good  fprag  memory.  Farewell , 
miftrefs  Paoe. 

o 

Mrs.  Page.  Adieu,  good  fir  Hugh.  Get  you 
home,  boy. — Come,  we  ftay  too  long.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Ford's  Houfe. 

Enter  Faljlaff  and  Mrs.  Ford. 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  up 
my  fufferance  :  I  fee  you  are  obfequious  in  your  love, 
and  I  profefs  requital  to  a  hair's  breadth ;  not  only, 
miftrefs  Ford,  in  the  fimple  office  of  love,  but  in 
all  the  accoutrement,  complement,  and  ceremony  of 
it.    But  are  you  fure  of  your  hufband  now  ?  • 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  a-birding,  fweet  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Page,  [within.']  What  hoa,  go  flip  Ford  ! 
what  hoa  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  Step  into  the  chamber,  fir  John. 

[Exit  Faljlaff* 

Enter  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  How  now,  fweetheart  ?  Who's  at 
home  befides  yourfelf  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  none  but  my  own  people, 
Mrs.  Page.  Indeed  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  No,  certainly. — Speak  louder.  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have  nobody 
here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why.. 
^  Mrs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  hufband  is  in 
his  old  lunes  again  ;  he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my 
hufband ;  fo  rails  againft  all  married  mankind :  fo 
curfes  all  Eve's  daughters,  of  what  complexion 
foever  ;  and  fo  buffets  himfelf  on  the  forehead, 
crying,  Peer  out,  peer  out  I  that  any  madnefs,  I  ever 
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yet  beheld,  feem'd  but  tamenefs,  civility,  and  patience 
to  this  diftemper  he  is  in  now  :  I  am  glad  the  fat 
knight  is  not  here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  does  he  talk  of  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Of  none  but  him  ;  and  fwears,  he 
was  carried  out,  the  laft  time  he  fearch'd  for  him, 
in  a  bafket ;  protefts  to  my  hufband,  he  is  now 
here ;  and  hath  drawn  him  and  the  reft  of  their 
company  from  their  (port,  to  make  another  experi- 
ment of  his  fufpicion  :  but  I  am  glad  the  knight  is 
not  here  ;  now  he  {hall  fee  his  own  foolery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  near  is  he,  miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Hard  by  ;  at  ftreet  end  ;  he  will  be 
here  anon. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  undone  ! — The  knight  is  here. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  then  thou  art  utterly  fham'd, 
and  he's  but  a  dead  man.  What  a  woman  are  you  ? 
Away  with  him,  away  with  him  :  better  fhame  than 
murther. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  fhould  he  go  ?  How 
fhould  I  beftow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the 
bafket  again  ? 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  No,  Pll  come  no  more  i'  the  bafket  ;  may 
1  not  go  out,  ere  he  come  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas,  three  of  mafter  Ford's  brothers 
watch  the  door  with  piftols,  that  none  fhould  iffue 
out ;  otherwife  you  might  flip  away  ere  he  came. — 
But  what  make  you  here  ? 

Fal.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I'll  creep  up  into  the 
chimney. 

Mrs.' Ford.  There  they  always  ufe  to  difcharge 
their  birding-pieces :  creep  into  the  kiln-hole. 
Fal.  Where  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  He  will  feek  there  on  my  word. — • 
Neither  prefs,  coffer,  cheft,  trunk,  well,  vault,  but 
he  hath  an  abftraft  for  the  remembrance  of  fiach 
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places,  and  goes  to  them  by  his  note.   There  is  no 
hiding  you  in  the  houfe. 
Fal.  I'll  go  out  then. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  femblance, 

you  die,  fir  John  ;  unlefs  you  go  out  difguis'd.  ■ 

How  might  we  difguife  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas,  the  day,  I  know  not.  There  is 
no  woman's  gown  big  enough  for  him  ;  otherwife, 
he  might  put  on  a  hat,  muffler,  and  a  kerchief,  and 
fo  efcape. 

Fal.  Good  hearts,  devife  fomething  :  any  extre- 
mity, rather  than  a  mifchief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  maid's  aunt,  the  fat  woman  of 
Brentford,  has  a  gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page,  On  my  word,  it  will  ferve  him  ; 
(he's  as  big  as  he  is  ;  and  there's  her  thrum  hat,  and 
her  muffler  too  ;  run  up,  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  fir  John  :  miflrefs  Page 
and  I,  will  look  fome  linen  for  y  our  head. 

Mrs.  Page.  Quick,  quick  ;  we'll  come  drefs  you 
ftraight  :  put  on  the  gown  the  while.       [_Exit  Fal. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  would,  my  hufband  would  meet 
him  in  this  fhape  :  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman 
of  Brentford;  he  fwcars  fhe's  a  v/itch,  forbade  her 
my  houfe,  and  hath  threatened  to  beat  her.  jg 
t  Mrs.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  hufbind'-s 
cudgel  ;  and  the  devil  guide  hi*  cudgel  afterwards  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  But  is  my  hufband  coming"? 

Airs.  Page.  Ay,  in  good  fadnefs,  is  he  ;  and  talks 
of  the  bafket  too,  howfoever,  he  hath  had  intel- 
ligence. > 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well"  try  that;  foUfc'll  appoint  my 
men  to  carry  the  baiket  again,  to  meet*  him  at  the 
door  with  it,  as  they  did  la.ft  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefcntly  :  let's 
go  drefs  him  like  the  witch  of  Brentford. 

Airs.  ford.  Vi\  firft  direct  my  men  what  they 
S  2 
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fhall  do  with  the  bafket.  Go  up,  I'll  bring  linen  for 
him  ftraight. 

Mrs,  Page.  Hang  him,  difhoneft  varlet !  we  can- 
not mifufe  him  enough. 

We'll  leave  a  proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do^ 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too  ; 
We  do  not  aft,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh  ; 
'Tis  old  but  true,  Still  fwine  eat  all  the  draugh. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  firs,  take  the  bafket  again  on  your 
fhoulders  ;  your  mafter  is  hard  at  door  ;  if  he  bid 
you  fet  it  down,  obey  him :  quickly,  difpatch. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Page  and  Mrs.  Ford. 

Enter  Servants  with  the  bajket. 

1  Serv.  Come,  come,  take  up. 

2  Serv,  Pray  heaven,  it  be  not  full  of  the  knight 
again. 

2  Serv.  I  hope  not ;  I  had  as  lief  bear  fo  much 
lead. 

Enter  Ford,  Shallow,  Page,  Caius,  and  Sir  Hugh 

Evans. 

Ford,  Ay,  but  if  it  prove  true,  mafter  Page,  have 
you^any  way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?  Set  down 
the  baflfcet,  villain  : — Somebody  call  my  wife  :— — 
Youth  m.  a  bafket ! — Oh,  you  pandarly  rafcals  ! — 
there's  a  knot,  a  gang,  a  pack,  a  confpiracy,  againft 

me.   Now  fhall  the  devil  be  fham'd.  What ! 

wife,  I  iay  !  come,  come  forth  ;  behold  what  honeft 
cloaths  you  fend  forth  to  bleaching. 

Page,  Why,  thispafles!  Mafter  Ford,  you  are  not 
to  go  loofe  any  k>nger  ;  you  muft  be  pinion'd. 

Eva,  Why,  this  is  lunatics  !  this  is  mad  as  a  mad 
dog! 

Shal,  Indeed,  mafter  Ford,  this  is  not  well ;  in- 
deed. 
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Enter  Mrs.  Ford. 

Ford.  So  fay  I  too,  fir.— Come  hither,  miftrefs 
Ford  ; — miftrefs  Ford,  the  honeft  woman,  the  modeil 
wife,  the  virtuous  creature,  that  hath  the  jealous 
fool  to  her  hufband ! — I  fufpecl  without  caufe,  mif- 
trefs,  do  I  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs,  you  do,  if 
you  fufpecl:  me  in  any  difhonefty. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  brazen-face  ;  hold  it  outT— 
Come  forth,  firrah.  ♦  s 

[Pulls  the  cloaths  out  of  the  bajket. 

Page.  This  panes. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Are  you  not  afham'd  ?  Let  the  cloaths 
alone. 

Ford.  I  {hall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.  'Tis  unreafonable  !  Will  you  take  up  your 
wife's  cloaths  ?  Come  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  bafket,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  man,  why. — 

Ford.  Mafher  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was  one 
convey'd  out  of  my  houfe  yefterday  in  this  bafket. 
Why  may  not  he  be  there  again  ?  In  my  houfe  I 
am  fure  he  is :  my  intelligence  is  true  ;  my  jealoufy 
is  reasonable  :  pluck  me  out  all  the  linen. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  find  a  man  there;  hejhall  die  a 
flea's  death.  ) 

Page.  Here's  no  man.  * 

Shal.  By  my  fidelity,  this  is  not  well,  matter  Ford  -; 
this  wrongs  you. 

Eva.  Mafter  Ford,  you  rauft  pray,  and  not  follow 
the  imaginations  of  your  own  heart :  this  is  jealoufies, 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  Meek  for. 
•  Page.  No,  nor  no  where  elfe  but  in  your  brain.  • 

Ford.  Help  to  fearch  my  houfe  this  one  time  :  if 
I  find  not  what  I  feck,  {hew  no  colour  for  my  ex- 
tremity, let  me  for  ever  be  your  table-fport  ;  let 
them  fay  of  me,  As  jealous  as  Ford,  that  feajrclfM  a 
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hollow  wall-nut  for  his  wife's  leman.    Satisfy  me 
once  more ;  once  more  fearch  with  me. 

Mrs,  Ford.  What  hoa,  miftrdfs  Page !  come  you 
and  the  old  woman  down  ;  my  hufband  will  come 
into  the  chamber. 

Ford.  Old  woman  !  what  old  woman's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  it  is  my  maid's  aunt  of  Brent-  . 
ford! 

Ford.  A  witch,  a  quean,  an  old  cozening  quean  ! 
Have  I  not  forbid  her  my  houfe  ?  She  comes  of  er- 
rands, does  fhe  ?  We  are  fimple  men  ;  we  do  not 
know  what's  brought  to  pafs  under  the  profeflion 
of  fortune-telling.  She  works  by  charms,  by  fpells, N 
by  the  figure,  and  fuch  daubery  as  this  is  :  beyond 

our  element  :  we  know  nothing.  Come  down, 

you  witch ;  you  hag  you  come  down,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  good  fweet  hufband  ; — good 
gentlemen,  let  him  not  ftrike  the  old  woman. 

Enter  Faljiaffin  woman's  cloaths,  led  by  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Pave.  Come,  mother  Prat,  ccme,  give  me 
your  hand. 

Ford.  I'll  prat  her:— — Out  of  my  doors,  you 
witch  !  [Beats  him.~]  you  hag,  you  baggage,  you 
poulcat,  you  ronyon  !  out!  out!  I'll  conjure  you, 
I'll  fortune-tell  you.  [Exit  FaU 

Mrs.  Page.  Are  you  not  afham'd?  I  think,  you 
have  kill'd  the  poor  woman. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  he  will  do  it. — 'Tis  a  goodly 
crediffor  you. 

Ford.  Hang  her.  witch  ! 

Eva.  By  yea  and  no,  I  think  the  'oman  is  a  witch 
indeed  :>I  like  not  when  a  'omans  has  a  great  peard  : 
I  fpy  a  great  peard  under  his  muffler. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow,  gentlemen?!  befeech 
you,  follow  ;  fee  but  the  illue  of  my  jealoufy  ;  if  I 
cry  out  thus  upon  no  trial,  never  trull  mc  when  I 
open  ngain. 
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Page.  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further  : — 
Come,  gentlemen.  [Exeunt. 

Mrs.  Page.  Truftme,  he  beat  him  mod  pitifully. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  by  the  mafs,  that  he  did  not  ; 
he  beat  him  mo  ft  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  have  the  cudgel  hallow 'd,  and 
hung  o'er  the  altar ;  it  hath  done  meritorious  fer- 
vice. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  think  you  ?  May  we,  with  the 
warrant  of  womanhood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good 
confcience,  purfue  him  with  any  further  revenge  ? 

Mrs.  Pag*.  The  fpirit  of  wantonnefs  is,  fure, 
fcar'd  out  of  him ;  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in  fee 
fimple,  with  fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never,  I 
think,  in  the  way  of  wafte,  attempt  us  again. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  tell  our  hufbands  how  we 
have  ferved  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Yea,  by  all  means  if  it  be  but  to 
fcrape  the  figures  out  of  your  hufband's  brains.  If 
they  can  find  in  their  hearts,  the  poor  unvirtuous 
fat  knight  fhall  be  any  further  airlifted,  we  two  will 
be  ftill  the  minifters. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  warrant,  they'll  have  him  publicly 
fhamVl  :  and,  methinks,  there  would  be  no  period 
to  the  jeft,  fhould  he  not  be  publicly  fham'd. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  to  the  forge  with  it,  then, 
fhapc  it  :  I  would  not  have  things  cool.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Garter  inn. 
Enter  Hoji  and  Bardolph. 
Bard.  Sir,  the  Germans  defire  to  have  three  of 
your  horfes  :  the  duke  himfelf  will  be  to-morrow  at 
court,  and  they  are  going  to  meet  him. 

Floft.  What  duke  fhould  that  be,  comes  fo  fe- 
cretly  ?  I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court :  let  me 
Cpeak  with  the  gentlemen  ;  they  fpeak  Engliflt  ? 
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Bard.  Sir,  I'll  call  them  to  you. 

Hoji.  They  {hall  have  my  horfes  ;  but  I'll  make 
them  pay,  I'll  fauce  them  :  they  have  had  my  houfe 
a  week  at  command ;  I  have  turn'd  away  my  other 
guefts  :  they  muft  come  off;  I'll  fauce  them  :  come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Ford's  houfe. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Sir 
Hugh  Evans. 
Eva.  'Tis  one  of*  the  bed  difcretions  of  a  'omans 
as  ever  I  did  lock  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  letters  at 
an  inftant  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
Ford.  Pardon  me,  wife :  Henceforth  do  what 
thou  wilt  : 
I  rather  will  fufpeft  the  fun  with  cold, 
Than  thee  with  wantonnefs  :  now  doth  thy  honour 
ftand, 

In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretic, 
As  firm  as  faith. 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  no  more. 
Be  not  as  extreme  in  fubmiflion, 
As  in  offence ; 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward  ;  let  our  wives 
Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  public  fport, 
Appoint  a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow, 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.Thcrc  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpoke  of. 

Page.  How  ?  to  fend  him  word  they'll  meet  him 
in  the  park 
At  midnight !  fie,  fie  ;  he  will  never  come. 

Eva.  You  fay,  he  hath  been  thrown  into  the  rU 
vers  ;  and  hath  been  grievoufly  peaten,  as  an  old 
'oman :  methinks,  there  fhould  be  terrors  in  him, 


Aft  IV.        MERRY    WIVES    OF    WINDSOR,  £15 


that  he  fhould  not  come  :  methinks,  his  flefh  is 
punifh'd,  he  fhall  have  no  defires. 
Page.  So  think  I  too. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  ufe  him  when 
he  comes, 

And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring  him  hither. 

Mrs.  Page.  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  that  Heme 
the  hunter, 
Sometime  a  keeper  here  in  Windfor  foreft, 
Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  frill  midnight, 
Walk  round  about  an  oak,  with  great  ragg'd  horns  ; 
And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  cattle ; 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,and  {hakes  a  chain 
In  a  mod  hideous  and  dreadful  manner  : 
You  have  heard  of  fuch  a  fpirit  :  and  well  you  know. 
The  fuperftitious  idle-headed  eld 
Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age, 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  truth. 

Page.  Why,  yet  there  want  not  many,  t&at  do  fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  walk  by  this  Heme's  oak  : 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  this  is  our  device  ; 
That  Falflaff  at  that  oak  fhall  meet  with  us. 
We'll  fend  him  word  to  meet  us  in  the  field, 
Difguis'd  like  Heme,  with  huge  horns  on  his  head. 

Page.  W ell,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come, 
And  in  this  fhape :  When  you  have  brought  him 
thither, 

What  fhall  be  done  with  him  ?  What  is  your  plot  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  That  likewife  we  have  thought  upon, 
and  thus  : 

Nasi  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  fon, 

And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'll  drefs 

Like  urchins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  green  and  white, 

With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads, 

And  rattles  in  their  hands ;  upon  a  fudden,. 

As  Falftarf,  {he,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 

*-et  them  from  forth  a  law -pit  rufh  at  once 
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With  fome  diffufed  fong  :  upon  their  fight, 
We  two  in  great  amazednefs  will  fly  : 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about, 
And  fairy-like,  to  pinch  the  unclean  knight  ; 
And  afk  him,  why  that  hour  of  fairy  revel, 
In  their  fo  facred  paths  he  dares  to  tread 
In  fhape  prophane  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth, 
Let  the  fuppofed  fairies  pinch  him  found, 
And  burn  him  with  their  tapers. 

Mrs.  Page.  The  truth  being  known, 
We'll  all  prefent  ourfelves  ;  dif-horn  the  fpirit, 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windfor. 

Ford.  The  children  muft 
Be  pra&is'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne'er  do't. 

Eva.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours ; 
and  I  will  be  like  a  jack-an-apes  alio,  to  burn  the 
knight  with  my  taber. 

Ford.  This  will  be  excellent.    I'll  go  buy  them 
vizards. 

Mrs.  Page.  My  Nan  {hall  be  the  queen  of  all  the 
fairies, 

Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  filk  will  I  go  buy  ; — -and  in  that  time 
Shall  matter  Slender  {teal  my  Nan  away,       [  A fide. 

And  marry  her  at  Eaton.  Go,  fend  to  FalftafF 

ftraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  I'll  to  him  again  in  the  name  of  Brook  :  i 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpofe.    Sure,  he'll  come. 
Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that :  Go,  get  us  pro-  i 
perties 

And  tricking  for  our  fairies. 

Eva.  Let  us  about  it :  It  is  admirable  pleafures, 
and  fery  honefl  knaveries. 

Exeunt  Page,  Ford  and  Evans. 
Mrs.  Page.  Go,  miftrefs  Ford, 
Send  quickly  to  Sir  John,  to  know  his  min'd. 

Exit  Mrs.  Ford.  I 
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I'll  to  the  doctor.;  he  hath  my  good  will, 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  Page. 
That  Slender,  though  well-landed,  is  an  ideot ; 
And  he  my  hufband  heft  of  all  affects  : 
The  doctor  is  well  money'd,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  court ;  he,  none  but  he  {hall  have  her, 
Though  twenty  thoufand  worthier  come  to  crave 
her.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

The  Garter  inn. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Simple. 

Hoft.  What  would'ft  thou  have,  boor?  What, 
thick-Hun  ?  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs :  brief,  ffiort, 
quick,  fhap. 

Simp.  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  fir  John 
FalfbfF  from  matter  Slender. 

Hoft.  There's  his  chamber,  his  houfe,  his  caftle, 
his  Handing-bed  and  truckle-bed  ;  'tis  painted  about 
with  the  ftory  of  the  prodigal,  frefh  and  new  ;  Go, 
knock  and  call;  he'll  fpeak  like  an  Anthropophagi- 
nian  unto  thee.  Knock,  I  fay. 

Simp.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman,  gone 
up  into  his  chamber  ;  I'll  be  fo  bold  as  May,  fir,  'till 
fhe  come  dowrn  :  I  come  to  fpeak,  with  her,  indeed. 

Hoft.  Ha  !  a  fat  woman !  the  knight  may  be 
robb'd  ;  I'll  call.— Bully  knight !  Bully  fir  John  ! 
fpeak  from  thy  lungs  military.  Art  thou  there  ? 
It  is  thine  hoft,  thine  Ephefian,  calls. 

Falftaff  above. 
Fal.  How  now,  mine  hoft  ? 

Hoft,  Here's  a  Bohemian  Tartar  tarries  the 
coming  down  of  thy  fat  woman.  Let  her  defcend, 
bully,  let  her  defcend  ;  my  chambers  arc  honour- 
able. Fie  !  privacy  ?  fie  ! 

Vol.  I.  .  T 
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Enter  Falflaff. 

Fal.  There  was,  mine  hofl,  an  old  fat  woman 
even  now  with  me  ;  but  fhe's  gone. 

Simp*  Pray  you,  fir,  was't  not  the  wife  woman  of 
Brentford  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  marry  was  it,  muffel-fhell.  What  would 
you  with  her  ? 

Simp.  My  mafter,  fir,  mafler  Slender  fent  to  her, 
feeing  her  go  through  the  flreet,  to  know,  fir,  whe- 
ther one  Nym,  fir,  that  beguil'd  him  of  a  chain,  had 
the  chain,  or  no. 

Fal.  I  fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 

Simp.  And  what  fays  fhe,  I  pray,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Marry,  fhe  fays,  that  the  very  fame  man, 
that  beguil'd  mafler  Slender  of  his  chain,  cozen'd 
him  of  it. 

Simp.  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  wo- 
man herfelf ;  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with 
her  too,  from  him. 

Fal.  What  are  they?  Let  us  know. 

Hoft.  Ay,  come  ;  quick. 

Simp.  I  may  not  conceal  them,  fir. 

Fal.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  dy'fl. 

Simp.  Why,  fir,  they  were  nothing  but  about 
miflrels  Anne  Page,  to  know,  if  it  were  my  mailer's 
fortune  to  have  her,  or  no. 

Fal.  'Tis,  'tis  his  fortune. 

Simp.  What,  fir  ? 

Fal.  To  have  her — or  no.  Go  :  fay  the  woman 
told  me  fo. 

Simp.  May  I  be  fo  bold  to  fay  fo,  fir  ? 
*  Fal.  Ay,  fir  Tike  ;  like  who  more  bold. 

Simp.  I  thank  your  worfhip  :  I  fnall  make  my 
mafler  glad  with  thefe  tidings.  [Exit  Simp. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  clerkly,  thou  art  clerkly,  fir  John. 
Was  there  a  wife  woman  with  thee  ?  \ 

Fal.  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  hofl ;  one  that  has 
taugnt  me  more  wit  than  ever  I  learn'd  before  in  my 
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life;  and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid 
for  my  learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Out,  alas,  fir !  cozenage !  mere  cozenage  ! 
Hoft.  Where  be  my  horfes  ?  Speak  well  of  them, 
varletto. 

Bard.  Run  away  with  the  cozeners  ;  for  fo  (ooa 
as  I  came  beyond  Eaton,  they  threw  me  off,  from  be- 
hind one  of  them,  in  a  Hough  of  mire  :  and  fet 
fpurs,  and.  away,  like  three  German  devils,  tl-iree 
Do&or  Fauftus's. 

Hoft.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  duke,  vil- 
lain :  do  not  lay,  they  are  fled  ;  Germans  arc  honed, 
men. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Ev^ins.. 

Eva.  Where  is  mine  hoft  ? 
:    Hoft.  What  is  the  mutter,  fir  ? 

Eva.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments  :  thevs 
is  a  friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  mo,  there 
is  three  couzin-germans,  that  has  cozen'd  all  the 
hofts  of  Reading,  of  Maidenhead,  of  Colcbrook,  of 
horfes  and  money t  1  tell  vou  for  good- will,  look 
you  :  you  are  wife,  and  full  of  gibes  and  vlouting- 
ftogs  ;  and  'tis  not  convenient  you  fhould  be  cozen'd. 
Fare  you  well.  [Exit* 
Enter  Caius. 

Caius.  Verc  is  mine  Hoft  de  Jarterrt  ? 

Hoft.  Here,  mafler  do£tor,  in  perplexity,  and 
doubtful  dilemma. 

Caius.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat.  But  it  istell-a-me, 
dat  you  make  a  grand  preparation  for  a  duke  de  Jar- 
many  :  by  my  trot,  derc  is  no  duke,  dat  de  court 
is  know,  to  come  :  I  tell  you  for  good-vill :  adieu. 

[Exit. 

Hoft.  Hue  and  cry,  villain,  go  !  affifl  me  knight ; 
lamundbne: — fly,  run,  hue  and  cry,  villain!  I'm 
undone  (Exit', 


2  tO 


MERRY    WIVES    OF  WINDSOR. 


Act  IV. 


Fal.  I  would  all  the  world  might  be  cozen'd  5 
for  I  have  been  cozen'd  and  beaten  too.  If  it 
fhould  come  to  the  ear  of  the  court,  how  I  have 
been  transformed,  and  how  my  transformation  hath 
been  wafh'd  and  cudgel'd,  they  would  melt  me 
out  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop,  and  liquor  fifhermeri's 
boots  with  me  :  I  warrant,  they  would  whip  me 
with  their  fine  wits,  till  I  were  as  crefl-fallen  as  a  dried 
pear.  I  never  prcfper'd  fince  I  forefwore  myfelfat 
Primero.  Weil,  if  my  wind  were  but  long  enough 
to  fay  my  prayers,  I  would  repent. — — 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 
Now  !  whence  came  you  ? 

Qjiic.  From  the  two  parties,  forfooth. 

Fal.  The  devil  take  one  party,  and  his  dam  the 
other,  and  fo  they  fhall  be  both  beftow'd  !  I  have 
fuffer'd  more  for  their  fakes,  more,  than  the  vil- 
lainous inconftancy  of  man's  difpofition  is  able  to 
bear. 

Qjiic.  And  have  not  they  fuffer'd?  Yes,  I  war- 
rant; fpecioufly  one  of  them;  mifbrefs  Ford,  good 
heart,  is  beaten  black  and  blue,  that  you  cannot  fee 
a  white  fpot  about  her. 

Fal.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ? 
I  was  beaten  my  1  elf  into  all  the  colours  of  the  rain- 
bow ;  and  I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the 
witch  of  Brentford  ;  but  that  my  admirable  dex- 
terity of  wit,  counterfeiting  the  aftion  of  an  old 
woman,  deliver'd  me,  the  knave  conftable  had 
fet  me  i'  the  Hocks,  i'  the  common  flocks,  for  a 
witch. 

Ouic.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  cham- 
ber :  you  fhall  hear  how  things  go  ;  and,  I  warrant, 
to  your  content.  Here  is  a  letter  will  fay  fome- 
what.  Good  hearts,  what  ado  is  here  to  bring  you 
together  !  Sure,  one  of  you  does  not  ferve  heaven 
well,  that  you  are  fo  crofs'd. 

Fcil.  Come  up  into  my  chamber.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Fenton  and  Hoft. 

Hoft.  Mafter  Fenton,  talk  not  to  me ;  my  mind  is 
heavy,  I  will  give  over  all. 

Fent.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak.  Aflift  me  in  my  pur- 
pofe,  N 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I'll  give  thee 
A  hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  than  your  lofs. 

Hojl.  I  will  hear  you,  mafter  Fenton  ;  and  I  will, 
at  the  leaft,  keep  your  counfel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page  5 
Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwer'd  my  affe&ion 
(So  far  forth  as  herfelf  might  be  her  chufer) 
Even  to  my  wifh  ;  I  have  a  letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  contents  as  you  will  wonder  at ; 
The  mirth  whereof  s  fo  larded  with  my  matter, 
That  neither,  fmgly,  can  bemanifefted, 
Without  the  {hew  of  both  :  fat  fir  John  Falftaff 
Hath  a  great  fcene  ;  the  image  of  the  jeft 

[Shewing  a  letter; 
Pll  {hew  you  here  at  large.    Hark,  good  mine  hoft  ; 
To-night  at  Heme's  oak,  juft'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  fairy  queen  ; 
The  purpofe  why,  is  here  ;  in  which  difguife, 
While  other  jefts  are  fomething  rank  on  foot, 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 
Away  with  Slender,  and  with  him  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry  :  fhe  hath  confented  :  now,  fir7 
Her  mother,  even  ftrong  againft  that  match, 
And  firm  for  doctor  Caius,  hath  appointed 
That  he  fhall  likewife  muffle  her  away, 
While  other  fports  are  talking  of  their  minds, 
And  at  the  deanery,  where  a  prieft  attends, 
Straight  marry  her  :  to  this  her  mother's  plot 
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She,  feemingly  obedient,  likewife  hath 
Made  promife  to  the  doctor.- — Now,  thus  it  refts  ; 
Her  father  means  {he  {hall  be  all  in  white  ; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go, 
She  {hall  go  with  him  :  her  mother  hath  intended. 
The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  do&or, 
(For  they  mud  all  be  mafk'd  and  vizarded) 
That  quaint  in  green,  {he  {hall  be  loofe  enrob'd, 
With  ribbands  pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head  ; 
And  when  the  docior  fpies  his  vantage  ripe, 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and,  on  that  token, 
The  maid  hath  given  confent  to  go  with  him. 
Hoft.  Which  means  {he  to  deceive  ?  father  or 
mother  ? 

Fent.  Both,  my  good  hofh,  to  go  along  with  me  ; 
And  here  it  refts — that  you'll  procure  the  vicar 
To  fbay  for  me  at  church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And,  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hearts  united  ceremony. 

Hofl,  W ell,  hufband  your  device  ;  I'll  to  the  vicar ; 
Bring  you  the  maid,  you  fhall  not  lack  a  prieffc. 

Fent.  So  fhall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee; 
Befides  I'll  make  a  prefent  recompence.  [^Exeunt. 
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Enter  Falft off  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Fal.  ""DR'YTHEE,  no  more  pratling  ; — go. — I'll 
A  hold  :  this  is  the  third  time  ;  I  hope  good 
luck  lies  in- odd  numberf.  Away,  go;  they  fay 
there  is  divinity  in  odd  numbers,  either  in  nativity, 
chance,  or  death. — Away. 

Quic.  I'll  provide  you  a  chain  ;  and  I'll  do  what 
I  can  to  get  you  a  pair  of  horns. 


AEl  V. 


MERRY  WIVES  OP  WINDSOR. 


223 


Fal.  Away,  I  fay  ;  time  wears  :  hold  up  your 
head,  and  mince.  [Exit.  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Enter  Ford. 

How  now,  matter  Brook  ?  Matter  Brook,  the 
matter  will  be  known  to-night,  or  never.  Be  you 
in  the  park  about  midnight,  at  Heme's  oak,  and  you 
fhall  fee  wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  yefterday,  fir,  as  you 
told  me  you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal.  I  went  to  her,  matter  Brook,  as  you  fee, 
like  a  poor  old  man  :  but  I  came  from  her,  matter 
Brook,  like  a  poor  old  woman.  That  fame  knave 
Ford  her  hufband,  hath  the  fineft  mad  devil  of 
jealoufy  in  him,  matter  Brook,  that  ever  govern'd 
frenzy.  I  will  tell  you. — He  beat  me  grievoufly, 
in  the  fliape  of  a  woman  ;  for  in  the  fhape  of  man, 
matter  Brook,  I  fear  not  Goliah  with  a  weaver's 
beam  \  becaufe  I  know  alfo,  life  is  a  fhuttle.  I  am 
in  hafte  ;  go  along  with  me  ;  I'll  tell  you  all,  matter 
Brook.  Since  I  pluck'd  geefe,  play'd  truant,  and 
whipped  top,  I  knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten, 
till  lately.  Follow  me:  I'll  tell  you  ftrange things 
of  this  knave  Ford  ;  on  whom  to-night  I  will  be  re- 
veng'd,  and  I  will  deliver  his  wife  into  your  hand. 
— Follow  ; — ttrange  things  in  hand,  matter  Brook  ! 
Follow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Wind/or  Park. 
Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come ;  we'll  couch  i3  the  cattle- 
ditch,  till  we  fee  the  light  of  our  fairies. — Remem- 
ber, fon  Slender,  my  daughter. 

Slen.  Ay,  forfooth  ;  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and 
we  have  a  nay-word  how  to  know  one  another. 
I  come  to  her  in  white,  and  cry,  mum;  fhe  cries3 
budget ;  and  by  that  we  know  one  another. ' 
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Shal.  That's  good  too :  but  what  needs  either 
your  mum,  or  her  budget  ?  The  white  will  decipher 
her  well  enough. — It  hath  ftruck  ten  o'clock. 

Page,  The  night  is  dark  ;  light  and  fpirits  will 
become  it  well.  Heaven  profper  our  fport  !  No 
man  means  evil  but  the  devil,  and  we  fhall  know 
him  by  his  horns.    Let's  away  ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Page,  Mijirefs  Ford,  and  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  Page.  Mafler  do&or,  my  daughter  is  in 
green  :  when  you  fee  your  time,  take  her  by  the 
hand,  away  with  her  to  the  deanery,  and  difpatch 
it  quickly.  Go  before  into  the  park  ;  we  two  mufl 
go  together. 

Caius.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do  ;  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fare  you  well,  fir.  My  hufband  will 
not  rejoice  fo  much  at  the  abule  of  Falftaff,  as  he 
will  chafe  at  the  doctor's  marrying  my  daughter: 
but  'tis  no  matter ;  better  a  little  chiding,  than  a 
great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  troop 
of  fairies  ?  and  the  Welch  devil  Evans  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  all  couch'd  in  a  pit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  obfeur'd  lights ;  which,  at  the 
very  inftant  of  FalftafPs  and  our  meeting,  they  will 
at  once  difplay  to  the  night. 

Mrs.  Ford.  That  cannot  chufebut  amaze  him. 

Mrs.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd,  he  will  be 
mock'd  ;  if  he  be  amaz'd,  he  will  every  way  be 
mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  betray  him  finely. 
Mrs.  Page.   Again  ft  fuch  lewdfters,  and  their 
letchery, 

Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  The  uhour  draws  on ;  to  the  oak,  to 
the  oak! 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  and  Fairies, 
Eva.  Trib,  trib,  fairies  ;  come  ;  and  remember  your 
parts  :  be  pold,  I  pray  you  ;  follow  me  into  the  pit ; 
and  when  I  give  the  watch-'ords,  do  as  I  pid  you  ; 
Come,  come  ;  trib,  trib.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Faljl off  with  a  buck's  head  on. 
Fal.  The  Windfor  bell  hath  {truck  twelve  ;  the 
minute  draws  on.  Now,  the  hot-blooded  gods  affift 
me  ! — Remember,  Jove,  thou  wad  a  bull  for  thy 
Europa  ;  love  fet  on  thy  herns. — Oh  powerful  love ! 
that,  in  fome  refpefts,  makes  a  bead  a  man,  in  fome 
other,  a  man  a  bead. — You  were  alfo,  Jupiter,  a 

fwan,  for  the  love  of  Leda.  Oh,  omnipotent 

love  !  how  near  the  god  drew  to  the  complexion  of 
a  goofe  ? — A  fault  done  firft  in  the  form  of  a 
bead ; — O  Jove,  a  beadly  fault  ! — and  then  another 
fault  in  the  femblance  of  a  fowl ; — think  on't,  Jove  ; 

a  foul  fault.  When  gods  have  hot  backs,  what 

mall  poor  men  do  ?  For  me,  I  am  here  a  Windfor 
flag  ;  and  the  fatted,  I  think,  i'  the  fored.  Send 
me  a  cool  rut-time,  Jove,  or  who  can  blame  me  to 
pifs  my  tallow  ?  Who  comes  here  ?  my  doe  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John  ?  Art  thou  there,  my  deer  ? 
my  male  deer  ? 

Fal.  My  doe  with  the  black  (cut  ? —  Let  the  fky 
rain  potatoes,  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  of  Green 
Sleeves;  hail  ki fling-comfits,  and  fnow  eringoes  ; 
let  there  come  a  temped  of  provocation,  I  will 
fhelter  me  here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Miftrefs  Page  is  come  with  me,  fweet- 
heart. 
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Fal.  Divide  me  like  a  bride-buck,  each  a  haunch  : 
I  v/ill  keep  my  fides  to  my  lei  f,  my  moulders  for 
the  fellow  of  his  walk,  and  my  horns  I  bequeath 
your  hufbanc!?.  Am  I  a  woodman  ?  ha  !  Speak  I 
like  Plerne  the  hunter?—  Why,  now  is  Cupid  a 
child  of  conscience  ;  he  makes  restitution.  As  I 
am  a  true  fpirit,  welcome  !  [Noife  within, 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  !  what  noife  ? 

Mrs  FcrcL  Heaven  forgive  our  fins ! 

pal.  Vv'hat  fhall  this  be  ? 

-Mrs.  Ford.  1  .  . 

Mrs.  Paw.  |  ^way,  away.  [The  women  run  out. 

Fat.  I  think  the  devil  will  not  have  me  damn'd, 
left  the  oil  that  is  in  me  mould  fet  hell  on  fire  \  he 
never  would  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  like  a  fatyr  j  (hackly,  and  others, 
drefs'd  like  fairies,  with  tapers. 

Qiiic.  Fairies,  bhck,  grey,  green,  and  white, 
You  moon-mine  revellers,  and  fhades  of  night, 
You  orphan-heirs  of  fixed  deftiny, 

Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality.  

Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  the  fairy  o-yes. 

Eva.  Elves,  lift  your  names  ;  filence,  you  airy  toys. 
Cricket,  to  Windfor  chimney  fhalt  thou  leap  : 
Where  fires  thou  find '"ft  unrak'd,  and  hearths  un- 
Iwept, 

There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry  : 
Our  radiant  queen  hates  fiuts,  and  fluttery. 

Fal.  They  are  fairies  :  he  that  fpeaks  to  them 
fhall  die ; 

I'll  wink  and  couch  ;  no  man  their  works  muft  eye. 

[Lies  down  upon  his  face. 
Eva.  Where's  Bede  ? — Go  you,  and  where  you 
find  a  maid, 

That,  ere  fhe  fleep,  hath  thrice  her  prayers  faid, 
Rein  up  the  organs  of  her  fantafy  ; 
Sleep  fhe  as  found  as  careleis  infancy: 
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But  thofe  that  fleep,  and  think  not  #n  their  fins. 
Pinch  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  fhoulders,  fides  and 

fhins. 
Quic.  About,  about ; 
Search  Windfor  caflle,  elves,  within  and  out : 
Strew  good  luck,  ouphes,  on  every  facred  room ; 
That  it  may  ftand  till  the  perpetual  doom, 
In  ftate  as  wholfome,  as  in  ftate  'tis  fit ; 
Worthy  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it. 
The  feveral  chairs  of  order  1  ook  you  fcour 
With  juice  of  balm,  ands*  ^ry  precious  flower: 
Each  fair  inftalment  coat,  and  feveral  creft, 
With  loyal  blazon,  evermore  be  blefl ! 
And  nightly,  meadow-fairies,  look,  you  fmg, 
Like  to  the  Garter's  compafs,  in  a  ring : 
The  expreflure  that  it  bears,  green  let  it  be, 
More  fertile-frefh  than  all  the  field  to  fee  ; 
And,  Hony  Soit  Qui  Mai y  Penfe,  write, 
In  emerald  tufts,  flowers  purple,  blue,  and  white; 
Like  faphire,  pearl,  and  rich  embroidery, 
Buckled  below  fair  knight-hood's  bending  knee  ; 
Fairies  ufe  flowers  for  their  chara&ery. 
Away  ;  difperfe ;  but,  till  'tis  one  o'clock, 
Our  dance  of  cuftom,  round  about  the  oak 
Of  Heme  the  hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 

Eva.  Pray,  you,  lock  hand  in  hand  ;  yourfelves 

in  order  fet  : 
And  twenty  glow-worms  fhall  our  lanterns  be, 
To  guide  our  meafure  round  about  the  tree. 
But,  flay,  I  fmell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

FaL  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  fairy ! 
Left  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheefe ! 

Eva.  Vile  worm,  thou  waft  o'erlook'd  even  in 

thy  birth. 

Quic.  With  trial-fire  touch  me  his  finger-end  : 
If  he  be  chafte,  the  flame  will  back  defcend, 
And  turn  him  to  no  pain  :  but  if  he  ftart, 
It  is  the  flefh  of  a  corrupted  heart. 
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Eva.  A  trial,  tome, 


[They  burn  him  with  their  tapers  and  pinch  him. 
Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 
Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Quic.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  defire  : — 
About  him  fairies  ;  Ting  a  fcornful  rhime  : 
And  as  you  trip,  flill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

Eva.  It  is  right ;  indeed,  he  is  full  of  letcheries 
and  iniquity. 

THE  SONG. 

Fie  on  Jin  fal  phantafy  ! 

Fie  on  liift  and  luxury  ! 

Lufl  is  but  a  bloody  jire~ 

Kindled  with  unchafle  defire, 

Fed  in  heart  ;  w h  of e  flames  afpire, 

As  thoughts  do  blow  them,  higher  and  higher. 

Pinch  him  fairies,  mutually  ; 

Pinch  him  for  his  villainy  ; 
Pinch  him,  and  burn  him,  and  turn  him  about, 
'Till  candles,  and Jlar-light,  and  moon-Jhine  be  out. 

During  this  Jong,  they  pinch  him.  Dr.  Caius  comes 
one  way,  and  Jleals  away  a  fairy  in  green  ;  Slen- 
der another  way,  and  he  takes  away  a  fairy  in 
white  j  and  Fenton  comes,  and  fteals  away  Mrs. 
Anne  Page,  A  noife  of  hunting  is  made  within. 
All  the  fairies  run  away.  Falfl off  pulls  off  his  Buck's 
head,  and  rifes. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  &c.     They  lay  hold  on  him. 
Page.  Nay,  do  not  fly  :  I  think,  we  have  watch'd 
you  now  ; 

Will  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  ferve  your  turn  ? 
Mrs,  Page,  I  pray  you,  come  ;  hold  up  the  jeft 

no  higher  :  

Now,  good  Sir  John,  how  like  you  Windfor  wives  ? 
See  you  thefe,  hufband  ?  do  not  thele  fair  yokes 
Become  the  foreft  better  than  the  town  ? 
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Ford.  Now,  fir,  who's  a  cuckold  now  ? — Mafter 
Brook,  FalftafPs  a  knave,  a  cuckoldly  knave  :  here 
are  his  horns,  mafier  Brook  :  And,  mafter  Brook, 
he  hath  enjoyed  nothing  of  Ford's  but  his  buck- 
bafket,  his  cudgel,  and  twenty  pounds  of  money  ; 
which  muft  be  paid  to  mafter  Brook  ;  his  horfes  are 
arrefted  for  it,  mafter  Brook. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill-luck  ;  we 
could  never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my 
love  again,  but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer. 

FaL  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an  afs. 

Ford.  Ay,  and  an  ox  too  ;  both  the  proofs  are 
extant. 

FaL  And  thefe  are  not  fairies  ?  I  was  three  or 
four  times  in  the  thought  they  were  not  fairies  : 
and  yet  the  guiltinefsof  my  mind,  the  fudden  fur- 
prize  of  my  powers,  drove  the  groffnefs  of  the 
foppery  into  a  receiv'd  belief,  in  defpight  of  the 
teeth  of  all  rhime  and  reafon,  that  they  were 
fairies.  See  now,  how  wit  may  be  made  a  Jack-a- 
lent,  when  'tis  upon  ill  employment ! 

Eva.  Sir  John  Falftaff,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your 
defires,  and  fairies  will  not  pinfe  you. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  fairy  Hugh. 

Eva.  And  leave  your  jealouiies  alfo,  I  pray  you. 

Ford.  I  will  never  miftruft  my  wife  again,  till 
thou  art  able  to  woo  her  in  good  Englim. 

FaL  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  the  fun,  and  dried 
it,  that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  o'er- 
reaching  as  this  ?  Am  I  ridden  with  a  Wclfh  goat 
too  ?  Shall  I  have  a  coxcomb  of  frlze  ?  'tis  time  I 
were  choak'd  with  a  piece  of  toafted  cheefe. 

Eva.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  putter ;  your  pelly 
is  all  putter. 

FaL  Seefe  and  putter !  have  I  liv'd  to  ftand  in 
the  taunt  of  one  that  makes  fritters  of  Englifh  ? 
This  is  enough  to  be  the  decay  of  luft  and  late- 
walking,  through  the  realm. 

Vol.  I.  U 
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Mrs.  Page.  Why,  Sir  John,  do  you  think,  though 
■we  would  have  thruft  virtue  out  of  our  hearts  by 
the  head  and  fhoulders,  and  have  given  ourfelves 
without  fcruple  to  hell,  that  ever  the  devil  could 
haVe  made  you  our  delight. 

Ford.  What  a  hodge-pudding  ?  a  bag  of  flax  ? 
^.Mrs.  Page.  A  pufPd  man  ? 

Page.  Old,  cold,  wither'd,  and  of  intolerable 
entrails  ? 

Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  (landerous  as  Satan  ? 

Page.  And  as  poor  as  Job  ? 

Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife  ? 

Eva.  And  given  to  fornications  ;  and  to  taverns, 
and  facks,and  wines,  and  metheglins,and  to  drinkings, 
and  fwearings,  and  ftarings,  pribbles  and  prabbles  ? 

Fat.  Well,  I  am  your  theme;  you  have  the  ftart 
of  me  ;  I  am  dejected  ;  I  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the 
Welch  flannel;  ignorance  itfeif  is  a  plummet  o'er 
me  ;  ufe  me  as  you  will. 

Ford.  Marry,  fir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windfor, 
lo  one  matter  Brook,  that  you  cozened  of  money, 
to  whom  you  fhould  have  been  a  pandar  :  over  and 
above  that  you  have  fuffer'd,  I  think,  to  repay  that 
money  will  be  a  biting  affliction. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,hufband,let  that  go  to  make  amends: 
Forgive  that  fum,  and  lo  we'll  all  be  friends. 

Ford.  Well,  here's  my  hand  ;  all's  forgiven  at  latt. 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerful,  knight :  thou  fhalt  eat  a 
pofTet  to-night  at  my  houfe  ;  where  I  will  defire 
thee  to  laugh  at  my  wife,  that  now  laughs  at  thee  : 
Tell  her,  matter  Slender  hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mrs.  Page.  Doctors  doubt  that :  if  Anne  Page  be 
my  daughter,  {he  is,  by  this,  doctor  Caius's  wife. 

YAfid  tk  I 

'    Enter  Slender. 
Slen.  Whoo,  ho  !  ho!  father  Page! 
Page.  Son  !  how  now  ?  how  now,  fon  ?  have  I 
you  difpatch'd  ? 
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Slen.  Difpatch'd! — V\\  make  the  bed  in  Glo- 
ceftcrfhire  know  on't ;  would  I  were  hang'd,  la,  elfe, 
Page.  Of  what,  fon  ? 

Slen.  I  came  yonder  at  Eaton  to  marry  miftref?  ■ 
Anne  Page,  and  flic's  a  great  lubberly  boy  :  If  it 
had  not  been  i*  the  church,  I  would  have  fwiug?d 
him,  or  he  fhould  have  fwing'd  me.  If  I  did  not 
think  it  had  been  Anne  Page,  would  I  might  never 
ftir,  and  'tis  a  poft-mafter's  boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then  you  took  the  wrong. 

Slen.  What  need  you  tell  me  that?  I  think  fo, 
when  I  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  If  I  had  been  married 
to  him,  for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would 
not  have  had  him. 

Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly  :  Did  not  I 
tell  you,  how  you  fhould  know  my  daughter  by  her 
garments  ? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cry'd  mum^ 
and  fhe  cry'd  budget,  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed  ; 
and  yet  it  was  not  Anne,  but  a  pod-ma ftcr's  boy. 

.Eva.  Jefhu  !  Matter  Slender,  cannot  you  fee  but 
marry  poys  ? 

Page.  Q,  I  am  vex'd  at  heart  :  What  {Kali  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George,  be  not  angry  ;  I  knew 
ef  your  purpofe  ;  turn'd  my  daughter  into  green  ; 
and,  indeed,  fhe  is  now  with  the  doftor  at  the 
deanery,  and  there  married. 

Enter  Cains. 

Cains.  Vere  is  miftrefs  Page?  By  gar,  I  am  co- 
zen'd  :  I  ha,  married  un  garcon,  a  boy  ;  un  paifan, 
by  gar,  a  boy ;  it  is  not  Anne  Page  :  by  gar,  I  am 
cozen'd. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  did  you  not  take  her  in  green  ? 
.  Caius.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  boy:  be  gar,  I'll 
raife  all  Windfor.  [Exit  Caius. 

Ford.  This  is  ft  range :  Who  hath  got  the  right 
Anne  ? 
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Page.  My  heart  mifgives  me : — Here  comes 
mailer  Fenton. 

Enter  Fenton  and  Anne  Page. 

How  now,  mailer  Fenton  ? 

Anne.  Pardon,  good  father !  good  my  mother, 
pardon  ! 

Page.  Now,  mi  ttrefs,  how  chance  you  went  not 
with  matter  Slender? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  matter 
doctor,  maid? 

Fent.  You  do  amaze  her :  Hear  the  truth  of  it. 
You  would  have  married  her  mo  ft  fhamefully, 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love. 
The  truth  is,  She  and  I,  long  fmce  contracted, 
Are  now  fo  fure,  that  nothing  can  diflblve  us. 
The  offence  is  holy  that  Are  hath  committed  ; 
And  this  deceit  lofes  the  name  of  craft, 
Of  difobedience,  or  unduteous  title : 
Since  therein  fhe  doth  evitate  and  fhun 
A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  hours, 
Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon 
her. 

Ford.  Stand  not  ,  amaz'd  :  here  is  no  remedy  : — ■ 
Jn  love,  the  heavens  themfelvcs  do  guide  the  flatc ; 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  fold  by  fate. 

Pal.  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  ta'en  a  fpecial 
ftand  to  fhrike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanc'd. 

Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  Fenton,  heaven  give 
thee  joy ! 

What  cannot  be  efchew'd,  mud  be  embrae'd. 

Eva.  I  will  dance  and  eat  plums  at  your  wedding. 

Fal.  When  night-dogs  run,  all  forts  of  deer  are 
chae'd. 

Mrs.  Page.  Well,  I  will'mufe  no  further:—- 
Matter  Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days  !-u     . « 
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Good  hufband,  let  us  every  one  go  home, 
And  laugh  this  fport  o'er  by  a  country  fire ; 
Sir  John  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  fo  :        Sir  John, 
To  matter  Brook  you  yet  {hall  hold  your  word ; 
For  he,  to-night,  {hall  lye  with  miftrefs  Ford. 

[Exeunt  onines. 


NOTE. 


Of  this  play  there  is  a  tradition  preferved  by  Mr.  Rotve,  that  it 
was  written  at  the  command  of  queen  Elizabeth,  who  was  fo  de- 
lighted with  the  character  of  Faljlaff,  that  fhe  wifhed  it  to  bedif- 
fufed  through  more  plays;  but  lulpe&ing  that  it  might  pall  by 
continued  uniformity,  directed  the  poet  to  diverfify  his  manner, 
by  {hewing  him  in  love.  No  tafk  is  harder  than  that  of  writing 
to  the  ideas  of  another.  Shakfpsare  knew  what  the  queen,  if  the 
Itory  be  true,  feems  not  to  have  known,  that  by  any  real  paffion 
of  tendernefs,  the  felnfh  craft,  the  carelefs  jollity,  and  the  lazy 
luxury  of  Faljlaff  muft  have  fuffered  fo  much  abatement,  that 
little  of  his  former  caft  would  have  remained.  Faljlaff  could  not 
love,  but  by  ceafing  to  be  Faljlaff.  He  c-uld  only  counterfeit 
love,  and  his  profeflions  could  be  prompted,  not  by  the  hope  of 
pleafure,  but  of  money.  Thus  the  poet  approached  as  near  as  he 
could  to  the  work  enjoined  him;  yet  having  perhaps  in  the 
former  plays  completed  his  own  idea,  feems  not  to  have  been 
able  to  give  Faljlaff  all  his  former  power  of  entertainment. 

This  comedy  is  remarkable  for  the  variety  and  number  of  the 
perfonages,  who  exhibit  more  characters  appropriated  and  difcri- 
minated,  than  perhaps  can  be  found  in  anv  other  piay. 

Whether  Shakfpeare  was  the  firft  that  produced  upon  the  Eng- 
lifli  ftage  the  effect  of  language  diftoited  and  depraved  by  pro- 
vincial or  foreign  pronunciation,  I  cannot  decide.  This  mode  of 
forming  ridiculous  characters  can  confer  praife  only  on  him,  who 
originally  discovered  it,  for  it  requires  not  mueh  of  either  wit  or 
judgment  :  its  fuccefs  muft  be  derived  almoft  wholly  from  the 
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player,  but  its  power  in  a  fkillful  mouth,  even  he  that  defpifes  it, 
is  unable  to  refill:. 

The  conduct  of  this  drama  is  deficient;  the  a£Hon  begins  and 
ends  often  before  the  conclufion,  and  the  different  parts  might 
change  places  without  inconvenience  ;  but  its  general  power,  that 
power  by  which  all  works  of  genius  (hall  finally  be  tried,  is  fuch, 
that  perhaps  it  never  yet  had  reader  or  fpeclator,  who  did  not 
think  it  too  foon  at  an  end, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Vincentio,  Duke  of  Vienna. 

Angelo,  Lord  Deputy  in  the  Duke's  abfence. 

EJcalus,  an  antient  Lord,  joined  with  Angelo  in 

the  deputation. 
Claudio,  a  young  Gentleman. 
Lucio,  a  Fantaftic.  • 
Two  other  like  Gentlemen. 
Varrius,  a  Gentleman,  Servant  to  the  Duke.  . 
Provofl. 

Thomas,  "l        ~  . 
Peter,    ) tw0  Fnars' 
A  juftice. 

Elbow,  a  fimple  Conftable. 
Froth,  a  foolifh  Gentleman. 
Clown,  Servant  to  Mrs.  Overdone. 
Abhor/on,  an  Executioner. 
Barnardine,  a  diffolute  Prifoner. 

Ifabella,  'Sifter  to  Claudio. 
Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
Juliet,  belov'd  of  Claudio. 
Francifca,  a  Nun. 

Mrs.  Overdone,  a  Bawd.  A 
Guards,  OJicers,  and  other  Attendants, 
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ACT    h     S  C  E  N  E    h  • 

'  The  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Dizfte,  Efcalus,  and  Lords. 

Duke.       SCALUS, — - 
Efcal.  JLLj  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold, 
Would  feem  in  me  to  affccl  fpeech  and  difcourfe  ; 
Since  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your  own  fcience, 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lifts  of  all  advice 
My  ftrcngth  can  give  you  :  Then  no  more  remains, 
But  that  your  fufriciency,  as  your -worth  isable, 
And  let  them  work.    The  nature  of  our  people, 
Our  city's  inflitutions,  ami  the  terms 
For  common  ju (lice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in, 
^ls  art  and  practice  hath  enrich'd  any 
SPhat  we  remember;  there  is  our  commiflion, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp. — Call 
hither, 

I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. —  * 

What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 

For  you  muft  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  foul 

Elected  him  our  ablence  to  fupply  ; 

Lent  him  our  terror,  dreft  him  with  our  love  ; 

And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 

Of  our  own  power:  What  think  you  of  it  ? 
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Efcal.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enter  Angelo, 

Duke,  Look  where  he  comes. 

Ang,  Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleafure.. 

Duke,  Angelo, 
There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life, 
That,  {%  the  obferver,  doth  thy  hiflory 
Fully  unfold  :   Thyfelf  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafte 
Thyfelf  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  w^th  torches  do  : 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves  :  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  with  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.  Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd, 
But  to  fine  iffues*  nor  nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  fcruple  of  her  excellence, 
But,  like  a  thrifty  goddefs,  fhe  determines 
Herfelf  the  glory  of  a  creditor, 
Both  thanks  and  ufe.    But  I  do  bend  my  fpecch 
To  onHlNfttcan  my  part  in  him  advertife  : 
Hold  therefore  An^o-^. 
In  our  remove,  be  thoi^j^pfull  ourfelf: 
Mortality  and  mercy  in  vienna 
Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Efcalus, 
Though  firft  in  queftion,  is  thy  fecondary. 
Take  thy  committion. 

Ang,  Now,  good  my  lord, 
Let  there  befome  more  teft  made  of  my  metal, 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 
Be  ftamp'd  upon  it. 

Duke,  No  more  evafion  : 
We  have  with  a  leaven'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  :  therefore  take  your  honours. 
Our  hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  condition, 
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That  it  prefers  itfelf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.    We  {hall  write  to  you, 
As  time  and  our  concernings  fhall  importune, 
How  it  goes  with  us  ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.    So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commi  (lions. 

Ang.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord, 
That  we  may  bring  you  fomething  on  the  way. 

Duke.  My  haftemay  not  admit  it ;  # 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  fcruple :  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own ; 
'So  to  inforce,  or  qualify  the  laws, 
As  to  your  foul  feems  good.    Give  me  your  hand  ; 
I'll  privily  away  :  I  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  eyes : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 
Their  loud  applaufe,  and  Ave's  vehement ; 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion, 
That  does  affecl:  it.    Once  more,  fare  you  well. 

Ang,  The  heavens  give  fafety  to  your  purpofes  ! 

Efcal,  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  hap- 
pinefs  ! 

Duke,  I  thank  you  :  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 
Efcal.  I  fhall  defire  you,  fir,  to  give  me  leave 

To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  ;  and  it  concerns  me 

To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place  : 

A  power  I  have  ;  but  of  what  ftrength  and  nature 

I  am  not  yet  inftrufted. 

Ang,  'Tis  fo  with  me  : — Let  us  withdraw  to- 
gether, 

And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfa&ion  have 
Touching  that  point. 

Efcal.  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour.  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Street. 
Elite?  Lucio  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Lucio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  other  dukes,  come 
not  to  compofition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  why} 
then  all  the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the 
king  ojj  Hungary's ! 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lucio.  Thou  conclud'ft  like  the  fan&imonious 
pirate,  that  went  to  fea  with  the  ten  commandments, 
but  fcrap'd  one  out  of  the  table. 

2  Gent.  Thou  {halt  not  fteal  ? 

Lucio.  Ay,  that  he  raz'd. 

1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  com- 
mand the  captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  func- 
tions ;  they  put  forth  to  fteal :  there's  not  a  foldier 
of  us. all,  that,  in  the  thankfgiving  before  meat,  doth 
relifh  the  petition  well  that  prays  for  peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  foldier  diflike  it. 
Lucio.  I  believe  thee;  for,  I  think,  thou  never 

waft  where  grace  was  faid. 

2  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft, 

1  Gent.  What  ?  In  metre  ? 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 

1  Gent.  I  think,  or  in  any  religion. 

Lucio.  Ay  !  why  not  ?  Grace  is  grace,  defpight 
of  all  controverfy  :  As  for  example  ;  thou  thyfelf  art 
a  wicked  villain,  defpight  of  all  grace. 

1.  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  fheers 
between  us. 

Lucio.  I  grant ;  as  there  may  between  the  lifts 
and  the  velvet :  thou  art  the  lift. 

1 .  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet :  thou  art  good 
velvet ;  thou  art  a  three-pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee  ; 
I  had  as  lief  be  a  lift  of  an  Englifh  kerfey,  as  bepil'd3 
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as  thou  art  pil'd,  for  a  French  velvet.    Do  I  fpeak 
feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft ;  and,  indeed,  with  moil 
painful  feeling  of  thy  fpeech  :  I  will,  out  of  thine 
own  confcftion,  learn  to  begin  thy  health  ;  but, 
whilft  1  live,  forget  to  drink  after  thee. 

1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myfelf  wrong  ; 
have  I  not  ? 

2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft ;  whether  thou  art 
tainted,  or  free. 

Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  where  madam  Mitigation 
comes !  I  have  purchas'd  as  many  difeafes  under 
her  roof,  as  come  to — — 

2  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 

1  Gent.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  dollars  a  year. 
1  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lucio.  A  French  crown  more. 

1  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  difeafes  in  me  : 
but  thou  art  full  af  error  ;  I  am  found.    r  . 

Lucio.  Nay,  not,  as  one  would  fay,  healthy;  but 
fo  found,  as  things  that  are  hollow  ;  thy  bones  are 
hollow  ;  impiety  has  made  a  fcaft  of  thee. 

Enter  Bawd. 

1  Gent.  How  now  ?  Which  of  your  hips  has  the 
mod  profound  fciatica  ? 

Bawd.  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  arre fled, 
and  carried  to  prifon,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of 
you  all. 

1  Gent.  Who's  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Bawd.  Marry,  fir,  that's  Claudio,  fignior  Claudio. 

1  Gent.  Claudio  to  prifon!  'tis  not  fo. 

Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  fo  :  I  faw  him  ar- 
retted ;  faw  him  carry'd  away  ;  and,  which  is  more, 
within  thefe  three  days  his- head  is  to  be  chopp'd  ofl. 

.Lucio.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not 
have  it  fo  :  Art  thou  fure  of  this? 

Vol.  I  W 
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Bawd.  1  am  too  fure  of  it  :  and  it  is  for  getting 
madam  Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be  ;  he  promifed  to 
meet  me  two  hours  fmce  ;  and  he  was  ever  precife 
in  promife-keeping. 

2  Gent.  Befides,  you  know,  it  draws  fomething 
near  to  the  fpeech  we  had  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 

i  Gent.  But  moft  of  all  agreeing  with  the  pro- 
clamation, 

Lucio.  Aaway  ;  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it. 

\_Exeunt. 

Manet  Bawd. 
Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the 
fweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  po- 
verty,   I  am  cuftom-fhrunk. — How  now  ?  what's 
the  news  with  you  ? 

Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Yonder  man  is  carry'd  to  prifon. 

Bawd.  Well  ;  what  has  he  done  ? 

Clown.  A  woman. 

Bawd.  But  what's  his  offence  ? 

Clown.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Bawd.  What,  is  there  a  maid  with  child  by  him  ? 

Clown.  No  ;  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by 
him :  You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation, 
have  you  ? 

Bawd.  What  proclamation,  man? 

Clown.  All  houfesin  the  fuburbs  of  Vienna  mull 
be  pluck'd  down. 

Bawd.  And  what  fhall  become  of  thofe  in  the  city? 

Clown.  They  fhall  ftand  for  feed  :  they  had  gone 
down  to,  but  that  a  wife  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

Bawd.  But  fhall  our  houles  of  refort  in  the 
fuburbs  be  pull'd  down. 

Clown.  To  the  ground,  miftrefs. 

Bawd.  Why,  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in  the 
commonwealth  !  What  fhall  become  of  me  ? 
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Clown:  Come ;  fear  not  you  :  good  counfellors 
lack  no  clients :  though  you  change  your  place, 
you  need  not  change  your  trade;  I'll  be  your  tap- 
fter  ftill.  Courage  ;  there  will  be  pity  taken  on 
you :  you  that  have  worn  your  eyes  almoft  out  in 
the  fervice,  you  will  be  confidered. 

Bawd.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapfter  ? 
Let's  withdraw. 

Clown.  Here  comes  fignior  Claudio,  led  by  the 
provoft  to  prifon  :  and  there's  madam  Juliet. 

[Exeunt  Bawd  and  Clown. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Provoft^  Claudio^  Juliet ,  and  Officers  j  Lucio 
and  two  Gentlemen. 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  doft  thou  fhew  me  thus  to 
the  world  ? 

Bear  me  to  prifon,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov?  I  do  it  not  in  evil  difpofition, 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  fpecial  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi-god,  authority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weight. — 
The  words  of  heaven  : — on  whom  it  will,  it  will ; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  fo  ;  yet  ftill  'tisjuft. 

Lucio.  Why,  how  now,  Claudio  ?  whence  comes 
this  reftraint  ? 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty: 
As  furfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fa  ft, 
So  every  fcope  by  the  immoderate  ufe 
Turns  to  reftraint  :  Our  natures  do  purfue, 
(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane) 
A  thirfty  evil ;  and,  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely  under  an  arreft, 
I  would  fend  for  certain  of  my  creditors  :  and  yet, 
to  fay  the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of 
freedom,  as  the  morality  of  imprifonment. — What's 
thy  offence,  Claudio  ? 
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Claud.  What,  but  to  fpeak  of,  would  offend  again. 
Lucio.  What  is  it  ?  murder  ? 
Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery ? / \ r.  ' : .  %  jj,- 
Claud.  Call  it  fo. 
Prov.  Away,  fir  ;  you  muft  go. 
Claud.  One  word,  good  friend  : — Lucio,  a  word 
with  yovu 

Lucio.  A  hundred  if  they'll  do  you  any  good. — 
Is  lechery  lb  look 'd  after? 

Claud.  Thus  fbnds  it  with  me.' — Upon  a  true 

contra  61;, 

I  got  poiTeflion  of  Julietta's  bed  ; 

You  know  the  lady  ;  fhe  is  fail  my  wife, 

Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 

Of  outward  order  :  this  we  came  not  to, 

Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 

Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends  ; 

From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love, 

Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.    But  it  chances. 

The  Health  of  our  mod;  mutual  entertainment, 

With  chara£ter  too  grofs,  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lucio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  fo. 
And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newnefs ; 
Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be 
A  horfe  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride, 
Who,  newly  in  the  feat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  flraight  feel  the  fpur  : 
Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 
Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
I  fhgger  in  : — But  this  new  governor 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties, 
Which  have,  like  unfeour'd  armour,  hung  by  the 
wall 

So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  them  been  worn  ;  and,  for  a  name, 
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Now  puts  the  drowfy  and  negle&ed  acl: 
Frefhly  on  me  : — 'tis  furely,  for  a  name. 

Lucio.  I  warrant,  it  is  :  and  thy  head  (lands  fo 
tickle  on  thy  (boulders,  that  a  milk-maid,  if  fhe  be 
in  love,  may  figh  it  off.  Send  after  the  duke,  and 
appeal  to  him. 

Claud.  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found.  . 
I  pr'ythee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  fervice  : 
This  day  my  fifter  fhould  the  cloifter  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation  : 
Acquaint  her  with  the  clanger  of  my  ftate  ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  fhe  make  friends 
To  the  ftrift  deputy  ;  bid  herfelf  aflay  him  ; 
I  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  fpeechlefs  dialeft, 
Such  as  moves  men  ;  befide,  fhe  hath  profperous  art 
When  fhe  will  play  with  reafon  and  difcourfe, 
And  well  fhe  can  perfuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray  fhe  may  :  as  well  for  the  encou- 
ragement of  the  like,  which  elfe  would  ftand  under 
grievous  impontion  ;  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life, 
who  I  would  be  forry  fhould  be  thus  foolifhly  loft 
at  a  game  of  tick-tack.    I'll  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Within  two  hours, — 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Monafiery. 

Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas, 

Duke.    No,   holy   father  j    throw    away  that 
thought  ; — 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  compleat  bofom  :  why  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  harbour,  hath  a  purpefe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  an4  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

W  2 
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Fri.  May  your  grace  fpeak  of  it  ? 

Duke.  My  holy  fir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'd  ; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  affemblies, 
Where  youth,  and  coft,  and  witlefs  bravery  keeps. 
I  have  deliver'd  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  ftri&ure,  and  firm  abfhinence) 
My  abfolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  fuppofes  me  travel!  Jd  to  Poland  ; 
For  fo  I  have  ftrew'd  it  in  the  common  ear, 
And  fo  it  is  receiv'd  :  Now,  pious  fir, 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Fri.  G  la dl y ,  my  lord. 

Duke.    We  have  ftrift  ftatutes,  and  mofl  biting 
laws, 

(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-ftrong  deeds) 

Which  for  thofe  nineteen  years  we  have  let  fleep  ; 

Even  like  an  o'er-grown  lion  in  a  cave, 

That  goes  net  out  to  prey  :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 

Having  bound  up  the  threat'ning  twigs  of  birch, 

Only  to  flick  it  in  their  children's  fight 

For  terror,  not  to  ufe  ;  in  time  the  rod 

Becomes  more  mock'd,  than  fear'd;  fo  our  decrees, 

Dead  to  infliftion.  to  themfelves  are  dead  ; 

And  liberty  plucks  juftice  by  the  nofe  ; 

The  bafcy  beats  the  nurle,  and  quite  athwart 

Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  It  refted  in  your  grace 
To  unloofe  this  ty'd-up  juftice,  when  ycu  pleas'd  : 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  Lave  feem'd, 
•Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful  : 
Sith  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  fcope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  ftrike,  and  gall  them, 
For  what  I  bid  them  do  :  For  we  bid  this  be  done 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  .perm i {live  p.afs, 
■  And  not  the  jAin ill -merit.    Thciefc-re,  i^d-ed,  my 
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I  have  on  An-gelo  impos'd  the  office  ; 

Who  may,  in  the  ambufh  of  my  name,  ftrikehome, 

And  yet,  my  nature  never  in  the  fight 

To  do  it  flander  :  And  to  behold  his  fway, 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 

Vifit  both  prince  and  people  :  therefore,  I  pr'ythee, 

Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  inftrucl:  me 

How  I  may  formally  in  perfon  bear  me 

Like  a  true  friar.     More  reafons  for  this  action, 

At  our  more  leifure  fhall  I  render  you  ; 

Only,  this  one  : — -Lord  Angelo  is  precife  ; 

Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy  ;  fcarce  confeffes 

That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 

Is  more  to  bread  than  ftone  :  Hence  fhall  we  fee, 

If  power  change  purpofe,  what  our  feemers  be. 

S    C    E    N    E  V. 

A  Nunnery. 
Enter  ifabella  and  Francifca. 

Ifab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  farther  privileges  ? 

Nun.  Are  not  thefe  large  enough  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  truly  :  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more  ; 
But  rather  wifhing  a  more  ftricl:  reftraint 
Upon  the  fiiter-hood,  the  votarifts  of  faint  Clare. 

Lucio.  \Within.~\  Ho  !  Peace  be  in  this  place  ! 

Ifab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Nun.  It  is  a  man's  voice:  Gentle  Ifabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufmefs  of  him  ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unfworn  : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  muft  not  (peak  with 

But  in  the  pre  fence  of  the  priorefs  : 
Then,  if  you  {peak,  you  mult  not  fhew  your  face  ; 
Or,  if  you  fhew  your  face,  you  muft  not  fpeak. 
d^e  calls-  again  ;  I  pray  you,  anfwer  him.   ■  ,  y>\l 

^Exit  Franc. 

Ifab.  Peace  and  profperity  !  Who  is't  that  cal^s  ? 
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Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be  ;  as  thofe  cheek  rofes 
Proclaim  you  are  no  lefs  !  Can  you  fo  ftead  me, 
As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  fifter 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ? 

Ifab.  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  let  me  a{k, 
The  rather,  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella,  and  his  fifter. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets 
you  : 

Not  to  be  weary  with  you  he's  in  prifon. 
Ifab.  Woe  me  !  For  what  ? 

Lucio.  For  that,  which,  if  myfelf  might  be  his 
judge. 

He  fhould  receive  his  punifhment  in  thanks  : 
He  hath  got  his  friend  with  child. 

Ifab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  ftory. 

Lucio.  'Tis  true  : — I  would  not  (though  'tis  my 
familiar  fin 

With  maids  to  feem  the  lapwing,  and  to  jeft, 
Tongue  far  from  heart)  play  with  all  virgins  fo : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  enfky'd,  and  fainted ; 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  fpirit ; 
And  to  be  talked  with  in  fincerity, 
As  with  a  faint. 

Ifab.  You  do  blafpheme  the  good,  in  mocking  me. 

Lucio.  Do  not  believe  it.  Fewnefs  and  truth,  'tis 
thus  : 

Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embrac'd  : 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full  ;  as  bloffoming  time 
That  form  the  feednefs  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foyfon  ;  fo  her  plenteous  womb 
Expreffeth  his  full  tilth  and  hufbandry. 

Ifab.  Some  one  with  child  by  him  ? — My  coufin 
Juliet  ? 

,  Lucio*  Is  fhe  your  coufin  ? 
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Ifab.  Adoptedly ;  as  fchool-maids  change  their 
EftLf    names,    gyi  W\      :'WJ*'  tP 
By  vain  though  apt  affeftion. 

Lucio.  She  it  is. 

I  fab.  O,  let  him  marry  her ! 

Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 
The  duke  is  very  ftrangcly  gone  from  hence  ; 
Bore  many  gentlemen,  myfelf  being' one,1 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  aftion  :  but  we  do  learn 
By  thofc  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  (late, 
His  givings-out  were  of  an  infinite  di'ftancc 
From  his  true- meant  defign.    Upon  his  place, 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority, 
Governs  lord  Angelo :  A  man  whofe  blood 
Is  very  fnow-broth  ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  flings  and  motions  of  the  fenfe  : 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  ftudy  and  fan". 
He  (to  give  fear  to  ufe  and  liberty, 
Which  have,  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law, 
As  mice  by  lions)  hath  pick'd  out  an  aft, 
Under  whofe  heavy  fenfe  your  brother's  life 
Falls  into  forfeit  :  he  arrefts  him  on  it; 
And  follows  clofe  the  rigour  of  the  flatute, 
To  make  him  an  example:  all  hope  is  gone, 
Unlefs  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  foften  Angelo  :  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  bufmefs  'twixt  you  and  your  poor  brother. 

Ifab.  Doth  he  fo  leek  his  life  ? 

Lucio.  Has  cenlur'd  him 
Already  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provofl  hatk 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Ifab.  Alas  !  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lucio.  Aifiy  the  power  you  have. 

Ifab.  My  power  !  Alas  !  I  doubt.  

Lucio.  Our  doubts  are  traitors, 
And  make  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  wina 
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By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go  to  lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  fue, 
Men  give  like  gods  ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  petitions  are  as  truly  theirs 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them, 

Ifab.  I'll  fee  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  But  fpeedily. 

Ifab.  I  will  about  it  {trait  ; 
No  longer  {laying  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affair.    I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  :  foon  at  night 
I'll  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  fuccefs. 

Lucio.  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ifab.  Good  fir,  adieu. 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I, 

Angelo9 s  houfe. 

Enter  Angelo,  Efcalus,  a  jujlice,  Provoft,  and 
Attendants. 

Ang.  "^^^TE  muft  not  make  a  fcare-crow  of  the 

Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of , prey, 

And  let  it  keep  one  fhape,  till  cuftom  make  it 

Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Efcal.  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little, 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  death  :  Alas  !  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  mod  noble  father. 
Let  but  your  honour  know,  (whom  I  believe 
To  be  mofl  {trait  in  virtue) 
That,  in  the  working  of  your  own  affections, 
Had  time  coher'd  with  place,  or  place  with  wiftiing. 
Or  that  the  refolute  afting  of  your  blood 
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Could  have  attaint  the  effect  of  your  own  purpofe, 
Whether  you  had  not  fometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  cenfure  him, 
And  pulPd  the  law  upon  you. 

Aug.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Efcalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.    I  not  deny, 
The  jury,  palling  on  the  prifoner's  life, 
May,  in  the  fworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 
Guiltier  than  him  they  try :  What's  open  made  to 
juftice, 

That  juftice  feizes.    What  know  the  laws, 

That  thieves  do  pafs  on  thieves  ?  'Tis  very  pregnant, 

The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  {loop  and  take  it, 

Becaufe  we  fee  it  ;  but  what  we  do  not  fee, 

We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 

You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  offence, 

For  I  have  had  fuch  faults  ;  but  rather  tell  me, 

When  I  that  cenfure  him  do  fo  offend, 

Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 

And  nothing  come  in  partial.    Sir,  he  muft  die. 

Efcal.  Be  it  as  your  wifdom  will. 

Ang.  Where  is  the  provoft  ? 

Prov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Ang.  See  that  Claudio 
Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrow  morning : 
Bring  him  his  confeffor,  let  him  be  prepared ; 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  pilgrimage. 

[_Exit  Provoft. 

Efcal.  Well,  heaven  forgive  him !  and  forgive  us  all ! 
Some  raife  by  fin,  and  fome  by  virtue  fall  : 
Some  run  from  breaks  of  vice,  and  anfwer  none ; 
And  fome  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown^  Officers,  &c. 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away  :  if  thefe  be  good 
people  in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe 
their  abufes  in  common  houfes,  I  know  no  law  : 
bring  them  away. 
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Aug.  How  now,  fir!  What's  your  name  ?  and 
what's  the  -matter  ? 

Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor  duke's 
conftable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow  ;  I  do  lean  upon 
juftice,  fir,  and  do  bring  inhere  before  your  good 
honour  two  notorious  benefactors. 

Aug.  Benefactors  ?  Well ;  what  benefactors  are 
they  ?  are  they  not  malefactors  ? 

Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  know  not  well 
what  they  are  :  but  precife  villains  they  are,  that 
I  am  fure  of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the 
world,  that  good  chriftians  ought  to  have. 

Efcal.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wife  officer. 

Aug.  Goto:  What  quality  are  they  of  ?  Elbow 
is  your  name  ?  Why  doff  thou  not  fpeak,  Elbow  ? 

Clown.  He  cannot,  fir  ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ang.  What  are  you,  fir  ? 

Elb.  He,  fir?  a  tapfter,  fir;  a  parcel-bawd  ;  one 
that  ferves  a  bad  woman  ;  whole  houfe,  lir,  was,  as 
they  fay,  pluck'd  down  in  the  fuburbs  ;  and  now 
fhe  profeffes  a  hot-houfe,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very 
ill  houfe  too. 

Efcal.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Elb.  My  wife,  fir,  wh  om  I  deteft  before  heaven 
and  your  honour.  

Efcal.  How  !  thy  wife  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  fir,  whom  I  thank  heaven,  is  an  hone  ft 
woman  ;  

Efcal.  Doft  thou  deteft  her,  therefore? 

Elb.  I  fay,  fir,  I  will  deteft  myfelf  alfo,  as  well  as 
fhe,  that  this  houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  houfe,  it 
is  pity  of  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe. 

Efcal.  How  doft  thou  know  that,  confbble? 

Elb.  Marry,  fir,  by  my  wife;  who,  if  fhe  had 
been  a  woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been 
accufed  in  fornication,  adultery,  and  all  uncleannefs 
there.      .  \ 

Efcal.  By  the  woman's  means  ? 
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Ell?.  Ay,  fir,  by  miflrefs  Overdone's  means  : 
but  as  fhe  fpit  in  his  face,  fo  {he  defy'd  him.  " 

Clown.  Sir,  if  itpleafe  your  honour,  this  is  notfo. 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  thefe  varlets  here,  thou  ho- 
nourable man,  prove  it. 

Efcal.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 

[To  Angelo. 

Clown.  Sir,  fhe  came  in  great  with  child  ;  and 
longing  (laving  your  honour's  reverence)  for 
ftew'd  prunes  ;  fir,  we  had  but  two  in  the  houfe, 
which  at  that  very  inftant  time  ftood  as  it  were, 
in  a  fruit-difh,  a  difh  of  fome  three  pence  ;  your 
honours  have  feen  fuch  difhes  :  they  are  not  China 
difhes,  but  very  good  difhes. 

Efcal.  Goto,  go  to  ;  no  matter  for  the  difh,  fir. 

Clown.  No,  indeed  fir,  not  of  a  pin  ;  you  are 
therein  in  the  right ;  but  to  the  point :  As  I  fay, 
tjiis  miflrefs  Elbow,  being,  as  I  fay,  with  child,  and 
being  great  belly'd,  and  longing,  as  I  faid,  for 
prunes ;  and  having  but  two  in  the  difh,  as  I  faid, 
mafher  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eaten  the 
reft,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  paying  for  them  very 
honeftly  ; — for,  as  you  know,  maftcr  Froth,  I  could 
not  give  you  three  pence  again. 

Froth.  No,  indeed. 

Clown.  Very  well  :  you  being  then,  if  you  be 
remember'd,  cracking  the  ftones  of  the  forefaid 
prunes. 

Froth.  Ay,  fo  I  did,  indeed. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then,  if 
you  be  remember'd,  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a 
one,  were  paft  cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unlefs  , 
they  kept  very  good  diet,  as  I  told  you. 

Froth.  All  this  is  true. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well  then. 

Efcal.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool :  to  the-  pur- 
pole. — What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  he 
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hath  caufe  to  complain  of?  come  me  to  what  was 
•done  to  her. 

Clown.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

Efcal.  No,  fir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clown.  Sir,  but  you  fhall  come  to  it,  by  your 
honour's  leave  :  And,  I  befeech  you,  look  into  maf- 
ter  Froth  here,  fir  ;  a  man  of  fourfcore  pound  a 
year ;  whofe  father  dy'd  at  Hallowmas  : — Was't 
not  at  Hallowmas,  mafter  Froth  ? 

Froth.  All-hollond  eve. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well ;  I  hope  here  be  truths  : 
He,  fir,  fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  chair,  fir  ; — 
'twas  in  the  Bunch  of  Grapes,  where,  indeed,  you 
have  a  delight  to  fit,  Have  you  not  ? 

Froth  I  have  fo  ;  becaufe  it  is  an  open  room,  and 
good  for  winter. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well  then  ; — I  hope  here  be 
truths. 

Ang.  This  will  lafl  out  a  night  in  Ruflia, 
When  nights  are  longed  there  :  I'll  take  my  leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe  ; 
Hoping,  you'll  find  good  caufe  to  whip  them  all. 

Efcal.  I  think  no  lefs  :  Good-morrow  to  your 
lordfhip.  [_Exit  Angelo. 

Now,  fir,  come  on  :  What  was  done  to  Elbow's 
wife,  once  more  ? 

Clown.  Once,  fir?  there  was  nothing  done  to 
her  once. 

Elk  I  befeech  you,  fir,  afk  him  what  this  man 
did  to  my  wife. 

Clown.  I  befeech  your  honour,  afk  me. 

Efcal.  Well,   fir  :  What  did  this  gentleman  to 

lier  ? 

Clown.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  look  in  this  gentleman's1 
face  : — Good  mafler  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour  ; 
't  is  for  a  good  purpofe  :   Doth  your  honour  mark 
Hiis  face  ? 

Efcal.  Ay,  fir,  very  well. 
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Clown.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  mark  it  well. 
Efcal.  Well,  I  do  fo. 

Clown.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harm  in  his 
face  ? 

'  EJcaL  Why,  no. 

Clown.  I'll  be  fuppos'd  upon  a  book,  his  face  is 
the  worft  thingr  about  him  :  Good  then  :  if  his 
face  be  the  worft  thing  about  him,  how  could 
mafter  Froth  do  the  constable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I 
would  know  that  of  your  honour. 

Efcal.  He's  in  the  right :  confhable,  what  fay  you 
to  it  ? 

Elb.  Firft,  an  it  like  you,  the  houfe  is  a  refpected 
houfe ;  next,  this  is  a  refpe&ed  fellow  ;  and  his  mif- 
trefs  is  a  refpecled  woman. 

Clown.  By  this  band,  fir,  his  wife  is  a  more  re- 
fpefted  perfon  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  lie  ft  ;  thou  lieft,  wicked  varlet  : 
the  time  is  ye^  to  come,  that  (he  was  ever  refpecled 
with  man,  woman,  or  child. 

Clown.  Sir,  fhe  was  refpe&ed  with  him  before  he 
marry 'd  with  her. 

Efcal.  Which  is  the  wifer  here?  Juftice  or  Ini- 
quity?— Is  this  true? 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiff!  O  thou  varlet  !  O  thou 
wicked  Hannibal !  I  refpe&ed  with  her,  before  I 
was  marry' d  to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  refpecled  with 
her,  or  fhe  with  me,  let  not  your  worfhip  think  me 

the  poor  duke's  officer  :  -Prove  this,  thou  wicked 

Hannibal,  or  I'll  have  mine  aftion  of  battery  on 
thee. 

Efcal.  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  the  ear,  you  might 
have  your  aclion  of  (lander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worfhip  for  it  : 
Whit  is't  your  worlhip's  pleafure  I  {hall  do  with 
wicked  caitiff  ? 

Efcal.  Truly,  officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  of- 
fences in  him,  that  thou  wouldft  difcover  if  thow 
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couldft,  let  him  continue  in  his  courfes,  till  thou 
knoweft  what  they  are. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worfhip  for  it :  

Thou  fee'ft,  thou  wicked  yarlet  now,  what's  come 
upon  thee ;  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet, 
thou  art  to  continue. 

EfcaL  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ?  [_To  Froth, 

Froth.  Here,  in  Vienna,  fir. 

EfcaL  Are  you  of  fourfcore pounds  a  year? 

Froth.  Yes,  and  't  pleafe  you,  fir. 

Ffcal.  So. — What  trade  are  you  of,  fir. 

[  To  the  Clown, 

Clown.  A  tapfter  ;  a  poor  widow's  tapfter. 

EfcaL  Y our  miftrefs's  name  ? 

Clown.  Miftrefs  Over-done. 

EfcaL  Hath  fire  had  any  more  than  one  hufband  ? 

Clown-.  Nine,  fir;  Over-done  by  the  laft. 

'EfcaL  Nine  !  Come  hither   to  me,  mafter 

Froth.  Mafter  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  ac- 
quainted with  tapfters ;  they  will  draw  you,  mafter 
Froth,  and  you  will  hang  them  :  Get  you  gone,  and 
let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worfhip  :  For  mine  own 
part,  I  never  come  into  any  room  in  a  tap-houfe,  but 
I  am  drawn  in. 

EfcaL  Well ;  no  more  of  it,  mafter  Froth  : — 
Farewell. — Come  you  hither  to  me,  mafter  tap  fie  r ; 
what's  your  name,  mafter  tapfter? 

Clown.  Fompey. 

EfcaL  What  elfe  ? 

Clown.  Bum,  fir. 

EfcaL  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greateft  thing 
about  you ;  fo  that,  in  the  beaftlieft  fenfe,  you  are 
Pompey  the  great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a 
bawd,  Pompey,  howfoever  you  colour  it  in  being 
tapfter  ;  Are  you  not  ?  Come,  tell  me  true  ;  it  fhall 
be  the  better  for  you. 

Clown,  Truly,  fir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow  that  would 
live. 
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EfcaL  How  would  you  live,  Pompey  ?  by  being 
a  bawd  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey  ? 
is  it  a  lawful  trade  ? 

Clown.  If  the  law  will  allow  it,  fir. 
-  EfcaL  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey  ; 
nor  it  (hall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clown.  Does  your  worfhip  mean  to  geld  and  fpay 
all  the  youth  in  the  city  ? 

EfcaL  No,  Pompey. 

Clown.  Truly,  fir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they 
will  to't  then  ;  If  your  worfhip  will  take  order  for 
the  drabs  and  the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the 
bawds. 

EfcaL  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell 
you  :  it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clown.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that 
way  but  for  ten  years  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give 
out  a  commiffion  for  more  heads.  If  this  law  hold 
in  Vienna  ten  years,  I'll  rent  the  faireft  houfe  in 
it,,  after  three-pence  a  bay  :  If  you  live  to  fee  this 
come  to  pafs,  fay,  Pompey  told  you  fo. 

EfcaL  Thank  you,  good  Pompey  ;  and  in  requital 
of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — I  advife  you,  let  me 
not  find  you  before  me  again  upon  any  complaint 
whatfoever,  no,  not  for  dwelling  wliere  you  do  ; 
if  I  do,  Pompey,  I  (hall  beat  you  to  your  tent,  and 
prove  a  fhrewd  Csefar  to  you  ;  in  plain  dealing,  Pom- 
pey, I  fhall  have  you  whipt  :  fo,  for  this  time, 
Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

Clown.  I  thank  your  worfhip  for  your  good  coun- 
fel ;  but  I  fhall  follow  it,  as  the  flefh  and  fortune 
fhall  better  determine. 

Whip  me  ?  No,  no  ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade  ; 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade.  [Exit. 

EfcaL  Come  hither  to  me,  mafter  Elbow  ;  come 
hither,  mafter  conftable.    How  long  have  you  flpn  - 
in  this  place  of  conftable  ? 

Elb%  Seven  year  and  a  half,  fir. 
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EfcaL  I  thought,  by  your  readinefs  in  the  office, 
you  had  continued  in  it  for  fome  time  :  You  fay, 
feven  years  together  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  fir. 

EfcaL  Alas  !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you ! 
they  do  you  wrong  to  put  you  fo  oft  upon 't :  Are 
there  not  men  in  your  ward  fufficient  to  ferve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  fir,  few  of  any  wit  in  fuch  matters  : 
as  they  are  chofen,  they  are  glad  to  chufe  me  for 
them ;  I  do  it  for  fome  piece  of  money,  and  go 
through  with  all. 

EfcaL  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of  fome 
fix  or  feven,  the  moft  fufficient  of  your  parifh. 

Elb.  To  your  worfhip's  houfe,  fir  ? 

Ejcal.  To  my  houfe  :  Fare  you  well. 
What's  a  clock,  think  you  ? 

Jujl.  Eleven,  fir. 

Ejcal .  I  pray  you,  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Jfuft.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

EfcaL  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio  : 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Jfuft.  Lord  Angelo  is  fevere. 

EfcaL  It  is  but  needful  : 
Mercy  is  not  itfelf,  that  oft  looks  fo  ; 
Pardon  is  ftill  the  nurfe  of  fecond  woe ; 
But  yet, — poor  Claudio  ! — There's  no  remedy. 
Come,  fir.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Angelo' s  houfe. 
Enter  Provoji,  and  a  Servant. 
Serv.   He's  hearing  of  a  caufe  ;  he  will  come 
ftraight :  I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

Prov.  Pray  you,  do.  [Exit  Servant. ~]  I'll  know 
His  pleafure  ;  may  be,  he  will  relent  :  Alas, 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream  ! 
All  lefts,  all  ages  fmack  of  this  vice ;  and  he 
To  die  for  it ! 
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Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provoft  ? 

Prov.  Is  it  your  will  Claudio  {hall  die  to-morrow  ? 

Ang.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  yea  ?  hadft  thou  not 
order  ? 
Why  doft  thou  afk  again  ? 

Prov.  Left  I  might  be  too  rafh  : 
Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen, 
When,  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Repented  .o'er  his  doom. 

Ang.  Go  to  ;  let  that  be  mine : 
Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place, 
And  you  fhall  well  be  fpar'd. 

Prov.  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon.  « 
What  fhall  be  done,  fir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ! 
She's  verv  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitting  place  ;  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Re- enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here  is  the  fifter  of  the  man  condemn'd, 
Defires  accefs  to  you. 
Ang.  Hath  he  a  fifter  ? 

Prov.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  a  very  virtuous  maid, 
And  to  be  fhortly  of  a  fifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well,  let  her  be  admitted.    [Exit  Servant. 
See  you,  the  fornicatrefs  be  remov'd  ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavifh  means  ; 
There  fhall  be  order  for  it. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Ifabella. 
Prov.  Save  your  honour ! 

Ang.  Stay  yet  a  while —  [  To  Ifab.~\  You  are  wel- 
come :  What's  your  will  ? 
Ifab.  I  am  a  woeful  fuitor  to  your  honour3 
Pleafe  but  your  honour  hear  me. 
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Ang.  Well ;  what's  your  fuit  ? 

Ifab.  There  is  a  vice  that  moft  I  do  abhor, 
And  moft  defire  fhould  meet  the  blow  of  juftice  : 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  muft  ; 
For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  'twixt  will,  and  will  not. 

Ang.  Well ;  the  matter  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to  die  : 
1  do  befeech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Prov.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces  ! 

Ang.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  a&or  of  it ! 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn'd,  ere  it  be  done  : 
Mine  were  the  very  cypher  of  a  fun&ion, 
To  find  the  faults,  whofe  fine  ftands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  aftor. 

Ifab.  Ojuft,  but  fevere  law  ! 
I  had  a  brother  then. — Heaven  keep  your  honour  ! 

Lucio.  [To  Ifab.~\  Give  not  o'er  f o :    to  him 
again,  intreat  him  ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  ; 
You  are  too  cold  :  if  you  fhould  need  a  pin, 
You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  defire  it : 
To  him,  I  fay. 

Ifab.  Muft  he  needs  die? 

Ang.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Ifab.  Yes  ;  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  man,  grieve  at  the  mercy. 
Ang.  I  will  not  do 't. 
Ifab.  But  can  you,  if  you*  would  ? 
Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do*. 
Ifab.  But  might  you  do  't,  and  do  the  world  no 
wrong, 

If  fo  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorfe 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang.  He  is  fentenc'd ;  'tis  too  late. 

Lucio.  You  are  too  cold.  [To  IfabcL 
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Ifab.  Too  late  ?  why,  no  ;  I,  that  do  fpeak  a  word, 
May  call  it  back  again  :  Well  believe  this, 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  'longs, 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  fword, 
The  marfhal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace, 
As  mercy  does. 

If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  he, 
You  would  have  nipt,  like  him ;  but  he,  like  you, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  ftern.  . 
Ang.  Pray  you,  be  gone. 

Ifab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency, 
And  you  were  Ifabel  !  mould  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  what  a  prifoner. 

Lucio.  \_Afide.~\  Ay,  touch  him  :  there's  the  vein. 

Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law, 
And  you  but  wafte  your  words. 

Ifab.  Alas  !  alas  ! 
Why,  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  He  that  might  the  'vantage  belt  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy  :  How  would  you  be, 
If  He,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  mould 
But  judge  you,  as  you  are  ?  Oh,  think  on  that, 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made. 

Aug.  Be  you  content,  fair  maid ; 
It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother : 
Were  he  my  kinfman,  brother,  or  my  fon, 
It  mould  be  thus  with  him; — he  muft  die  to-morrow. 

Ifab.  To-morrow?    Oh,  that's  fudden !  Spare 
him,  fpare  him  ; 
He's  not  prepar'd  for  death  ?  Even  for  our  kitchens 
We  kill  the  fowl,  of  feafon ;  (hall  we  ferve  heaven 
With  lefs  refpeft  than  we  do  minifter 
To  our  grofs  felves?  Good,  good  my  lord,bethink  you : 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it, 
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Lucio.  Ay,  well  faid. 

Ang.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  tho'  it  hath  flept: 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  firft  man,  that  did  the  edicl:  infringe, 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  deed  :  now,  'tis  awake; 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done  ;  and,  like  a  prophet, 
Looks  in  a  glafs  that  {hews  what  future  evils, 
(Either  now,  or  by  remiffnefs  new-conceiv'd, 
And  fo  in  progrefs  to  be  hatch'd  and  born) 
Are  now  to  have  no  fucceihve  degrees, 
But,  ere  they  live,  to  end. 

IJab.  Yet  {hew  fome  pity. 

Ang.  I  fhew  it  mod  of  all,  when  I  fhew  jufticc  ; 
For  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  difmifs'd  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  anfwering  one  foul  wrong, 
Lives  not  to  acl:  another.    Be  fatisfy'd  ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  content. 

IJab.  So  you  muft  be  the  firft,  that  gives  this  fen- 
tence  ; 

And  he,  that  fuffers  :  Oh,  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  giant's  ftrength  ;  but  it  is  tyrannous^ 

To  ufe  it  like  a  giant. 

Lucio.  That's  well  faid. 

IJab.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet, 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer 
Would  ufe  his  heaven  for  thunder;  nothing  but 

thunder.  

Merciful  heaven  ! 

Thou  rather  with  thy  fharp  and  fulphurous  bolt 

Split'ft  the  unwedgecble  and  gnarled  oak, 

Than  the  foft  myrtle  :  O,  but  man  !  proud  man, 

(Dreft  in  a  little  brief  authority  ; 

Moft  ignorant  of  what  he's  moll  aflur'd, 

His  glaffy  effence)  like  an  angry  ape, 

Plays  fuch  fantaftic  tricks  before  high  heaven, 

As  make  the  angels  weep  ;  who,  with  our  fpleens, 

Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal. 
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Lucio,  Oh,  to  him,  to  him,  wench;  he  will  relent : 
He's  coming  ;  I  perceive  't. 

Prov.  Pray  heaven  {he  win  him  ! 

Ifob.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourfelf : 
Great  men  may  jeft  with  faints  ;  'tis  wit  in  them  ; 
But,  in  the  lefs,  foul  profanation. 

Lucio.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl  ;  more  o'that. 

Ifab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word, 
Which  in  the  foldier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

Lucio.  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't. 

Ang.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  fayings  upon  me  ? 

Ifab.  Becaufe  authority,  though  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itfelf, 
That  fkins  the  vice  o'  the  top  :  Go  to  your  bofom  ; 
Knock  there  ;  and  afk  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault  :  if  it  confefs 
A  natural  guiltinefs,  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Againrt  my  brother's  life. 

Ang.  \_Afide.~]  She  fpeaks,  and  'tis 
Such  fenfe,  that  my  fenfe  breeds  with  it.   [To  Ifab. 
Fare  you  well. 

Ifab.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang.  I  will  bethink  me  : — Come  again  to-morrow. 

Ifab.  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you  :  Good  my  lord, 
turn  back. 

Ang.  How  !  bribe  me  ? 

Ifab.  Ay,  with  fuch  gifts,  that  heaven  fhall  fhare 
with  you. 

Lucio*  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe. 

Ifab.  Not  with  fond  fhekels  of  the  tefted  gold, 
Or  ftones,  whofe  rates  are  either  rich  or  poor, 
As  fancy  value  them  :  but  with  true  prayers, 
That  fhall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there, 
Ere  fun-rife  ;  prayers  from  preferved  fouls, 
From  fading  maids,  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Ang.  Well;  come  to  me  to-morrow. 
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Lucio.' Go  to;  'tis  well;  [A fide  to  Ifabel.']  away. 

Ifab.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  fafe  ! 

Ang.  Amen : 
For  I  am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  [Afidt. 
Where  prayers  crofs. 

Ifab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

Shall  I  attend  your  lordfhip  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  noon. 

Ifab.  Save  your  honour.     [Exit  Lucio  and  Ifab. 

Ang.  From  thee:  even  from  thy  virtue  ! — 
What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault  or  mine? 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  fins  moft  ?  Ha! 
Not  fhe  ;  nor  doth  {he  tempt  ;  but  it  is  I, 
That  lying  by  the  violet  in  the  fun, 
Do  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower, 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  feafon.    Can  it  be, 
That  modefty  may  more  betray  our  fenfe 
Than  woman's   lightnefs?   having  wafte  ground 
enough, 

Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  fan&uary, 

And  pitch  our  evils  there?  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

What  doft  thou,  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 

Doft  thou  defire  her  foully,  for  thofe  things 

That  make  her  good  ?  Oh,  let  her  brother  live  : 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority, 

When  judges  fteal  themielves.  What?  do  I  love  her, 

That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again, 

And  feaft  upon  her  eyes  ?  what  is  *t  I  dream  on  ? 

Oh,  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  faint, 

With  faints  doft  bait  thy  hook  !  Moft  dangerous 

Is  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 

To  fin  in  loving  virtue  :  never  could  the  ftrumpet, 

With  all  her  double  vigour,  art  and  nature, 

Once  ftir  my  temper  ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

Subdues  me  quite  : — Ever,  till  now. 

When  men  were  fond,  I  frmTd,  and  wonder'dhow. 

[Exit* 
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SCENE     III.  - 
A  Prifon. 

Enter  Duke,  habited  like  a  Friar,  and  Provoft. 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provoft  !  fo,  I  think  you  arc. 
Prov.  I  am  the  provoft  :  What's  your  will,  good 
friar  ? 

Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blefs'd 
order, 

I  come  to  vifk  the  afflicted  fpirits 
Here  in  the  prifon  :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Proy.  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  wort: 
needful. 

Enter  Juliet 

Look,  here  comes  one  ;  a  gentlewoman  of  mine, 
Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  youth, 
Hath  blifter'd  her  report  :  She  is  with  child; 
And  he  that  got  it,  fentene'd  :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  offence, 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  muft  he  die? 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow. — 
I  have  provided  for  you  ;  flay  a  while,  [To  Juliet  e 
And  you  fhall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  fin  you  carry  ? 

Juliet,  I  do  ;  and  bear  the  fhame  mod  patiently. 

Duke.  Fll  teach  you  how  you  fhall  arraign  vour 
conicience, 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  found^ 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Juliet.  I'll  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong' d  you  ? 
'Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'ci 
him. 

Vol.  I.  Y 
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Duke.  So  then,  it  feems,  your  mod  offenceful  a£t,  ' 
Was  mutually  committed  ? 
Juliet.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 
Juliet.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 
Duke.  'Tis  meet  fo,  daughter  :  But  left  you  do 
repent, 

As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  fhame, — 
Which  forrow  is  always  towards  ourfelves,  not 
heaven  ; 

Shewing,  we  would  not  fpare  heaven,  as  we  love  it. 
But  as  we  ftand  in  fear,-— . 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil ; 
And  take  the  fhame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  reft. 
Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  muft  die  to-morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  inftru&ion  to  him : 
Grace  go  with  you  !  benedicite.  [Exit. 

Juliet.  Muft  die  to-morrow  !  Oh,  injurious  love, 
That  refpites  me  a  life,  whole  very  comfort 
Is  ftill  a  dying  horror  ! 

Prov.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Angela's  Houfe.     Enter  Angela. 

Aug.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  .1  think 
and  pray 

To  feveral  fubjcfts  :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words :  I 
Whilft  my  intention,  hearing  not  my  tongue, 
Anchors  on  Ifabel :  Heaven  is  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  its  name ; 
And  in  my  heart,  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  evil 
Of  my  conception  ;  The  ftate,  whereon  I  ftudied, 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read, 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious  ;  yea,  my  gravity, 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride, 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume 
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Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.    Oh  place  !  oh  form  ! 
How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit, 
W rench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wifer  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  Blood,  thou  art  but  blood  ; 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
'Tis  not  the  devil's  creft. 

Enter  Servant. 

How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Scrv.  One  Ifabel,  a  filler,  denres  accefs  to  you* 
Ang.  Teach  her  the  way.    [Solus.']  Oh  heavens  ! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  mufter  to  my  heart, 

Making  both  it  unable  for  itfelf, 

And  difpoffeiTmg  all  my  other  parts 

Of  necelTary  fitnefs  ? 

So  play  the  foolifh  throngs  with  one  that  fwoons  ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  flop  the  air 
By  which  he  fhould  revive  :  and  even  fo 
The  general,  fubjecl  to  a  well-wifh'd  king, 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  fondnefs 
Crowd  to  his  prefence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Muft  needs  appear  offence. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

How  now,  fair  maid? 

Ifab.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleafure. 
Ang.   That  you  might  know  it,  would  much 
better  pleafe  me, 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.    Your  brother  cannot 
live. 

Ifab.  Even  fo  ? — -Heaven  keep  your  honour  ! 

[Going  . 

Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while;  and,  it  may  be, 
As  long  as  you,  or  I  :  Yet  he  muft  die. 
Ifab.  Under  your  fentence  ? 
Ang.  Yea. 

Ifab.  When,  I  befeech  you?  that  in  his  reprieve 
Longer,  or  fhoiter,  he  may  be  fo  fitted, 
That  his  foul  ficken  not. 
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Ang.  Ha !  fie,  thefe  filthy  vices !  It  were  as  good 
To  pardon  him.  that  hath  from  nature  ftolen 
A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  fawcy  fweetnefs,  that  do  coin  heaven's  image 
In  Ramps  that  are  forbid :  'tis  all  as  eafy 
Falfely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made, 
As  to  put  metal  in  reflrained  means, 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

Ifab.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  heaven,  but  not  in  earth. 

Ang.  Say  you  fo  ?  then  I  fhall  poze  you  quickly 
W  hich  had  you  rather,  that  the  mod  juft  law 
Mow  took  your  brother's  life ;  or,  to  redeem  him, 
Give  up  your  body  to  fuch  fweet  uncleannefs, 
As  fhe  that  he  hath  ftain'd  ? 

Ifab.  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  foul. 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  foul  :  Our  compell'd  fins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  for  accompt. 

Ifab.  How  fay  you  ? 

Ang.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that;  for  I  can  fpeak 
Again  ft  the  thing  I  fay.    Anfwer  to  this, — 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law, 
Pronounce  a  fentence  on  your  brother's  life  : 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  fin, 
To  fave  this  brother's  life  ? 

Ifab*  Pleafe  you  to  do 't, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  foul, 
It  is  no  fin  at  all,  but  charity. 

Ang.  Pleas'd  you  to  do  't,  at  peril  of  your  foul, 
Were  equal  poize  of  fin  and  charity. 

Ifab.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  fin, 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it !  You  granting  of  my  fuit 
If  that  be  fin,  I'll  make  it  my  morn  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your,  anfwer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Your  fenfe  purfues  not  mine:  either  you  are  ignorant,. 
Or  feem  fo?  craftily :  and  that's  not  good. 
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Ifab.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Ang.  Thus  wifdom  wifhes  to  appear  mod  bright, 
When  it  doth  tax  itfelf :  as  thefe  black  mafks 
Proclaim  an  enfhield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  displayed. — But  mark  me  ; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs  : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Ifab,  So. 

Ang.  And  his  offence  is  fo,  as  it  appears 
Accounted  to  the  law  upon  that  pain. 
Ifab.  True. 

Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  life, 
(As  I  fublcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  lofs  of  question)  that  you,  his  fifter, 
Finding  yourfelf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  perfon, 
Whofe  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place. 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law  ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  mud  lay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  elfe  let  him  fuffer ; 
What  would  you  do  ? 

Ifab.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother,  as  myfelf : 
That  is,  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death, 
The  impreflion  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies, 
And' (trip  myfelf  to  death,  as  to  abed 
That  longing  I  have  been  fick  for,  ere  I'd  yield 
My  body  up  to  fhame. 

Ang,  Then  muft  your  brother  die. 

Ifab.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way  : 
Better  it  were,  a  brother  dy'd  at  at  once, 
Than  that  a  filter,  by  redeeming  him, 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  fentence 
That  you  have  flander'd  f o  ? 

Ifab.  Ignominy  in  ranfom,  and  free  pardon, 
*     Y  2 
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Are  of  two  houfes  ;  lawful  mercy- 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  lav/  a  tyrant; 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Hiding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

I  fab.  O  pardon  me,  my  lord  ;  it  oft  falls  out, 
I  To  have  what  we  would  have,  we  fpeak  not  what 
we  mean  : 
I  fomething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Ang.  We  are  all  frail. 

Ifab.  Elfe  let  my  brother  dfe, 
If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he, 
Owe,  and  fucceed  by  weaknefs. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Ifab.  Ay , as  the  glaffes  where  they  view  themfelves ; 
Which  are  as  eafy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
W omen  !  Help  heaven  !   men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.    Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail ; 
For  we  are  foft  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  falfe  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well  : 
And  from  this  teflimony  of  your  own  fex, 
(Since,  I  fuppofe,  we  are  made  to  be  no  ftronger, 
Than  faults  may  (hake  our  frames)  let  me  be  bold,— 
I  do  arrefl  your  wrords :  Be  that  you  are, 
That  is,  a  woman  ;  if  you  be  more,  you're. none; 
If  you  be  one  (as  you  are  well  exprefs'd 
Bv  all  external  warrants)  fhew  it  now, 
By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  livery. 

Ifab.  1  have  no  tongue  but  one  :  gentle,  my  lord, 
Let  me  intreat  you,  fpeak  the  former  language. 

Ang.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

Ifab.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet ; 
And  you  tell  me,  that  he  {hall  die  for  it. 

Ang.  He  fhall  not,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  love. 

Ifab.  I  know  your  virtue  liath  a  licenfe  in't, 
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Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Aug.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour, 
My  words  exprefs  my  purpofe. 

Ifab,  Ha  !  little  honour  to  be  much  heliev'd, 
And  moft  pernicious purpofei — Seeming,feeming!  — 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo  ;  look  for 't  : 
Sign  me  a  prefent  pardon  for  my  brother, 
Or,  with  an  out-ftretch'd  throat,  I'll  tell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  art. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel? 
My  unfoil'd  name,  the  aufterenefs  of  my  life, 
My  vouch  againft  you,  and  my  place  i'  the  ftate, 
Will  fo-your  accufation  over- weigh, 
That  you  mail  {title  in  your  own  report, 
And  fmell  of  calumny.    1  have  begun  ; 
And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  race  the  rein  ; 
Fit  thy  confent  to  my  {harp  appetite  : 
Lay  by  all  nicety,"  and  prolixious  blufhes, 
That  banifh  what  they  fue  for  ;  redeem  thy  brother 
3y  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will ; 
Or  elfe  he  mud  not  only  die  the  death, 
But  thy  unkindnefs  {hall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  fufferance  :  anfwer  me  to-morrow, 
Or,  by  the  affeclion  that  now  guides  me  mofl, 
I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him  :  As  for  you, 
Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o'er  weighs  your  true. 

[IZxit. 

Ifab.  To  whom  mould  I  complain  ?   Did  I  tell 
this, 

Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouths, 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ! 
Bidding  the  law  make  court'fy  to  their  will  ; 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite, 
To  follow,  as  it  draws  ;  I'll  to  my  brother  : 
Though  he  hath  fallen  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  mind  of  honour, 
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That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up} 

Before  his  lifter  fhould  her  body  ftoop 

To  fuch  abhorr'd  pollution. 

Then,  Ifabel,  live  chafte,  and  brother,  die  : 

More  than  our  brother  is  our  chaftity. 

I'll  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  requeft, 

And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  fouPs  reft. 

\_Exit. 


ACT    III.      SCENE  t. 

The  Prifon. 
Enter  Duke,  Claudio,  and  Provojl, 

Duke,  OO,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord 
O  Angelo  ? 

Claud.  The  miferable  have  no  other  medicine, 
But  only  hope  : 

I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepar'd  to  die, 

Duke.  Be  abfolute  for  death  ;  either  death  or  life 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.    Reafon  thus  with  life  : 
If  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe  a  thing, 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  thou  art, 
Servile  to  all  the  fluey  influences 
That  do  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep'ft, 
Hourly  afHicl :  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour'ft  by  thy  flight  to  fhun, 
And  yet  runneft  toward  him  ftill:  Thou  art  not 
noble  ; 

For  all  the  accommodations,  that  thou  bear'ft, 
Are  nurs'd  by  bafenefs  :    Thou  art  by  no  means 
valiant ; 

For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  fork 
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Of  a  poor  worm  :  Thy  beft  of  reft  is  fleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft:  yet  grofly  fear'ft 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.  Thou  art  not  thyfelf ; 
For  thou  exift'ft  on  many  a  thoufand  grains 
That  iflue  out  of  duft  :  Happy  thou  art  not ; 
For  what  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get; 
And  what  thou  haft,  forget'ft  :  Thou  art  not  certain, 
For  thy  complexion  fhifts  to  ftrange  effects, 
After  the  moon  :  If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor  : 
For,  like  an  afs,  whofe  back  with  ingots  bows, 
Thou  bear'ftthy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloads  thee  :  Friend  haft  thou  none  ; 
For  thy  own  bowels,  which  do  call  thee  fire, 
The  mere  efFufion  of  thy  proper  loins, 
Do  curfe  the  gout,  ferpigo,  and  the  rheUm, 
For  ending  thee  no  fooner  :  Thou  haft  nor  youth, 
nor  age  ; 

But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  fleep, 
Dreaming  on  both  ;  for  all  thy  Hefted  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  pained  eld  ;  and  when  thou  art  old  and  rich, 
Thou  haft  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty 
To  make  thy  riches  pleafant.    What's  yet  in  this, 
That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  Yet  in  this  life 
Lye  hid  more  thoufand  deaths :  yet  death  we  fear. 
That  makes  thefe  odds  all  even. 

Claud,  I  humbly  thank  you, 
To  fue  to  live,  I  find,  I  feek  to  die ; 
And,  feeking  death,  find  life  :  Let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  What,  ho  !  Peace  here  ;  grace  and  good 
company  ! 

Prov.  Who's  there  ?   Come  in  :  the  wifh  de- 
fences a  welcome. 
Duke.  Dear  fir,  erelong  I'll  vifit  you  again. 
Claud.  Moft  holy  fir,  I  thank  you. 
Ifab.  My  bufinefs  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudia* 
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Prov.  And  very  welcome.    Look,  fignior,  here's 

your  fifter. 
Duke.  Provoft,  a  word  with  you. 
Prov.  As  many  as  you  pleafe. 
Duke.  Bring  them  to  fpeak  where  I  may  be  con- 

ceal'd, 

Yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Provoft. 

Claud.  Now,  fifter,  what's  the  comfort  ? 
Jfab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are,  mo  ft  good  in  deed: 
Lord  Angelo,  having  affairs  to  heaven, 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  embaffador, 
Where  you  {hall  be  an  everlafting  leiger  : 
Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed ; 
To-morrow  you  fet  on. 

Claud.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Ifab.  None,  but  fuch  remedy,  as,  to  fave  a  head, 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live  ; 
There  is  a  devilifh  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Claud.  Perpetual  durance? 

Ifab.  Ay,  juft,  perpetual  durance  ;  a  reftraint, 
Though  all  the  world's  vaftidity  you  had, 
To  a  determin'd  fcope. 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature  ? 

Ifab.  In  fuch  a  one  (as  you  confenting  to't) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear. 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

Ifab.  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio  :  and  I  quake. 
Left  thou  a  feverous  life  fhould'ft  entertain, 
And  fix  or  feven  winters  more  refpeel: 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.    Dar'ft  thou  die  ? 
The  fenfe  of  death  is  mo  ft  in  apprehenfton  ; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon, 
In  corporal  fufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies, 
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Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  fhame  ? 
Think  you  I  can  a  refolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tendernefs  ?  If  I  mud  die, 
I  will  encounter  darknefs  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  it  in  my  arms. 

IJab.  There  fpake  my  brother ;  there  my  father's 
grave 

Didnutter  forth  a  voice  !  Yes,  thou  muft  die : 

Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life 

In  bafe  appliances.    This  outward-fainted  deputy, 

Whofe  fettled  vifage  and  deliberate  word 

Nips  youth  i'  the  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew, 

As  faulcon  doth  the  fowl, — is  yet  a  devil  : 

His  filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 

A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  ? 

IJab.  Oh,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell, 
The  damned'ft  body  to  invert  and  cover 
In  princely  guards !  Doft  thou  think,  Claudio, 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginity, 
Thou  might' ft  be  freed  ? 

o 

Claud.  Oh,  heavens  !  it  cannot  be. 
Ifab.  Yes,  he  would  give  it  thee,  for  this  rank 
offence, 

So  to  offend  him  ftill :  This  night's  the  time 
That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, 
Or  elfe  thou  dy'ft  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  fhall  not  do 't. 

Ifab.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Ifabel. 

Ifab.    Be  ready,   Claudio,  for  your  death  to- 
morrow. 

Claud.  Yes. — Has  he  affections  in  him, 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nofe, 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  fure  it  is  no  fin  : 
Or  of  the  deadly  fcven  it  is  the  lead. 
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If  ah.  Which  is  the  leaft  ? 

Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he,  being  To  wife, 
Why  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?  Oh  Ifabel ! 

J  fab.  What  fays  my  brother  ? 

Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing, 

Ifab.  And  fhamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not 
where 

To  lye  in  cold  obftruction,  and  to  rot ; 

This  fenfible  warm  motion  to  become 

A  kneaded  clod  ;  and  the  delighted  fpirit 

To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 

In  thrilling  region  of  thick-ribbed  ice ; 

To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  winds, 

And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 

The  pendant  world  ;  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 

Of  thofe,  that  lawlefs  and  incertain  thoughts 

Imagine  howling  ! — tis  too  horrible  ! 

The  wearied  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life, 

That  age,  ach,  penury,  and  imprifonment 

Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradife 

To  what  we  fear  of  death, 

Ifab.  Alas!  alas  ! 

Claud.  Sweet  filler,  let  me  live  : 
What  fin  you  do  to  fave  a  brother's  life, 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fo  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Ifab.  Oh,  you  beaft  ! 
Oh,  faithlefs  coward  !  Oh,  difhonefl  wretch! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man,  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  incefl,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  filler's  fhame  ?   What  fhould  I 
think  ? 

Heaven  fhield,  my  mother  play'd  my  father  fair  ! 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  wildernefs 
Ne'er  iffu'd  from  his  blood.    Take  my  defiance, 
Die.!  perifh  !  Might  but  my  bending  down 
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Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  fhould  proceed ; 
I'll  pray  a  thoufand  prayers  for  thy  death, 
No  word  to  fave  thee. 

Claud.  Nay,  hear  me,  Ifabel. 

Ifab.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 
Thy  fin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  : 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itfelf  a  bawd  : 
7Tis  beft  that  thou  dy'ft  quickly. 

Claud,  Oh  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

Re-enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Vouchfafe  a  word,  young  fifter,  but  one  ■ 
word. 

Ifab.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  leifure,  I 
would  by  and  by  have  fome  fpeech  with  you  :  the 
fatisfa£Uon  I  would  require,  is  likewife  your  own 
benefit. 

Ifab.  I  have  no  fuperfluous  leifure ;  my  ftaymuft 
be  ftolen  out  of  other  affairs  ;  but  I  will  attend  you 
a  while. 

Duke.  [To  Claudio  afide.~]  Son,  I  have  overheard 
what  hath  paft  between  you  and  your  fifter.  Arjgelo 
had  never  the  purpofe  to  corrupt  her  :  only  he 
hath  made  an  a  flay  of  her  virtue,  to  pra&ife  his 
judgment  with  the  difpofition  of  natures  ;  fhe, 
having  the  truth  of  honour  in  her,  hath  made  him 
that  gracious  denial,  which  he  is  moft  glad  to  re- 
ceive :  I  am  confeffor  to  Angelo,  and  I  know  this 
to  be  true  ;  therefore  prepare  yourfelf  to  death  : — 
Do  not  fatisfy  your  refolution  with  hopes  that  are 
fallible  :  to-morrow  you  mud  die  ;  go  to  your  knees, 
and  make  ready. 

Claud.  Let  me  afkmy  fifter  pardon.   I  am  fo  out 
cf  love  with  life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

[_Exit  Claudio.    Re-enter  Provojl* 

Duke.  Hold  you  there  :  Farewell.  Provoft 
word  with  you. 

Vol.  I,  Z 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE, 


AEl  III. 


Prov.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone  : 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid ;  my  mind  pro- 
nrifes  with  my  habit,  no  lofs  {hall  touch  her  by  my 
company. 

Prov.  In  good  time.  [Exit  Prov. 

Duke.  The  hand,  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath 
made  you  good  ;  the  goodnefs,  that  is  cheap  in 
beauty,  makes  beauty  brief  in  goodnefs  ;  but  grace, 
being  the  foul  of  your  complexion,  fhould  keep 
the  body  of  it  ever  fair.  The  affault,  that  Angelo 
hath  made  to  you,  fortune  hath  convey'd  to  my  un- 
derftanding  ;  and,  but  that  frailty  hath  examples  for 
his  falling,  I  fhould  wonder  at  Angelo  :  How 
would  you  do  to  content  this  fubftitute,  and  to  fave 
your  brother  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him  :  I  had 
rather  my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  fon 
fhould  be  unlawfully  born.  But  oh,  how  much 
is  the  good  duke  deceived  in  Angelo  !  If  ever  he 
returns,  and  I  can  fpeak  to  him,  I  will  open  my 
lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  government. 

Duke.  That  {hall  not  be  much  amifs :  yet,  as  the 
matter  now  {lands,  he  will  avoid  your  accufation  ; 
he  made  trial  of  you  only. — Therefore  fallen  your 
ear  on  my  advifings  ;  to  the  love  I  have  in  doing 
o;cod,  a  remedy  prefents  itfelf.  I  do  make  myfelf 
believe,  that  you  may  mo  ft  uprighteoufly  do  a  poor 
wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit ;  redeem  your  bro- 
ther from  the  angry  law  ;  do  no  ftain  to  your  own 
gracious  perfon  ;.  and  much  pleafe  the  abfent  duke, 
if,  perad venture,  he  {hall  ever  return  to  have  hear- 
ing of  this  bufinefs. 

Ifab.  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak  further  :  I  have  fpi- 
rit  to  do- any  thing,  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth 
of  my  fpirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  isbold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful. 
Have  you  not  heard  fpeak  of  Mariana,  the  fifter  of 
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Frederick,  the  great  foldier,  who  mifcarried  at  fea  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words 
went  with  her  name. 

Duke.  Her  fhould  this  Angelo  have  marry'd  ; 
was  affiane'd  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  ap- 
pointed :  between  which  time  of  the  contract,  and 
limit  of  the  folemnity,  her  brother  Frederick  was 
wreck'd  at  fea,  having  in  that  perifh'd  veffel  the 
dowry  of  his  fifter.  But  mark,  how  heavily  this 
befel  to  the  poor  gentlewoman  :  there  fhe  loft  a 
noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love  toward  her 
ever  moil  kind  and  natural ;  with  him  the  portion 
and  finew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage-dowry  ;  with 
both,  her  combinate '  hufband,  this  well-feeming 
Angelo. 

I  fab.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  Did  Angelo  fo  leave,her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of 
them  with  his  comfort ;  fwallow'd  his  vows  whole, 
pretending^  in  her,  difcoveries  of  diihonour  :  in 
few,  beftow'd  her  on  her  own  lamentation,  which 
yet  fhe  wears  for  his  fake  ;  and  he,  a  marble  to  her 
tears,  is  warned  with  them,  but  relents  not. 

Ifab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death,  to  take  this 
poor  maid  from  the  world  !  What  corruption  in  this 
life,  that  it  will  let  this  man  live  ! — But  how  out 
of  this  can  fhe  avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  eafily  heal  : 
and  the  cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  brother,  but 
keeps  you  from  difhonour  in  doing  it. 

Ifab.  Shew  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the 
continuance  of  her  firft  affctlion  ;  his  unjuft  unkind- 
nefs,  that  in  all  reafon  fhould  have  quenched  her * 
love,  hath,  like  an  impediment  in  the  current,  made 
it  more  violent  and  unruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo  ; 
anfwer  his  requiring  with  a  plaufible  obedience  ; 
agree  with  his  demands  to  the  point  ;  only  refer 
^ourfelf  tQ  this  advantage, — firft,  that  your  ftay ' 
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with  him  may  not  be  long ;  that  the  time  may  have 
all  fhadow  and  filence  in  it  ;  and  the  place  anfwer  to 
convenience  :  this  being  granted  in  courfe,  now  fol- 
lows all.  We  {hall  advife  this  wronged  maid  to  {lead 
up  your  appointment,  go  in  your  place  ;  if  the 
encounter  acknowledge  itfelf  hereafter,  it  may  com- 
pel him  to  her  recompence :  and  here,  by  this,  is 
your  brother  faved,  your  honour  untainted,  the 
poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  deputy 
fcaled.  The  maid  will  I  frame  and  make  fit  for  his 
attempt.  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this  as  you 
may,  the  doublenefs  of  the  benefit  defends  the  de- 
ceit from  reproof.    What  think  you  of  it  ? 

I  fab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already  ; 
and,  I  trull,  it  will  grow  to  a  mod  profperous  per- 
fection. 

Duke.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up  :  Hafte 
you  fpeedily  to  Angelo  ;  if  for  this  night  he  intreat 
you  to  his  bed,  give  him  promife  of  fatisfa£lion.  I 
will  prefently  to  St.  Luke's ;  there,  afe  the  moated 
grange  refides  this  deje£led  Mariana :  at  that  place 
call  upon  me ;  and  difpatch  with  Angelo,  that  it 
may  be  quickly. 

Ifab.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort;  Fare  you 
well,  good  father. 

\_Exeunt  feverally. 

SCENE  II. 
The  Street. 

Re-enter  Duke  as  a  Friar,  Elbow,  Clown,  and  Officers. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  that 
you  will  needs  buy  and  fell  men  and  women  like 
beafts,  we  {hall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and 
white  baftard. 

Duke.  Oh,  heavens  !  what  ftuff  is  here  ? 

Clown.  'Twas  never  merry  world,  fmce,  of  two 
ufuriesj  the  merrieft  was  put  down,  and  the  worfer 
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allow'd,  by  order  of  law,  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep 
him  warm  ;  and  furr'd  with  fox  and  lamb-fkins 
too,  to  fignify  that  craft,  being  richer  than  inno- 
cency,  ffcands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.   Come  your   way,  fir  :  — Biefs  you,  good 
father  friar. 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father :  What  of- 
fence hath  this  man  made  you,  fir  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  fir,  he  hath  offended  the  law;  anda  * 
fir,  we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  fir;  for  we  have 
found  upon  him,  fir,  a  flrange  pick-lock,  which  we  : 
have  fent  to  the  deputy. 

Duke.  Fie,  firrah  ;  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd  ! 
The  evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live  :  Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  cloath  aback, 
From  fuch  a  filthy  vice  :  fay  to  thyfelf, — 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftly  touches 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myfelf,  and  live. 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 
So  ffinkingly  depending  ?  Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clown.  Indeed,  it  does  ftink  in  fome  fort,  fir  :  but " 
yet,  fir,  I  would  prove  

Duke.  Nay,  if  the  devil  hath  given  thee  proofs 
for  fin 

Thou  wilt  prove  his.    Take  him  to  prifon,  officer  ; 
Correction  and  inff.ru6t.ion  muft  both  work, 
Ere  this  rude  bean:  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  muft  before  the  deputy,  fir;  he  has  given 
him  warning:*  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a  whore- 
mafter  ;  if  he  be  a  whore-monger,  and  comes  before 
him,  he  were  as  good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all  ?.s  fome  would  feem  to  be, 
Free  from  all  faults,  as  faults  from  feeminp-  free  ! 

.  Enter  Lucio. 

Elb.  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waift,  a  cord, 
fir. 
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Clown.  I  fpy  comfort ;  I  cry,  bail :  here's  a  gen- 
tleman, and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  what,  at  the 
heels  of  Casfar  ?  art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  What,  is 
there  none  of  Pigmalion's  images,  newly  made 
woman,  to  be  had  now,  for  putting  the  hand  in 
the  pocket  and  extracting  it  clutch'd  ?  What  reply  ? 
ha  ?  What  fay'ft  thou  to  this  tune,  matter,  and 
method  ?  Is't  not  drown'd  i'  the  lad  rain  ?  ha  ? 
What  fay'ft  thou,  trot  ?  is  the  world  as  it  was,  man  ? 
Which  is  the  way  ?  is  it  fad,  and  few  words  ?  or 
how  ?  the  trick  of  it  ? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus  !  ftill  worfe  ! 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morfel,  thy  miftrefs  ? 
procures  fhe  {till  ?  ha  ? 

Clown.  Troth,  fir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef, 
and  fhe  is  herfelf  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good  ;  it  is  the  right  of  it ;  it 
rauft  be  fo  :  ever  your  frefh  whore,  and  your  pow- 
der'd  bawd  :  an  unfhunn'd  confequence  ;  it  muft  be 
fo :  Art  going  to  prifon,  Pompey  ? 

Clown.  Yes,  faith,  fir. 

Lucio.  Why  'tis  not  amifs,  Pompey  :  farewell  ; 
go  ;  fay,  I  fent  thee  thither.  For  debt,  Pompey  ? 
or  how  ? 

Elh.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then  imprifon  him  ;  if  imprifon- 
ment  be  the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right  : 
Bawd  is  he,  doubtlefs,  and  of  antiqui||P*oo ;  bawd- 
born.  Farewell,  good  Pompey  :  (/ommend  me  to 
the  prifon,  Pompey  :  You  will  turn  good  hufband 
now,  Pompey  ;  you  will  keep  the  houfe. 

Clown.  I  hope,  fir,  your  good  worfhip  will  be  my 
bail. 

Lucio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey ;  it  is  not 
the  wear.  I  will  pray,  ^Pompey,  to  encreafe  your 
bondage  :  if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your 
mettle  is  the  more  :  Adieu,  trufty  Pompey. — Bleis 
you,  friar. 
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Duke.  And  you. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  ftill,  Pompey  ?  ha  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir  ;  come. 

Clown.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  fir  ? 

Lucio.    Then,  Pompey  ?    nor    now.  What 

news  abroad,  friar  ?  what  news  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir,  come. 

Lucio.  Go, — to  kennel,  Pompey, — go. 

\_Exeunt  El^ow,  Clown,  and  Officers. 
What  news,  friar,  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  I  know  none ;  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 

Lucio.  Some  fay,  he  is  with  the  emperor  of 
RufTia  :  other  fome,  he  is  in  Rome :  But  where  is 
he,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  I  know  not  where  :  but  wherefoever,I  wifh 
him  well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantaflical  trick  of  him,  to 
fteal  from  the  ftate,  and  ufurp  the  beggary  he  was 
never  born  to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his 
abfence  ;  he  puts  tranfgrefiion  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in  ?t. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do  no 
harm  in  him  :  fomething  too  crabbed  that  way,  friar, 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  feverity  muft 
cure  it. 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  footh,  the  vice  is  of  a  great 
kindred;  it  is* well  ally'd  :  but  it  is  impofhble  to 
extirp  it  quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put 
down.  Tii^^  fay,  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by 
man  and  womam,  after  the  downright  way  of  crea- 
tion :  is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  How  fhould  he  be  made  then  ? 

Lucio.  Some  report,  a  fea-maid  fpawn'd  him  : — 
fome,  that  he  was  got  between  two  ftock-nfhes  : — 
But  it  is  certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his  urine 
is  congeal'd  ice  ;  that  I  know  to  be  true : — and  he 
is  a  motion  ungenerative ;  that's  infallible. 

Duke.  You  are  pleafant,  fir  ;  and  fpeak  apace. 
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Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him, 
for  the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece,  to  take  away  the  life 
of  a  man  ?  Would  the  duke,  that  is  abfent,  have  done 
this  ?  Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  the  get- 
ting a  hundred  baflards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the 
nuriing  a  thoufand  :  he  had  fome  feeling  of  the  fport ; 
he  knew  the  fervice,  and  that  inftru&ed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  abfent  duke  much  de- 
tected for  women  ;  he  was  not  inclin'd  that  way. 

Lucio.  Oh,  fir,  you  are  deceiv'd. 

Duke.  'Tis  not  poffible. 

Lucio.  Who?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar 
of  fifty  ; — and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  ducket  in  her 
clack-difh  :  the  duke  had  crotchets  in  him  :  He 
would  be  drunk  too  ;  that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong,  furely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his :  A  fhy  fel- 
low was  the  duke ;  and,  I  believe,  I  know  the  caufb 
of  his  withdrawing. 

Duke.  What,  I  pr'ythee,  might  be  the  caufe  ? 

Lucio.  No — pardon  j  'tis  a  fecret  muft  be 

lock'd  within  the  teeth  and  the  lips  :  but  this  I  can 
let  you  underfland, — The  greater  file  of  the  fubje6t 
held  the  duke  to  be  wife. 

Duke.  Wife  ?  why,  no  queflion  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  A  very  fuperficial,  ignorant,  unweighing 
fellow.  ' 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mif- 
taking ;  the  very  {bream  of  his  life,  and  the  bufinefs 
he  hath  helmed,  muft,  upon  a  warranted  need,  give 
him  a  better  proclamation.  Let  him  be  but  teftimo- 
nied  in  his  own  bringings  forth,  and  he  {hall  appear, 
to  the  envious,  a  fcholar,  a  flatefman,  and  a  foldier  : 
Therefore  you  fpeak  urifkilfully  ;  or,  if  your  know- 
ledge be  more,  it  is  much  darkened  in  your  malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and 
knowledge  with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.  Come,  fir,  I  know  what  I  know. 


AEt  111.  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.  285 

Duke,  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fince  you  know 
not  what  you  fpeak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return, 
(as  our  prayers  are  he  may)  let  me  defire  you  to 
make  your  anfwer  before  him  :  If  it  be  honed  you 
have  fpoke,  you  have  courage  to  maintain  it :  I  am 
bound  to  call  upon  you,  and  I  pray  you,  your  name  ? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio ;  well  known  to 
the  duke. 

Duke.  He  fhall  know  you  better,  fir,  if  I  may 
live  to  report  you. 

Lucio.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  Oh,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no 
more  !  or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppo- 
fite.  But,  indeed,  I  can  do  you  little  harm,  you  '11 
forfwear  this  again.. 

Lucio.  I'll  be  hang'd  firft:  thou  art  deceiv'd  in 
me,  friar.  But  no  more  of  this  :  Canft  thou  tell, 
if  Claudio  die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  fhould  he  die,  fir. 

Lucio.  Why  ?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-difh. 
I  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  return'd  again  : 
this  ungenitur'd  agent  will  unpeople  the  province 
with  continency  ;  fparrows  muft  not  build  in  his 
houfe-eaves,  becaufe  they  are  lecherous.  The  duke 
yet  would  have  dark  deeds  darkly  anfwered ;  he 
would  never  bring  them  to  light ; — Would  he  were 
return'd  !  Marry,  this  Claudio  is  condemned  for  un- 
trufling.  Farewell,  good  friar;  I  pr'ythee,  pray  for 
me.  The  duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again,  would  eat  mut- 
ton on  Fridays.  He's  now  paft  it  ;  yet,  and  I  fay 
to  thee,  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  though  fire 
fmelt  brown  bread  and  garlick  :  fay,  that  I  fa  id  fo. 
Farewell.  [_Exit*. 

Duke.  No  might  nor  greatnefs  in  mortality 
Can  cenfure  'fcape  ;  back- wounding  calumny 
The  whiten:  virtue  fhrikes  :  What  king  fo  ftrong, 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  flanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here? 
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Enter  Efcalus,  Provoft,  Bawd,  and  Officers. 

Efcal.  Go,  away  with  her  to  prifon. 

Bawd.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  ;  your  ho- 
nour is  accounted  a  merciful  man  :  good  my  lord. 

Efcal.  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  {till 
forfeit  in  the  fame  kind  ?  this  would  make  mercy 
Iwear,  and  play  the  tyrant. 

Prov.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may 
it  pleafe  your  honour. 

Bawd.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  information 
again  ft  me :  Miftrefs  Kate  Keep-down  was  with 
child  by  him  in  the  duke's  time  ;  he  promis'd  her 
marriage ;  his  child  is  a  year  and  quarter  old,  come 
Philip  and  Jacob;  I  have  kept  it  myfelf;  and  fee, 
how  he  goes  about  to  abufe  me. 

o 

Efcal.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  : 
— let  him  be  called  before  us. — Away  with  her  to 
prifon  :  Go  to  ;  no  more  words.  [Exeunt  with  the 
Bawd.~]  Provoft,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be 
alter'd,  Claudio  muft  die  to-morrow :  let  him  be 
furnifh'd  with  divines,  and  have  all  charitable  pre- 
paration :  if  my  brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it 
fhould  not  be  fo  with  him. 

Prov.  So  pleafe  you,  this  friar  has  been  with  him, 
and  advis'd  him  for  the  entertainment  of  death. 

Efcal.  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke.  Blifs  and  goodnefs  on  you  ! 

Efcal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance  is 
now 

To  ufe  it  for  my  time  •  I  am  a  brother 

Of  gracious  order,  lately  come  from  the  fee, 

In  fpecial  bufmefs  from  his  holinefs. 

Efcal.  What  news  abroad  i'  the  world  ? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  great  a  fever  on 
goodnefs,  that  the  diffolution  of  it  muft  cure  it no- 
^  city  is  only  in  requeft ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be. 
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aged  in  any  kind  of  courfe,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be 
conftant  in  any  undertaking.  There  is  fcarce  truth 
enough  alive,  to  make  focieties  fecure  :  but  fecurity 
enough  to  make  fellowfhips  accurs'd  :  Much  upon 
this  riddle  runs  the  wifdom  of  the  world.  This 
news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every  day's  news.  I 
pray  you,  fir.  of  what  difpofition  was  the  duke  ? 

Efcal.  One,  that,  above  all  other  ftrifes,  con- 
tended efpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Duke.  What  pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 
Efcal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  another  merry,  than 
merry  at  any  thing  which  profefs'd  to  make  him 
rejoice  :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  leave 
we  him  to  his  events,  with  a  prayer  they  may  prove 
profperous  ;  and  let  me  defire  to  know,  how  you 
find  Claudio  prepar'd  ?  I  am  made  to  underftand, 
that  you  have  lent  him  vifitation. 

Duke  He  profefTes  to  have  received  no  unifier 
meafure  from  his  judge,  but  mod  willingly  hum- 
bles himfelf  to  the  determination  of  juftice :  yet 
had  he  fram'd  to  himfelf,  by  the  inftru&ion  of  his 
frailty,  many  deceiving  promifes  of  life ;  which  I9 
\  by  my  good  leifure,  have  difcredited  to  him,  and 
now  is  he  refolved  to  die. 

Efcal.  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  function, 
and  the  prifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  I 
have  laboured  for  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the  ex- 
I  tremefb  fhore  of  my  modefty ;  but  my  brother  juf- 
f  tice  have  I  found  fo  fevere,  that  he  hath  forced  me 
to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed — juftice. 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  anfwer  the  ftraitnefs  of 
\  his  proceeding,  it  {hall  become  him  well ;  wherein 
if  he  chance  to  fail,  he  hath  fentenc'd  himfelf. 
Efcal.  I  am  going  to  vifit  the  prifoner  :  Fare  you 
I  well.  [Exit. 
Duke.  Peace  be  with  you  ! 
He,  who  the  fword  of  heaven  will  bear, 
jfe  Should  be  as  holy  as  fevere  ; 
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Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 

Grace  to  fland,  and  virtue  go  ; 

More  nor  lefs  to  others  paying, 

Than  by  felf-offences  weighing. 

Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruel  finking 

Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking ! 

Twice  treble  fhame  on  Angelo, 

To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow  ! 

Oh,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 

Though  angel  on  the  outward  fide ! 

How  many  that  likenefs,  made  in  crimes, 

Making  practice  on  the  times, 

Draw  with  idle  fpiders'  firings 

Moffc  pond'rous  and  fubflantial  things ! 

Craft  againfl  vice  I  mufl  apply: 

With  Angelo  to-night  fhall  lye 

His  old  betrothed,  but  defpis'd ; 

So  difguife  fhall,  by  the  difguis'd, 

Pay  with  falfehood  falfe  exacting, 

And  perform  an  old  contracting.  [Exit* 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Grange. 

Enter  Mariana  and  Boy  finging. 

SONG, 
jjf/i  K  E,  oh,  take,  thofe  lips  away, 
That  Jo  fweetly  were  forfworn; 
And  thofe  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  miflead  the  morn: 
But  my  kijfes  bring  again, 

bring  again, 
Seals  of  love}  but  feal'd  in  vain. 

feaVd  in  vain. 
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Mart.  Break  off  thy  fong,  and  hade  thee  quick 
away  ; 

Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  advice 
Hath  often  ftill'd  my  brawling  difcontent.  

Enter  Duke. 

1  cry  you  mercy,  fir ;  and  well  could  wifh, 

You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical : 

Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fo, 

My  mirth  it  much  difpleas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  woe, 

Duke.  'Tis  good  :  tho'  mufic  oft  hath  fuch  a  charm, 
To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  enquir'd  for  mc 
here  to-day  ?  much  upon  this  time,  have  I  prormYd 
here  to  meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after  :  I  have 
fat  here  all  day. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Duke.  I  do  confhantly  believe  you  : 
The  time  is  come,  even  now.    I  fhall  crave  your 
forbearance  a  little  ;  may  be,  I  will  call  upon  you 
anon  for  fome  advantage  to  yourfelf. 

Mari.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  [_Exit. 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  welcome. 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy  ? 

Ifab.  He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick, 
Whofe  weftern  fide  is  with  a  vineyard  back'd  ; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  key: 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door, 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads  ; 
There  have  I  made  my  promife  to  call  on  him, 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night. 

Duke.  But  {hall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this 
way  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't : 
With  whifpering  and  mod  guilty  diligence, 
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In  a&ion  all  of  precept,  he  did  (Lew  me 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 
Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  obfervance  ? 

Ifab.  No,  none  ;  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark  ; 
And  that  I  have  poffefs'd  him,  my  mod  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief :  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  Kave  a  fervant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  (lays  upon  me ;  whofe  perfuahon  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  borne  up. 
I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this  : — What,  ho  !  within  !  come  forth  ! 

Re-enter  Mariana, 
I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  with  this  maid; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Ifab.  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duke.  Doyouperfuadeyourfelfthat  I  refpe&you  ? 
Mari.  Good  friar,  I  know  you  do  ;  and  have 
found  it. 

*    Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 
Who  hath  a  (lory  ready  for  your  ear ; 
I  {hall  attend  your  leifure  ;  but  make  hade  ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mari,  Will  't  pleafe  you  walk  afide  ? 

[Exeunt  Mariana  and  Ifabella. 
Duke.  O  place  and  greatnefs,  millions  of  falfe  eyes 
Are  ftuck  upon  thee  !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  thefe  falfe  and  moft  contrarious  quefl 
Upon  thy  doings  !  thoufand  'fcapcs  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies  ! — Welcome  :  How 
agreed  ? 

Re-enter  Mariana  and  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father, 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  confent. 
But  my  intreaty  too. 


Aa  iv. 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 


Ifab.  Little  have  you  to  fay, 
When  you  depart  from  him,  but  foft  and  low, 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

Mart,  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  all: 
He  is  your  hufband  on  a  pre-contract  : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  fin  ;  • 
Sith  that  the  juftice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourifh  the  deceit.    Come,  let  us  go  ; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tithe's  to  fow. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  the  Prifon. 
Enter  Provoft  and  Clown. 
Prov.  Come  hither,  firrah  :  Can  you  cut  oil  a  man's 
head  ? 

Clown.  If  the  man  be  a  batchelor,  fir,  I  can  :  but  if 
he  be  a  marry'd  man,  he  is  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can 
never  cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

Prov.  Come,  fir,  leave  me  your  fnatches,  and 
yield  me  a  direct  anfwer.  To-morrow  morning  are 
to  die  Claudio  and  Barnardine  :  Here  is  in  our  prifon 
a  common  executioner,  who  in  his  office  lacks  a 
helper :  if  you  will  take  it  on  you  to  affiffc  him,  it 
fhall  redeem  you  from  your  gyves;  if  not,  you  fhall 
have  your  full  time  of  imprifonment,  and  your  de- 
liverance with  an  unpity'd  whipping,  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious  bawd. 

Clown.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time 
out  of  mind  ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  law- 
ful hangman.  I  wTould  be  glad  to  receive  fome  in- 
{Iruftion  from  my  fellow-partner. 

Prov.  What  ho,  Abhorfon !  where's  Abhorfon, 
there  ? 

Enter  Abhorfon. 
Abhor.  Do  you  call,  fir  ? 

Prov.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to- 
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morrow  in  your  execution  ;  if  ycu  think  it  meet, 
compound  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide 
here  with  you  ;  if  not,  ufe  him  for  the  prefent, 
and  difmifs  him  :  he  cnnnot  plead  his  eftimation  with 
you.  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

Abhor.  A  bawd,  fir  ?  fie  upon  him,  he  will  dif- 
cr^edit  our  miftery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  fir;  you  weigh  equally ;  a  feather 
will  turn  the  fcale.  \  Exit. 

Clown.  Pray,  fir,  by  your  good  favour  (for,  furely, 
fir,  a  good  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a 
hanging  look)  do  you  call,  fir,  your  occupation  a 
miftery? 

Abhor.  Ay,  fir  ;  a  mi  fiery. 

Clown.  Painting,  fir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  a  sof- 
ter y  ;  and  your  whores,  fir,  being  members  of  my 
occupation,  ufmg  painting,  do  prove  my  occupation 
a  miftery :  but  what  miftery  there  fhould  be  in# 
hanging,  if  I  fhould  be  hang'd,  I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  miftery. 

Clown.  Proof. 

Abhor.   Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

Clown.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true 
man  thinks  it  big  enough  ;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your 
thief,  your  thief  thinks  it  little  enough  :  fo  every  true 
man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

Re-enter  Provqft. 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clown.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him  ;  for  I  do  find,  your 
hangman  is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd  ; 
he  doth  often  afk  forgivenefs. 

Prov.  You,  firrah,  provide  your  block  and  your 
axe,  to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  bawd  :  I  will  inftrucl  thee  in 
my  trade  ;  foll'ow. 

Clown.  I  do  defire  to  learn,  fir;  and  I  hope,  if 
you  have  occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you 
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fhall  find  me  yare  :  for  truly,  fir,  for  your  kindnefs, 
I  owe  you  a  good  turn.  [Exit, 

Prov.  Call  hither  Barnardine  and  Claudio  : 
One  has  my  pity  ;  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  a  murtherer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death  : 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to  morrow 
Thou  mud  be  made  immortal.  Where's  Barnardine  ? 

Claud.  As  fad  lock'd  up  in  deep,  as  guiltiefs  labour 
When  it  lies  ftarkly  in  the  traveller's  bones  : 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 
Well,  go,  prepare  yourfelf.  [Exit  Claud.']  But,  hark, 
what  noife  ?  [Knock  zoithin. 

Heaven  give  your  fpirits  comfort ! — By  and  by 
I  hope  it  is  fome  pardon  or  reprieve, 
For  the  moft  gentle  Claudio. — Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  The  beft  and  wholefomefl  fpirits  of  the  night 
Envellop  you,  good  provoft!  Who  call'd  here  of  late  ? 
Prov.  None  fince  the  curfew  rung. 
Duke.  Not  Ifabel  ? 
Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere 't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  There's  fome  in  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo  :  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  the  ftroke  and  line  of  his  great  juftice  ; 
He  doth  with  holy  abflinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf,  which  he  fpurs  on  his  power 
To  qualify  in  others:  were  he  meal'd 
With  that,  which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyran- 
nous ; 

But  this  being  fo,  he's  juft — Now  are  they  come. 

[Knock.  Provojl  gees  out. 
Aa  2 
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This  is  a  gentle  provofl  ;  feldom,  when 
The  fleeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. — - 
How  now  ?  what  noife  !  that  fpirit's  poffefs'd  with 
ha  fie, 

That  wounds  the  unrenfling  poftern  with  thefe 
flrokes. 

Provoft  returns,  /peaking  to  one  at  the  door. 

Prov.  There  mufl  he  flay,  until  the  officer 
Arife  to  let  him  in  ;  he  is  called  up. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet, 
But  he  muff  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov.  None,  fir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  provofl,  as  it  is. 
You  fhall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov.  Happily, 
You  fomething  know  ;  yet,  I  believe,  there  comes 
No  countermand  ;  no  fuch  example  have  we: 
Befides,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  jufbice,. 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  public  ear 
Profefs'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Mejfengcr. 

Duke.  This  is  his  lordfhip's  man. 

Prov.  And  here  comes  Claudio's  pardon. 

Meff.  My  lord  hath  fent  you  this  note  ;  and  by 
me  this  further  charge,  that  you  fwerve  not  from 
the  fmallefl  article  of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter,  or 
other  circu in  fiance,.  Good-morrow  ;  for,  as  I  take 
it,  it  is  almofl  day. 

Prov.  I  fhall  obey  him.  [Exit  Meffenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  pardon  ;  purchas'd  by  luch  fin. 

.      ■         ,/  .1  ,  S.tpifde. 
For  which  the  pardoner  himfelf  is  m  : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity, 
When  it  is  born  in  high  authority  : 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  fo  extended, 
That,  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  friended. 
N o w ,  fi r,  w h at  news? 
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Prov.  I  told  you  ;— Lord  Angelo,  be-like,  think- 
ing me  remifs  in  my  office,  awakens  me  with  this 
unwonted  putting  on  :  methinks,  flrangely  !  for  he 
hath  not  us'd  it  before. 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear, 

Prov  oft  reads  the  letter. 

Whatsoever  you  may  hear  to  the  contrary,  let  Clau- 
dio  be  executed  by  four  of  the  clock  ;  and,  in  the  af- 
ternoon, Barnardine  :  for  my  better Jatisfatlion,  let  me 
have  Claudio's  head  fent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly 
performed;  with  a  thought,  that  more  depends  on  it 
than  we  mufi  yet  deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your 
office,  as  you  will  anfwer  it  at  your  peril. 
What  fay  you  to  this,  fir  ? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine,  who  is  to  be 
executed  in  the  afternoon  ? 

Prov.  A  Bohemian  born;  but  here  nurs'd  up 
and  bred  :  one  that  is  a  priloner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  duke  had 
not  either  deliver'd  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed 
him  ?  I  have  heard,  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Prov.  His  friends  fhill  wrought  reprieves  for 
him  :  And,  indeed,  his  facl,  till  now  in  the  govern- 
ment of  lord  Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful 
proof. 

Duke.  Is  it  now  apparent  ? 

Prov.  Mofl  manifeft,  and  not  deny'd  by  himfelf. 

Duke.  Hath  he  borne  himfelf  penitently  in  pri- 
fon  ?  how  Teems  he  to  be  touch* d  ? 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more 
dreadfully,  but  as  a  drunken  fleep ;  carelefs,  reck- 
lefs,  and  fearlefs  of  what's  paft,  prefent,  or  to.  come  ; 
inlenfible  of  mortality,  and  defperately  mortal. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Prov.  He  will  hear  none  :  he  hath  evermore  had 
the  liberty  of  the  prifon  ;  give  him  leave  to  efcape 
hence  he  would  not ;  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if 
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not  many  days  entirely  drunk.  We  have  very  of- 
ten awak'd  him,  as  if  to  carry  him  to  execution, 
and  fhew'd  him  a  feeming  warrant  for  it  ;  it  hath 
not  mov'd  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in 
your  brow,  Provoft,  honefly  and  conftancy ;  if  I 
read  it  not  truly,  my  ancient  {kill  beguiles  me  ;  but 
in  the  boldnefs  of  my  cunning,  I  will  lay  myfelf  in 
hazard.  Claudio,  whom  here  you  have  a  warrant 
to  execute,  is  no  greater  forfeit  to  the  law  than 
Angelo  who  hath  fentenc'd  him  :  To  make  you 
underftand  this  in  a  manifefted  effecl;,  I  crave  but 
four  days  refpite  ;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me 
both  a  prefcnt  and  a  dangerous  courtefy. 

Prov,  Pray,  fir,  in  what  ? 

Duke.  In  the  delaying  death. 

Prov.  Alack  !  how  may  I  do  it  ?  having  the  hour 
limited  ;  and  an  exprefs  command,  under  penalty, 
to  deliver  his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ?  I  may 
make  my  cafe  as  Claudio's,  to  crofs  this  in  the 
fmalleft. 

Duke.  By  the  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you, 
if  my  inflru&ions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this 
Barnardine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his  head 
borne  to  Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  feen  them  both,  and  will 
difcover  the  favour. 

Duke.  Oh,  death's  a  great  difguifer :  and  you  may 
add  to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard  ;  and 
fay,  it  was  the  defire  of  the  penitent  to  be  fo  barb'd 
before  his  death  :  you  know  the  courfe  is  common. 
If  any  thing  fall  to  you  upon  this,  more  than  thanks 
and  good  fortune,  by  the  faint  whom  I  profefs,  I 
will  plead  againfl  it  with  my  life. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  good  father  ;  it  is  againfl  my 
oath.  \> 

Duke.  Were  you  fworn  to  the  duke,  or  fo  the 
deputy  ? 
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Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  fubftitutes. 

Duke,  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  offence9 
if  the  duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing  ? 

Prov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Duke.  Not  a  refemblance,  but  a  certainty.  Yet 
fmce  I  fee  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  in- 
tegrity, nor  my  perfuauon,  can  with  eafe  attempt 
you,  I  will  go  further  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all 
fears  out  of  you.  Look  you,  fir,  here  is  the  hand 
and  feal  of  the  duke  :  You  know  the  character,  I 
doubt  not :  and  the  fignet  is  not  fhrange  to  you. 

Prcv.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the 
duke  ;  you  fhall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleafure  ; 
where  you  fhall  find,  within  thefe  two  days  he 
will  be  here.  This  is  a  thing,  that  Angelo  knows 
not  :  for  he  this  very  day  receives  letters  of  ftrange 
tenor  ;  perchance,  of  the  duke's  death ;  perchance, 
entering  into  fome  monaftery  ;  but,  by  chance, 
nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  the  unfolding  ftar 
calls  up  the  fhepherd  :  Put  not  yourfelf  into  amaze- 
ment, how  thels  things  fhould  be  :  all  difficulties 
are  but  eafy  when  they  are  known.  CalL  your 
executioner,  and  off  with  Barnardine's  head :  I 
will  give  him  a  prefent  fhrift,  and  advife  him  for  a 
better  place.  Yet  you  are  amaz'd,  but  this  fhall 
abfolutely  refolve  you.  Come  away  ;  it  is  almoft 
clear  dawn.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clozon.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in 
our  houfe.of  profeffion  :  one  would  think  it  were 
miftrcfs  Over-done's  own  lioufe,  for  here  be  many 
of  her  old  cudomers.'  FirO;,  here's  young  mailer 
Rafh  :  he's  in  for  a  commodity  of  brown  paper 
and  old  ginger,  ninefcore  and  feventeen  pounds  ; 
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of  which  he  made  five  marks,  ready  money  ;  marry, 
then,  ginger  was  not  much  in  requeft,  for  the  old 
women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one 
mafter  Caper,  at  the  fuit  of  mafter  Three-pile  the 
mercer,  for  fome  four  fuits  of  peach-colour'd  fattin, 
which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  have  we 
here  young  Dizy,  and  young  mafter  Deep-vow, 
and  mafter  Copper-fpur,  and  matter  Starve-lacky 
the  rapier  and  dagger-man,  and  young  Drop-heir 
that  kill'd  lufty  Pudding,  and  mafter  Forth-right  the 
tilter,  and  brave  mafter  Shoe-tye  the  great  traveller, 
and  wild  Half-can  that  ftabb'd  Pots,  and,  I  think, 
forty  more ;  all  great  doers  in  our  trade,  and  are 
now  in  for  the  Lord's  fake. 

Enter  Abhor/on. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

Clown.  Mafter  Barnardine!  you  muft  rife  and  be 
hang'd,  mafter  Barnardine ! 

Abhor.  What,  ho,  Barnardine  ! 

Barnar.  [Within. ~\  A  pox  o'  your  throats !  Who 
makes  that  noife  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clown.  Your  friends,  fir  ;  the  hangman  :  You  muft 
be  fo  good,  fir,  to  rife  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.  [Within.']  Away  ycu  rogue,  away;  I 
am  fleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him,  he  muft  awake,  and  that  quickly 
too. 

Clown.  Pray,  mafter  Barnardine,  awake  till  you 
are  executed,  and  fleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clown.  He  is  coming,  fir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear 
his  ftraw  ruftle. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  Is  the  axe  upon  the  block,  firrah  ? 
Clown.  Very  ready,  fir. 

Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorfon  ?  what's  the  news 
witji  you  ? 
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Abhor.  Truly,  fir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap 
into  your  prayers  ;  for  look  you,  the  warrant's 
come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all 
night,  I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clown.  Oh,  the  better,  fir;  for  he  that  drinks 
all  night,  and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may 
fleep  the  founder  all  the  next  day. 

Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  fir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly 
father  ;  Do  we  jeft  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing 
how  haftily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife 
you,  comfort  you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,  not  I  ;  1  have  been  drinking  hard 
all  night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me 
or  they  fhall  beat  out  my  brains  with  billets  :  1  will 
not  confent  to  die  this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duke.  Oh,  fir,  you  muft  :  and  therefore  I  befeech 
you,  look  forward  on  the  journey  you  {hall  go. 

Barnar.  I  fwear,  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any 
man's  perfuafion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you,  

Barnar.  Not  a  word  :  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
fay  to  me,  come  to  my  ward  ;  for  thence  will  I  not 
to-day.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Provoft. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die  :  Oh,  gravel  heart !  — 
After  hiigi,  fellows  ;  bring  him  to  the  block. 

[_Exeunt  Abhorfon  and  Clown. 

Prove  Now,  fir,  how  do  you  find  the  prifoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  death  ; 
And,  to  tranfport  him  in  the  mind  he  is, 
Were  damnable. 

Prov.  Here  in  the  prifon,  father, 
There  dy'd  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
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One  Ragozine,  a  moft  notorious  pirate, 

A  man  of  Claudio's  years  :  his  beard,  and  head, 

Juft  of  his  colour :  What  if  we  do  omit 

This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclin'd  ; 

And  fatisfy  the  deputy  with  the  vifage 

Of  Ragozine,  mere  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides  ! 
Difpatch  it  prefently  ;  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefix'd  by  Angelo  :  See,  this  be  done, 
And  fent  according  to  command  ;  whiles  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This  {hall  be  done,  good  father,  prefently. 
But  Barnardine  muft  die  this  afternoon  : 
And  how  {hall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duke.  Let  this  be  done. — Put  them 
In  fecret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and  Claudio: 
Ere  twice  the  fun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  the  under  generation,  you  fhall  find 
Your  fafety  manifefted. 

Prov.  I  am  your  free  dependent. 

Duke.   Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  head  to 
Angelo.  [_Exit  Provojl. 

Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provoft,  he  fhall  bear  them, — whofe  contents 
Shall  witnefs  to  him,  I  am  near  to  home  ; 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly  :  him  I'll  dehre 
To  meet  me  at  the  confecratcd  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city  ;  and  from  thence^t 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanced  form, 
We  fhall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Re-enter  Pvovoft. 

Prov.  Here  is  the  head  ;  I'll  carry  it  myfelf. 

^Duke.  Convenient  is  it :  Make  a-fwift  return 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things, 
That  want  no  e.ir  but  yours. 
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Prov.  I'll  make  all  fpeed.  [_Exit. 
I  fab.  \JVithin~\  Peace,  ho,  be  here  ! 
Duke.  The  tongue  of  Ifabel : — She's  come  to 
know 

If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good, 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpair, 
When  it  is  lead  expected. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  Ho,  by  your  leave. — 

Duke.  Good  morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious 
daughter. 

Ifab.  The  better,  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  the  deputy  fent  my  brother's  pardon  ? 
Duke.   He  hath  releas'd  hirn,  Ifabel,  from  the 
world  ; 

His  head  is  off,  and  fent  to  Angelo. 

Ifab.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other  : 
Shew  your  wifdom,  daughter,  in  your  clofe  pa- 
tience. 

Ifab.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes, 

Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight. 

Ifab.  Unhappy  Claudio  !  Wretched  Ifabel ! 
Injurious  world  !  Moft  damn'd  Angelo  ! 

Duke.  This  nor  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot : 
Forbear  it  therefore  ;  give  your  caufe  to  heaven. 
Mark,  what  I  fay ;  which  you  fhall  find 
By  every  fyllable  a  faithful  verity  : 
The  djke  comes  home  to-morrow  ; — nay,  dry  your 
eyes ; 

One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confcfTor, 
Gives  me  this  inftance  :  already  he  hath  carry 'd 
Notice  to  Efcalus  and  Angelo ; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gate% 
There  to  give  up  their  power,    I^you  can*  pace 
your  wifdom 
Vol.  L  B  b 
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In  that  good  path,  that  I  would  wifh  to  go ; 
And  you  fhall  have  your  bofom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart,  ' 
And  general  honour. 

IJab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  then  to  friar  Peter  give  ; 
5Tis  that  he  fent  me  of  the  duke's  return  ; 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  defire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  houfe  to-night.    Her  caufe,  and  yours, 
I'll  perfeft  him  withal  ;  and  he  fhall  bring  you 
Before  the  duke ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accufe  him  home  and  home.    For  my  poor  felf, 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  vow, 
And  fhall  be  abfent.    Wend  you  with  this  letter : 
Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart ;  truft  not  my  holy  order, 
If  I  pervert  your  courfe. — Who's  here  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Good  even  ! 
Friar,  where  is  the  provofl  ? 
Duke.  Not  within,  fir. 

Lucio.  Oh,  pretty  Ifabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine 
heart,  to  fee  thine  eyes  fo  red  :  thou  muft  be  patient: 
I  am  fain  to  dine  and  fup  with  water  and  bran  ;  I 
dare  not  for  my  head  fill  my  belly  ;  one  fruitful 
meal  would  fet  me  to't :  But  they  fay  the  duke  will 
be  here  to-morrow.  By  my  troth,  Ifabel,  I  lov'd 
thy  brother  :  if  the  old  fantafhical  duke  of  dark 
corners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  liv'd. 

\_ExiifHfabtlla. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden 
to  your  report ;  but  the  heft  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knoweft  not  the  duke  fowell 
as  I  do  :  he's  a  better  woodman,  than  thou  tak'fl 
him  for. 

Luke.  W$H:  you'll  anfwer  this  one  day.  Fare 
ye  well. 
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Lucio.  Nay,  tarry  ;  Pll  go  along  with  thee  ;  I 
can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  al- 
ready, fir,  if  they  be  true ;  if  not  true,  none  were 
enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench 
with  child. 

Duke.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I  :  but  I  was  fain  to  for 
fwear  it ;  they  would  elfe  have  marry 'd  me  to  the 
rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honeft  : 
Reft  you  well. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth,  Pll  go  with  thee  to  the 
lane's  end  :  if  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have 
very  little  of  it :  Nay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr, 
I  fhall  Mick.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  the  Palace. 
Enter  Angelo  and  Efcalus. 

Efcal.  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd 
other. 

Ang.  In  mod  uneven  and  diffracted  manner. — 
His  actions  fhew  much  like  tomadnefs;  pray  heaven, 
his  wifdom  be  not  tainted  !  And  why  meet  him  at 
the  gates,  and  re-deliver  our  authorities  there  ? 

Efcal.  I  guefs  not. 

Ang.  And  why  mould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour 
before  hh  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redrefs  of  in- 
juftice,  they  fhould  exhibit  their  -petitions  in  the 
ftreet  ? 

Efcal.  He  {hews  his  reafon  for  that  :  to  have  a 
difpatch  of  complaints ;  and  to  deliver  us  from  de- 
vices hereafter,  which  fhall  then  have  no  power  to 
ftand  againft  us. 
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Ang.  Well ;  I  hefeech  you  let  it  be  proclaim'd  : 
Betimes  i'  the  morn,  I'll  call  you  at  your  houfe  : 
Give  notice  to  fuch  men  of  fort  and  fuit, 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

EfcaL  I  fhall,  fir :  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Ang.  Good  night  : — 
This  deed  unfhapesme  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant, 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.    A  deflower'd  maid  ! 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforc'd 
The  law  againft  it !  — But  that  her  tender  fhame 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  maiden  lofs, 
How  might  {he  tongue  me?  Yet  reafon  dares  her?  no: 
For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk, 
That  no  particular  fcandal  once  can  touch, 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.  He  fhould  have  liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  fenfe, 
Mijght,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'en  revenge, 
By  fo  receiving  a  difhonour'd  life, 
With  ranfom  of  fuch  fhame.  'Would  yet  he  had  liv'd! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  would  not. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  the  Fields  without  the  Town. 
Enter  Duke  in  his  own  habit,  and  Friar  Peter. 

Duke.  Thefe  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

[Giving  letters. 
The  Provoft  knows  our  purpofe,  and  our  plot. 
The  matter  being  a  footjpkeep  your  inftru&ion, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpecial  drift ; 
Though  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 
As  caufe  doth  miniflcr.   Go,  call  at  Flavius's  houfe. 
And  tell  him,  where  I  flay  :  give  the  like  notice 
Unto  Valentius,  Rowland,  and  to  Craffus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate ; 
But  fend  me-Flavius  firft. 

Ptt*r.  It  fhall  be  fpeeded  well.        [Exit  Friar, 
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Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius  ;  thou  haft  made 
good  hafte  ; 

Come,  we  will  walk  :  There's  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Ifqbella  and  Mariana. 

Ifab.  To  fpeak  fo  indirectly,  I  am  loth  ; 
I  would  fay  the  truth  ;  but  to  accufe  him  fo, 
That  is  your  part ;  yet  I  am  advis'd  to  do  it  ; 
He  fays,  to  vail  full  purpofe. 

Marx.  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

Ifab.  Befides,  he  tells  me,  that,  if  peradventure 
He  fpeak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 
I  fhould  not  think  it  ftrange  ;  for  'tis  a  phyfic, 
That's  bitter  to  fweet  end. 

Mari.  I  would,  friar  Peter  

Ifab.  Oh,  peace  ;  the  friar  is  come. 

Enter  Friar  Peter. 
Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  ftand  moll 

fit, 

Where  you  may  have  fuch  'vantage  on  the  duke, 
He  (hall  net  pafs  you  :  Twice  have  the  trumpets 

founded  ; 
The  generous  and  graved  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  entering;  therefore  hence,  away. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACTV.       SCENE  I. 

A  public  place  near  the  City, 

Enter  Duke,  Varrius,  Lords,  Angelo,  Efcalus,  Lucio9 

and  Citizens,  at  feveral  doors. 
Duke.  A/fY  very  worthy  coufin,  fairly  met  : 

JlVJL  Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we  are 
glad  to  fee  you. 
Ang.  and  Efcal.  Happy  return  be  to  your  rcyal 
grace  ! 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  enquiry  of  you  ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnefs  of  your  juftice,  that  our  foul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thanks, 
Fore-running  more  requital. 

Ang.  You  make  my  bonds  {till  greater. 

Duke.  Oh,  your  defert  fpeaks  loud ;  and  I  fhould 
wrong  it, 

To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofom, 
When  it  deferves  with  characters  of  brafs 
A  forted  refidence,  'gainft  the  tooth  of  time 
And  razure  of  oblivion  :  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  fubje&s  fee,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtenes  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within. —  Come  Efcalus  ; 
You  muft  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand  — 
And  good  fupporters  are  you. 

\_As  the  Duke  is  going  out, 

Enter  Peter  and  Ifabclla. 
Peter.  New  is  your  time  ;  fpeak  loud,  and  kneel 
before  him. 

Ifab.  Juftice,  O  royal  duke !  Vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrong'd,  I  would  fain  have  faid,  a  maid  ! 
Oh  worthy  prince,  difhonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it^on  any  other  object, 
Till  you  have  neard  me  in  my  true  complaint, 
An<j  given  me  juftice,  juftice,  juftice,  juftice  ! 
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,    Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs  :  In  what  ?  by  whom  ? 
be  brief : 

Here  is  lord  Angelo  fhall  give  you  juftice  ; 
Reveal  yourfelf  to  him. 

Ifab.  Oh,  worthy  duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  redemption  of  the  devil ; 
Hear  me  yourfelf ;  for  that  which  I  muft  fpeak 
Muft  either  punifh  me,  not  being  believ'd, 
Or  wring  redrefs  from  you  :  hear  me,  oh,  hear  me, 
here. 

Aug.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm  : 
She  hath  been  a  fuitor  to  me  for  her  brother, 
Cut  ofF  by  courfe  of  juftice. 

Ifab.  By  courfe  of  juftice  ! 

Aug.  And  {he  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly  and  ftrange. 

Ifab.  Moft  ftrange,  but  yet  moft  truly,  will  I  fpeak; 
That  Angelo' s  forfworn  ;  is  it  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo's  a  murtherer  ;  is't  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief, 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin  violator  ; 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  and  ftrange  ? 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 

Ifab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
-  Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true  ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her ; — Poor  foul, 
She  fpeakjs  Aiis  in  the  infirmity  of  fenfe. 

Ifab.  O  prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thoubeliev'ft 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world, 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch' d  with  madnefs:  make  not  impoflible 
That  which  but  feems  unlike  :  'tis  not  impoftiblc 
But  one,  the  wicked'ft  caitiff  on  the  ground, 
May  feem  as  fliy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  abfolute, 
As  Angelo  ;  even  fo  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dreflings,  chara£t,s,  titles,  forms, 
Be  an  arch  villain  ;  believe  it,  royal  prince, 
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If  he  be  lefs,  he's  nothing  ;  but  he's  more, 
Had  I  more  name  for  badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  honefty, 
If  fhe  be  mad,  (as  I  believe  no  other) 
Her  madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of.fenfe, 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madnefs. 

Ifab.  Gracious  duke, 
Harp  not  on  that  ;  nor  do  not  banifh  reafon 
For  inequality  :  but  let  your  reafon  ferve 
To  make  the  truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid  ; 
Not  hide  thefalfe,  feems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad 
Have,  fure,  more  lack  of  reafon. — What  would 
you  fay  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  the  fifter  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  aft  of  fornication 
To  lofe  his  head  ;  condemn'd  by  Angelo  : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  fifterhood, 
Was  fent  to  by  my  brother;  one  Lucio 
Was  then  the  meflenger : — 

Lucio.  That's  I,  ant't  like  your  grace  : 
I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune 'with  lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Ifab.  That's  he,  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord ; 
Nor  wifh'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke.  1  wifh  you  now,  then  ; 
Pray  you,  take  notice  of  it  :  and  when  you  have 
A  bufmefs  for  yourfelf,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
Be  perfect. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Duke.  The  warrant's  for  yourfelf ;  take  heed  to  it. 

Ifab.  This  gentleman  told  fomewhat  of  my  tale. 

Lucio.  Riaht. 

o 

Duke.  It  may  be  right  \  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  fpcak  before  your  time, — Proceed. 
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Ifab.  I  went 
To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy.  ' 

Duke.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken. 

Ifab.     Pardon  it  ; 
The  phrafe  is  to  the  matter.  * 

Duke.  Mended  again  ;  the  matter : — Proceed. 

Ifab.  In  brief, — to  fet  the  needlefs  procefs  by, 
How  I  perfuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd, 
How  he  refell'd  me,  and  how  I  reply'd, 
(For  this  was  of  much  length)  the  vile  conclufion 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  fhame  to  utter  : 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chafte  body 
To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  lull, 
Releafe  my  brother ;  and,  after  much  debatement, 
My  fifterly  remorfe  confutes  my  honour, 
And  I  did  yield  to  him  :  But  the  next  morn  betimes, 
His  purpofe  furfeiting,  he  fends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  moil  likely  ! 

Ifab*  Oh,  that  it  were  as  like,  as  it  is  true  ! 

Duke.  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know'ft  not 
what  thou  fpeak'ft ; 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  a  gain  ft  his  honour 
In  hateful  practice:  Firft,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemifh: — next,  it  imports  no  reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  fhould  purfue 
Faults  proper  to  himfelf  :  if  he  had  fo  offended, 
He  would  have  weigh 'd  thy  brother  by  himfelf, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off :  Some  one  hath  fet  you  on; 
Confefs  the  truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  advice 
Thou  cam'fl  here  to  complain. 

Ifab.  And  is  this  all  ? 
Then,  oh,  you  bleffed  minifters  above, 
Keep  me  in  patience ;  and,  with  ripen'd  time, 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 
In  countenance ! — Heaven  fhield  your  grace  from 
woe, 

As  I>  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go  I 
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Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone  : — an  officer — 
To  prifon  with  her  : — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blafting  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  lo  near  us  ?  This  needs  muft  be  a  praftice. 
Who  knew  of  your  intent  and  coming  hither  ? 

Ifab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  friar  Lodo- 
wick. 

Duke.  A  ghoftly  father,  belike  :  Who  knows  that 
Lodowick  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  I  know  him  j  'tis  a  meddling 
friar ; 

I  do  not  like  the  man  :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  fpake  againft  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  fwing'd  him  foundly. 
Duke.    Words  againft  me  ?  this*  a  good  friar 
belike  ! 

And  to  fet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Again0  our  fubflltute  ! — Let  this  mar  be  found, 
LuAo.  But  ycfternight,  my  lord,  fhe  and  that 
friar 

I  faw  them  at  the  prifon  :  a  fancy  friar, 
A  very  fcurvy  fellow. 

Peter.  Bleffed  be  your  royal  grace  ! 
I  have  flood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd  :  Firft,  hath  this  woman 
Moft  wrongfully  accufed  your  fubftitute  : 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  foil  with  her, 
As  fhe  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  lefs. 
Know  you  that  friar  Lodowick,  which  fhe  fpeaks  of  ? 

Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy  ; 
Not  fcurvy,  nor  a  temporary  meddler, 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  ; 
And,  on  my  truft,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  mifreport  your  grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  moft  villainoufly ;  believe  it. 

Peter.   Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear 
himfelf  ; 
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But  at  this  inftant  he  is  Tick,  my  lord, 

Of  a  ftrange  fever  :  Upon  his  mere  requeft,  m 

(Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 

Intended  'gainft  lord  Angelo)  came  I  hither, 

To  fpeak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 

Is  true,  and  falfe  ;  and  what  he  with  his  oath, 

And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear, 

Whenever  he's  convented.    Firft,  for  this  woman^ 

(To  juflify  this  worthy  nobleman, 

So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd) 

Her  fhall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eyes, 

Till  (he  herfelf  confefsit. 

Duke.  Good  friar,  let's  hear  it. 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  lord  Angelo  ?— 
O  heaven  !  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools  !  — 
Give  us  fome  feats. — Come,  coufm  Angelo  ; 
In  this  I  will  be  impartial ;  be  you  judge 
Of  your  own  caufe, — Is  this  the  witnefs,  friar  ? 

[Ifabella  is  carried  off,  guarded* 

Enter  Mariana,  veiVd. 

Firft,  let.  her  fhew  her  face  ;  and,  after,  fpeak. 

Mari.  Pardon,  my  lord  ;  I  will  not  fhew  my  face, 
Until  my  hufband  bid  me. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  marry 'd  ? 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  widow  then  ? 

Mari.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Why  you  are  nothing  then  :  — 
Neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  fhe  may  be  a  punk;  for  many 
of  them 

Are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife  ? 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow  :  I  would  he  had  fomc 

caufe 

To  prattle  for  himfelf. 
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Lucio.  Well,  my  lord . 

Mari.  My  lord,  I  do  confefs,  I  ne'er  was  marry'd  ; 
And,  I  confefs,  befides,  I  am  no  maid  ; 
I  have  known  my  hufband  ;  yet  my  hufband  knows 
not, 

That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord ;  it  can  be 
no  better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  filence,  'would  thou 
wert  fo  too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  is  no  witnefs  for  lord  Angelo. 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to 't,  my  lord : 
She,  that  accufes  him  of  fornication, 
In  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  hufband  ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  fuch  a  time, 
When  I'll  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  arms, 
With  all  the  effecl:  of  love. 

Ang.  Charges  fhe  more  than  me  ? 

Mari.  Not.  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No?  You  fay,  your  hufband.  [To  Mariana. 
Mari.  Why,  juft,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks,  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my 
body, 

But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Ifabel's. 

Ang.  This  is  a  ftrange  abufe.    Let's  fee  thy  face. 

Mari.  My  hufband  bids  me  :  now  I  will  unmafk. 
This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo,  [Unveiling. 
Which,  once  thou  fwor'ft  was  worth  the  looking  on  : 
This  is  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contract, 
Was  fart  belock'd  in  thine  :  this  is  the  body, 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Ifabel, 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  garden-hcufe, 
In  her  imagin'd  pcrfon. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  fhe  fays. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  lor$. 
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Aug.  My  lord,  I  muft  confefs,   I  know  this 
woman  ; 

And,  five  years  fmce,  there  was  fome  fpcech  of 
marriage 

Betwixt  myfelf  and  her  :  which  was  broke  off, 
Partly,  for  that  herpromis'd  proportions 
Came  fhort  of  compofition  ;  but,  in  chief. 
For  that  her  reputation  was  difvalu'd 
In  levity  :  fince  which  time,  of  five  years, 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from 
her, 

Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 

Mari.  Noble  prince, 
As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from 
breath, 

As  there  is  fenfe  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 

I  am  affiane'd  this  man's  wife,  as  ftrongly 

As  words  could  make  up  vows  :  and,  my  good  lord. 

But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in  his  garden-houfe, 

He  knew  me  as  a  wife  :  As  this  is  true, 

Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees  ; 

Or  elfe  forever  be  confixed  here, 

A  marble  monument ! 

Aug.  I  did  but  fmile  'till  now  ; 
Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  fcope  of  juftice  ; 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd :  I  do  perceive, 
Thefe  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  inflruments  of  fome  more  mightier  member. 
That  fets  them  on :  Let  me  have  way,  my  lord, 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart  ; 
And  punifh  them  unto  your  height  of  pleafure. — 
Thou  foolifh  friar,  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compacl  with  her  that's  gone  !  think'fl  thou  thy 
oaths, 

Though  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular 
faint, 

Were  teflimonics  againfl  his  worth  and  credit, 
'Vol.I.  Cc 
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That's  fcal'd  in  approbation  ?  You,  lord  Efcalus, 
Sit  with  my  coufm  ;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 

To  find  out  this  abufe,  whence  'tis  deriv'd.  

There  is  another  friar,  that  fet  them  on  ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for. 

Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord  ;  for  he, 
indeed, 

Hath  fet  the  women  on  to  this  complaint  : 
Your  provoft  knows  the  place  where  he  abides, 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go,  do  it  inftantly. — 
And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  coufin, 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  befb, 
In  any  chaflifcment  ;  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you ;  ftir  not  you  till  you  have  well 
Determined  upon  thefe  flanderers.  [Exit* 

Efcal.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thoroughly. — Signior 
Lucio,  did  not  you  fay,  you  knew  that  friar  Lodo- 
wick  to  be  a  difhonef):  perfon  ? 

Lucio. .  Cucullus  non  Jacit  monachum  :  honeft  in 
nothing,  but  in  hiscloaths  ;  and  one  that  hath  ipoke 
niofl  villainous  fpeec  lies  of  the  duke. 

Efcal.  We  fhall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he 
ccrne,  and  enforce  them  againfl  him  :  We  fhall  find 
this  friar  a  notable  fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

Efcal.  Call  that  fame  Iiabel  here  once  a  grain  :  I 
would  fpeak  with  her:  Pray  you,  my  lord,  give 
me  leave  to  queition  ;  you  fhall  fee  how  I'll  handle 
her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

Efcal.  Say  you  ? 

Lucio.  Marry,  fn\  I  think,  if  you  handled  Jier 
privately,  {he  fhould  fooner  confefs;  perchance, 
pulllcly  (he'll  be  afiiamU 
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Enter  Duke  in  the  Friar's  habit,  and  Provojt.  If&r 
bella  is  brought  in, 

Efcal.  I  will  go  darkly  to  v/ork  with  her. 
Lucio.  That's  the  way  5  for  women  are  light  at 
midnight. 

Efcal.  Come  on,  miftrefs  ;  here's  a  gentlewoman 
denies  all  that  you  have  laid. 

Lucio.  My  loird,  here  comes  the  rafcal  I  fpoke  of  ; 
here  with  the  Provoft, 

Efcal.  In  very  good  time  :  fpeak  not  you  to  him, 
'till  we  call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

Efcal.  Come,  fir;  Did  you  fet  thefe  women  on 
to  flander  lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confefs'd  you 
did. 

Duke.  'Tis  falfe. 

Efcal.  How  !  know  you  where  you  are  ? 
Duke.  Refpect  to  your  great  place !  and  let  the 
devil 

Be  fometime  honour'd  for  his  burning  throne  :— 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  'tis  he  fhould  hear  rnc  fpeak. 

Efcal.  The  duke's  in  us  ;  and  we  will  hear  you 
fpeak  : 
Look,  you  fpeak  juftly. 

Duke.  Boldly,  at  lea  ft  : — Butv  oh,  poor  fouls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  redrefs  :  Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  caufe  gone  too.    The  duke's  unjuft, 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  appeal, 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouth, 
Which  here  you  cqme  to  accufe. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rafcal ;  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of. 

Efcal.  Why,  thou  uor^verend  and  unhallow'd 
friar  ! 

Is't  not  enough,  thou  haft  fuborn'd  thefe  women 
To  accufe  this  worthy  man ;  but,  in  foul  mouth, 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  ear, 
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To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himfelf, 
To  tax  him  with  injuftice  ? — Take  him  hence  ; 
To  the  rack  with  him  :  We'll  touze  you  joint  by 
joint, 

But  we  will  know  this  purpofe  :  What  ?  unjuft  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  fo  hot  ;  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  ftretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  ;  his  fubjecl:  I  am  not, 
Nor  here  provincial :  My  bufincfs  in  this  ftate 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  fecn  corruption  boil  and  bubble, 
JTill  it  o'er-run  the  flew  :  laws,  for  all  faults; 
But  faults  fo  countenanc'd  that  the  ftrbng  ftatutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  Ihop, 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Ej'cal.  Slander  to  the  ftate  !  Away  with  him  to 
prifon. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  agiinft  him,  fignior 
Lucio  ? 

Is  this  the  man,  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tis  he,  my  lord.  Come  hither,  good- 
man  bald-pate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  fir,  by  the  found  of 
your  voice  :  I  met  you  at  the  prifon,  in  the  ab- 
le nee  of  the  duke. 

Lucio.  Oh,  did  you  fo?  And  do  you  remember 
what  you  faid  of  the  duke? 

Dvke.  Mod  notedly,  fir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  fo,  fir  ?  and  was  the  duke  a  flefh- 
monger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported 
him  to  be  ? 

Duke  You  mutt,  fir,  change  perfons  with  me, 
ere  you  make  that  my  report  :  you,  indeed,  fpoke 
fo  of  him  ;  and  much  more,  much  worfe. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow  !  Did  not  I  pluck 
thee  by  the  nofc,  for  thy  fpeeches  ? 

Duke.  I  proteft  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love  myfelf. 
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An  v.  Hark  !  how  the  villain  would  clofe  now. 
after  his  treafonable  abufes. 

EfcaL  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talked  withal : 
Away  with  him  to  prifon  : — Where  is  the  provofh  ? 
— Away  with  him  to  prifon  ;  lay  bolts  enough  upon 
him  :  let  him  fpeak  no  more : — away  with  thofe 
giglots  too,  and  with  the  other  confederate  compa- 
nion. [The  Provofz  lays  hands  on  the  Duke, 

Duke,  Stay,. fir;  ftay  awhile. 

Ang.  What  !  refifhs  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Come,  fir  ;  come,  fir  ;  come,  fir  ;  foh,  fir  : 
Why,  you  bald-pated,  lying  rafcal !  you  mufh  be 
hooded,  mufh  you  !  Shew  your  knave's  vifage,  with 
a  pox  to  you  !  fhew  your  fheep-biting  face,  and  be 
hang'd  an  hour  !  Will't  not  off? 

[Pulls  of  the  Friar's  hood,  and  dif covers  the  Duke, 

Duke,  Thou  art  the  nrft  knave,  that  e'er  mad' (I 
a  duke.  

Firft,  provofl,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three  :  

Sneak  not  away,  fir,  [to  Lucio,]  for  the  friar  and 
you 

Mufh  have  a  word  anon  : — lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio,  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 

Duke,  What  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon;  fit  you 
do.wn  [To  Efcalus. 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him : — Sir,  by  your  leave  : 

[  To  Angela, 
Hafl:  thou  or  word,  or  wit  jjtt;  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  Office  Mf  thou  haft, 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  talc  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang,  O  my  dread  lord, 
I  fhould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltinefs, 
To  think  I  can' be  undifcernibie, 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine, 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  paiTcs  :  Then,  good  prince,* 
No  longer  ieflion  hold  upon  rny  (ha  me, 
But  let  rny  trial  be  mine  own  confe ili-.m. 

O  C  2 
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Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Mariana  : — 
Say,  waft  thou  e'er  contracted  to  this  woman  ? 

Ang.  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.    Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  in- 
ftantly. — 

Do  you  the  ofnce,  friar  ;  which  confummate, 
Return  him  here  again  : — Go  with  him,  provoft. 

[Exeunt  Angela,  Mariana,  Peter  and  Provoft. 
Efcal.    My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  dis- 
honour, 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Ifabel: 
Your  friar  is  now  your  prince  :  As  I  was  then 
Advertihng  and  holy  to  your  bufinefs, 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  ftill 
Attorney 'd  at  your  Service. 

I  fab.  Oh,  give  me  pardon, 
That  I,  your  vaiTal,  have  employed  and  pain'd 
Your  unknown  Sovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardon'd,  Ifabel  : 
And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heart  ; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obfcur'd  myfelf, 
Labouring  to  lave  his  life  ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rafli  remonftrance  of  my  hidden  power, 
Than  let  him  be  fo  loft.    Oh,  mod  kind  maid, 
It  was  the  fwift  cclei  itf'  of  his  death, 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on, 
That  biain'd  my  purpofe.  But  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That  life  is  better  life,  pad  fearing  death, 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear  :  make  it  your  com- 
fort, 

So,  happy  is  your  brother. 

Re-enter  Angelo,-  Mariana,  Peter,  and  Provoji. 
J  fab.  I  do,  my  lord. 
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Duke.  For  this  new-ma rry'd  man,  approaching 
here, 

Whofe  fait  imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 
Your  well-defended  honour,  you  mud  pardon  him 
For  Mariana's  fake  :    But,  as  he  adjudg'd  your 
brother, 

(Being  criminal  in  double  violation 
Of  facred  chaftity  ;  and  of  promife-breach, 
Thereon  dependant,  for  your  brother's  life) 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Moft  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
An  Angelo  for  Claudia ,  death  for  death. 
Hade  dill  pays  hade,  and  leifure  anfwers  leifure  ; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  dill  for  Mcafure. 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  fault's  thus  manifefted  ; 
Which  though  thou  would' ft  deny,  denies  thee 
vantage : 

We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 

Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like 

hafte  ; 
Away  with  him. 

Mart.  Oh,  my  moft  gracious  lord, 
I  hope,  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  hufband  i 
Duke.  It  is  your  hufband  mock'd  you  with  a 
hufband : 

Confenting  to  the  fafeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit  •  elfe  imputation, 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life, 
And  choak  your  good  to  come  :  for  his  poiTefiions, 
Although  by  confifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  eftate  and  widow  you  with  all. 
To  buy  you  a  better  hufband. 

Mari.  Oh,  my  dear  lord, 
I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  m^n. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him  ;  we  are  definitive. 

Mari.  Gentle,  my  liege —  [Kneeling. 

Duke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour  ;  

Away  with  him  to  death. — Now,  fir,  to  you. 

[To  Lucio^ 
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Mari.  Oh,  my  good  lord  ! — Sweet  Ifabel,  take 
my  part ; 

Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'll  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  fervice. 

Duke.  Again  ft  all  fenfe  you  do  importune  her  : 
Should  flie  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  faft, 
Her  brother's  ghoft  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mari.  Ifabel, 
Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me  ; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  fay  nothing,  I'll  fpeak  all. 
They  fay  beft  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults  ; 
And,  for  the  moft,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad  ;  fo  may  my  hufband. 
Oh,  Ifabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

I  fab.  Moft  bounteous  fir,  [ 'Kneeling . 
Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  man  ccndemn'd 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :  I  partly  think, 
A  due  fmcerity  govern'd  his  deeds, 
3 1  ill  he  did  look  on  me;  fince  it  is  fo, 
Let  him  not  die  :  my  brother  had  but  juftice, 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  dy'd  : 
For  Angelo, 

His  aft  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent  ; 
And  muft  be  bury'd  but  as  an  intent, 
That  perifh'dby  the  way  :  thoughts  are  no  fubjefts; 
Intents,  but  merely  thoughts.. 
Mart.  Merely,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Your  fuit's  unprofitable ;  ftand  up,  I  fay. 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  faiuc : — 
Provoft,  how  came  it,  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  hour  ? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  fo. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  fpecial  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.    No,  my  good  lord  ;  it  was  by  private 
meffage. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  difchargc  you  of  your 
office  ; 
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Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord  : 
I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not  ; 
Yet  did  repent  me  after  more  advice  : 
For  teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon, 
That  fhould  by  private  order  elfe  have  dy'd, 
I  have  referv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Barnardine. 

Duke,  I  would,  thou  had'ffc  done  fo  by  Claudio. 
Go,  fetch  him  hither  ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

[Exit  Prov  oft. 

EfcaL  I  am  forry,  one  fo  learned  and  fo  wife 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appear'd, 
Should  flip  fo  grofly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood, 
And  lack  of  temper  d  judgment  afterward. 

Aug.  I  am  forry  that  fuch  forrow  I  procure : 
And  fo  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy  : 
'Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

Re-enter  Provoft,  Barnardine,  Claudio,  and  Jxdietta* 
Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine! 
Prov.  This,  my  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man  : — 
Sirrah,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  ftubborn  foul, 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world, 
And  fquar'ft  thy  life  accordingly  :   Thou'rt  con- 
demn'd 

But,  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all  ; 
I  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  come  :  Friar,  advife  him  5 

I  leave  him  to  your  hand. — What  muffled  fellow's 
that  ? 

Prov.  This  is  another  prifoner,  that  I  fav'd, 
Who  fhould  have  dy'd  when  Claudio  loft  his  head  ; 
As  like  almoft  to  Claudio,  as  himfelf, 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  fake 

[To  Ifab* 


322 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 


Acl  V. 


Is  he  pardon'd  ;  And,  for  your  lovely  fake, 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine, 

He  is  my  brother  too :  But  fitter  time  for  that. 

By  this,  lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  fafe  : 

Methinks  I  fee  a  quick'ning  in  his  eye. — 

Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well  : 

Look,  that  you  love  your  wife  ;  her  worth,  worth 

yours.  

I  find  an  apt  remifiion  in  myfelf ; 

And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon  ; — 

You,  firrah,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  coward, 

[To  Lucio. 

One  all  of  luxury,  an  afs,  a  madman  ; 
"Wherein  I  have  defer ved  fo  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according 
to  the  trick  :  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may, 
but  I  had  rather  it  would  pi  safe  you,  I  might  be 
whip phi, 

Duke.  Whipp'd  firft,  fir,  and  hang'd  after. — 
Proclaim  it,  provofh,  round  about  the  city ; 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
"Whom  he  begot  with  child)  let  her  appear, 
And  he  fhall  marry  her  ;  the  nuptial  finifh'd, 
Let  him  be  whipp'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  befeech  your  highnefs,  do  not  marry  me 
to  a  whore  !  Your  hip-hnefs  laid  even  now,  I  made 
you  a  duke  ;  good,  my  lord,  do  not  rccompenfe  me, 
in  making  me  a  cuckold. 

o 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  fhalt  marry  her. 
Thy  (landers  I  forgive ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits  : — Take  him  to  prifon  : 
And  fee  our  pleafurc  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk  my  lord,  is  prefiing  to 
death,  whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Sland'ring  a  prince  deferves  it. — 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  refbore. 
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Joy  to  you,  Mariana  !  love  her,  Angelo  : 
I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Efcalus,  for  thy  much  good- 
nefs  : 

There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate. — 
Thanks,  provoft,  for  thy  care  and  fecrecy ; 
We  fhall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place  : — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's  : 
The  offence  pardons  itfelf. — Dear  Ifabel, 
1  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good  ; 
Whereto,  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline, 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine  : 
So  bring  us  to  our  palace  ;  where  we'll  {hew 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet    you  all  fhould 
know.  \_Exeunt. 


NOTE. 


There  is  perhaps  not  one  of  Skakfpeare's  plays  more  darkened 
than  this,  by  the  peculiarities  of  its  author,  and  the  unfkillulnefs 
of  its  editors,  by  diftortions  of  phrafe  or  negligence  of  tranf- 
cription. 

The  novel  of  Giraldi  Cyntkio,  from  which  Shahfpmre  is  fup- 
pofed  to  have  borrowed  this  fable,  may  be  read  in  Shakfpeare  il- 
lujhated,  elegantly  tranflated,  with  remarks,  which  will  aflift  the 
enquirer  to  difcoverhow  much  abfurdity  Shakfpeare  has  admitted 
or  avoided. 

I  cannot  but  fufpeel  that  fome  other  had  new-modelled  the 
novel  of  Cyntkio,  or  written  a  dory  which  in  fome  particulars  re- 
fcmblcd  it,  and  that  Cyntkio  was  not  the  author  whom  Shakfpeare 
immediately  followed*  The  emperor  in  Cyntkio  is  named  Maximine; 
the  duke  in  Shakfpeare's  enumeration  of  the  perfons  of  the  drama, 
is  called  Vincent. o.  This  appears  a  very  flight  rerr.ark  ;  biitfir.ee 
the  duke  has  no  name  in  the  play,  nor  is  ever  mentioned  but  by 
his  title,  why  Ihould  he  be  called  Vv.icerdio  among  the  perfons,  but 
becauf:  the  name  was  copied  from  the  ftory,  and  placed  fupcr- 
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fluoufly  at  the  head  of  the  lift  by  the  mere  habit  of  tranfcription  ? 
It  is  therefore  likely  that  there  was  then  a  ftory  of  Vincentio  duke 
of  Vienna.}  different  from  that  of  Maximine  emperor  of  the 
Romans. 

Of  this  play  the  light  or  comic  part  is  very  natural  and  pleafing, 
but  the  grave  fcenes,  if  a  few  paffages  be  excepted,  have  more  la- 
bour than  elegance.  The  plot  is  rather  intricate  than  artful. 
The  time  of  the  a&ion  is  indefinite  ;  fome  time,  we  know  not 
how  much,  muft  have  elapfed  between  the  recefs  of  the  duke  and 
the  imprifonment  of  Claudioj  for  he  muft  have  learned  the  ftory 
of  Mariana  in  his  difguife,  or  he  delegated  his  power  to  a  man 
already  known  to  be  corrupted.  The  unities  of  action  and  place 
are  fufficiently  preferved 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Dromio  of  Syracufe.  \     to  the  two  Antipholis's. 
Balthazar,  a  "Merchant. 
Angelo,  a  Goldfmith. 

A  Merchant,  Friend  to  Antiphclis  of  Syracufe. 
Dr.  Pinch,  a  Schcclmafter,  and  a  Conjurer. 

JErnilia,  Wife  to  JBgeon,  an  abbefs  at  Ephefus, 
Adriana,  Wife  to  Antiphclis  of  Ephcfus. 
Luciana,  Sifter  to  Adriana. 
JLuce,  Servant  to  Adriana. 
A  Courtezan. 

Jailer,  Officers,  and  ether  Attendants. 


Solinus,  Duke  cf  Ephefus. 
JEgeon,  a  merchant  of  Syracufe. 


Antiphclis  of  Ephefus,  J  to 
Ariiipkotis  cf  Syracufe,    ]  bu 


Twin-brothers,  and  Slaves 


-Scene,  Ep  h  e  rus. 
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And,  by  the  doom  of  death,  end  woes  and  all. 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Siracufa,  plead  no  more  ; 
I  am  not  partial,  to  infringe  our  laws : 
The  enmity  and  difcord  ,  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  duke 
To  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, — 
Who,  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 
Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  fbatutes  with  their  bloods^  - 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threat'ning  looks. 
For,  fmce  the  mortal  and  interline  jars 
'Twixt  thy  feditious  countrymen  and  us, 
It  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed, 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  ourfelves, 
To  admit  no  traffic  to  our  adverfe  towns  : 
Nay,  more  ;  If  any,  born  at  Epheihs, 
Be  feen  at  Syracufan  marts  and  fairs, 
Again,  if  any,  Syracufan  born, 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephefus,  he  dies, 
His  goods  confifcate  to  the  duke's  difpole, 
Unlefs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied, 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  to  ranfom  him. 
Thy  fubftance5  valuW^t  the  highefc  rate^  > 
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Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks  ; 
Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemn 'd  to  die. 

sEgeon.  Yet  this  my  comfort ;  when  your  words 
are  done, 

My  woes  end  like  wife  with  the  evening  fun. 

Duke.  Well,  Syracufan,  fay,  in  brief,  the  caufe 
Why  thou  depai tedft  from  thy  native  home ; 
And  for  what  caufe  thou  cam' ft  to  Ephefus. 

sEgeon.  A  heavier  tafk  could  not  have  been  im- 
pos'd. 

Than  I  fo  fpeak  my  griefs  unfpeakable : 

Yet.  that  the  woild  may  witnefs,  that  my  end 

Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 

I'll  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave. 

In  Syracufa  was  I  born  ;  and  wed 

Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me, 

And  by  me  too.  had  not  our  hap  been  bad. 

With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  j  our  wealth  increas'd, 

By  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 

To  Epidamnum,  till  my  factor's  death  ; 

And  he,  great  care  of  goods  at  random  le^Fl:, 

Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpoufe  ; 

From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old, 

Before  herfelf  (almoft  at  fainting,  under 

The  plcafmg  punifhment  that  women  bear) 

Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  me, 

And  foon,  and  fafe,  arrived  where  I  was. 

There  fhe  had  not  been  long,  but  fhe  became 

A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons ; 

And,  which  \v?s  flrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other, 

As  could  not  be  diflinguifh'd  but  by  names. 

That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  inn,  . 

A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 

Of  fuch  a  burden,  male  twins,  both  alike  : 

Thofe  (for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor) 

1  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons. 

My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys, 
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Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  return ; 
Unwilling  I  agreed  ;  alas,  too  foon. 
We  came  aboard  : 

A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  fahVd, 
Before  the  always-wind-obeying  deep 
Gave  any  tragic  inftance  of  our  harm  : 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope; 
For  what  obfcured  light  the  heavens  did  grant. 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death  ; 
Which  though  myfclf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd3 
Yet  the  mediant  weepings  of  my  wife, 
Weeping  before,  for  what  fne  faw  muft  come, 
And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes, 
That  mourn'd  for  fafhion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me. 
And  this  it  was, — f©r  other  means  were  none. — 
The  failors  fought  for  fafety  by  our  boat, 
And  left  the  fhip,  then  finking-ripe,  to  us  : 
My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  latter-born. 
Had  faften'd  him  unto  a  Mai!  fpare  maft, 
Such  as  fea-faring  men  provide  for  ftorms ; 
To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 
Whilft  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 
The  children  thus  clifpos'd,  my  wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  fix'd,  . 
Faften'd  ourfelves  at  either  end  the  ma  ft  ; 
And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  the  ftream, 
Were  carry'd  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought,.  . 
At  length  the  fun,  gazing  upon  the  earthy 
Difpcrs'd  thofe  vapours  that  offended  us; 
And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wifh'd  light, 
The  feas  wax'd  calm,  and  we  discovered 
Two  {hips  from  far  making  amain  to  us, 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurus  this  : 
But,  ere  they  came. — Oh,  let  me  fry  no  more  [  '. 
^Gather  .the  fequei  by  that  went  before.  . 
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Duke.  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break  off  fo, 
For  we  may  pity,  though  not  pardon  thee. 

sEgeon.  Oh,  had  the  gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 
Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us  ! 
For  ere  the  Chips  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues, 
W e  were  encountered  by  a  mighty  rock  ; 
Which  being  violently  borne  upon, 
Our  helpful  fhip  was  fplitted  in  the  midft, 
So  that,  in  this  unjufl  divorce  of  us, 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 
Her  part,  poor  foul!  feeming  as  burdened 
With  leiTer  weight,  but  not  with  lefTer  woe, 
W as  carry'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind  ; 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  fifhermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length,  another  fhip  had  feiz'd  on  us; 
And,  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave,* 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fhipwreck'd  guefls; 
And  would  have  reft  the  fifher  of  their  prey, 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  flow  of  fail, 
And  therefore   homeward    did  they  bend  their 
courfe. — 

Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs  ; 
That  by  misfortune  was  my  life  prolong'd, 
To  tell  fad  ftories  of  my  own  mifhaps. 

Duke.  And,  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrowefl  for, 
Do  me  the  favour  -to  dilate  at  full 
What  hath  befall'n  of  them,  and  thee,  till  now. 

JEgeon.  My  youngefh  boy,  and  yet  my  ^ldefl  care5 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 
After  his  brother  ;  and  importun'd  me, 
That  his  attendant  (for  his  cafe  was  like,  . 
Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retain'd  his  name,) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  the  quefl  of  him  : 
Whom  whilft  I  labour 'd  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  lofs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  farthefl  Greece, 
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Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Afia, 
And,  coafling  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus  ; 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  unfought, 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men. 
But  here  muft  end  the  ftory  of  my  life ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death, 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  ^Egeon,  whom  the  fates  have 
mark'd 

To  bear  the  extremity  of  dire  mifhap  ! 
Now,  truft  me,  were  it  not  again  ft  our  laws, 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity, 
Which  princes,  would  they,  may  not  difannul. 
My  foul  fliould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But,  though  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death, 
And  palled  fentence  may  not  be  recall'd, 
But  to  our  honour's  great  disparagement, 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can  : 
Therefore,  merchant,  I'll  limit  thee  this  day, 
To  feek  thy  help  by  beneficial  help  :  . 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  Ephefus; 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  the  fum, 
And  live  ;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die  : — 
Jailer  take  him  to  thy  cuftody.  \_Ex.  Duke  and  train. 
Jail.  I  will,  my  lord. 

/i^geon.  Hopelefs,  and  helplefs,  doth  /Egeon  wend, 
But  to  procraftinate  his  livelefs  end. 

[Exeunt  JEgeon  and  Jailer, 

SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  the  flreet. 

Enter  "Antipholis    of   Syracufe,   a   Merchant,  and 

Dromio. 

Mer.  Therefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Epidamnum, 
Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confiscate. 
This  very  day,  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehsnded  for  arrival  here; 
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And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life, 
According  to  the  ftatute  of  the  town, 
Dies  ere  the  weary  fun  fet  in  the  weft. 
There  is  your  money,  that  I  had  to  keep. 

Ant.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaur,  where  we  hoft, 
And  ftay  there,  Droraio,  till  I  come  to  thee. 
"Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time  : 
-'Till  that,  I'll  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings, 
And  then  return,  and  fleep  within  mine  inn  ; 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ft  iff  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word, 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  means. 

[Exit  Dromio. 

Ant.  A  trufty  villain,  fir  ;  that  very  oft, 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy, 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town, 
And  then  go  to  my  inn,  and  dine  with  me  ? 

Mer.  I  am  invited,  fir,  to  certain  merchants, 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit, 
I  crave  your  pardon.    Soon,  at  five  o'clock, 
Fleafe  you,  I'll  meet  with  you  upon  the  mart, 
And  afterwards  confort  you  till  bed-time; 
My  prefent  bufmefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant.  Farewell  till  then  :  I  will  go  lofe  myfelf, 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  city. 

Mtr.  Sir,  I  commend  you  to  your  own  content. 

[Exit  /Merchant. 

Ant.  He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a- drop  of  water, 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop  ; 
Who,  falling  there,  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
Unfeen,  inquifitivc,  confounds  himfeif : 
So  I.  to  find  a  mother,  and  a  brother, 
In  crueft  of  them>  unhappy,  lofe  *nyfelf» 
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Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date.  

What  now?  How  chance,  thou  art  return'd  fo  foon? 
E.  Dro.  Return'd  fo  foon  !  rather  approaclvd  to© 
late  ; 

The  capon  burns,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit  ; 
The  clock  has  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell, 
My  miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek  : 
She  is  fo  hot,  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold  ; 
The  meat  is  cold,  becaufe  you  come  not  home  ; 
You  come  not  home,  becaufe  you  have  noftomach; 
You  have  no  ftomach,  having  broke  your  fa  ft  ; 
But  we,  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray, 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to-day. 

Ant.  Stop  in  your  wind,  fir  :  tell  me  this,  I  pray; 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  gave  you  ?  - 

E.  Dro.  Oh, — fix-pence,  that  I  had  o'W ednefday 
laft, 

To  pay  the  fadler  for  my  miftrefs'  crupper  ; — 
The  fadler  had  it,  fir,  1  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now  ; 
Tell  me,  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  money? 
We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  truft 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you,  jeft,  fir,  as  you  fit  at  dinner: 
I  from  my  miftrefs  come  to  you  in  poft ; 
If  I  return,  I  fhall  be  poft  indeed, 
For  (lie  will  fcore  your  fault  upon  my  pate. 
Methinks,  your  maw,  like  mine,  fhould  be  your 
clock, 

And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  meflenger. 

Ant.  Come,  Dromio,  come,  thefe  jefts  are  out 
of  feafon  ; 

Referve  them  till  a  merrier  hour  than  this : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  me,  fir  ?  why  you  gave  no  gold  to  me. 

Ant.  Come  on^  fir  knave,  have  done  your  fool- 
ifhnefs, 
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And  tell  me,  how  thou  hail,  difpos'd  thy  charge. 
E\  Dro,  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from 
the  mart 

Home  to  yourhoufe,  the  Phcenix,  fir,  to  dinner; 
My  miftrefs,  and  her  filter,  ftay  for  you.1 

Ant,  Now,  as  I  am  a  chrillian,  anfwer  me, 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  difpos'd  my  money  ; 
Or  I  fhall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours, 
That  Hands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd  : 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks  thou  had' ft  of  me  ? 

E,  Dro,  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate, 
Some  of  my  miftrefs'  marks  upon  my  fhoulders, 
But  not  a  thoufand  maiks  between  you  both. 
If  I  fnould  pay  your  worfhip  thofe  again, 
Perchance,  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Ant,  Thy  miflrefs'  marks  !  what  miftrefs,  Have, 
haft  thou? 

E,  Dro,  Your  worfhip's  wife,  my  miftrefs  at  the 
Phcenix  :  . 

She  that  doth  faft,  till  you  come  home  to  dinner. 
And  prays,  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Ant,  What  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face, 
Being  forbid?  There,  take  you  that,  fir  knave. 

E,  Dro,  What  mean  you,   fir?  for  God's  fake, 
hold  your  hands  ; 
Nay.  an  you  will  not,  fir,  I'll  take  my  heels. 

[Exit  Br&mif* 

Ant.  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other, 
The  villain  is  o'eivraught  of  all  my  money. 
They  fay,  this  town  is  full  of  cozenage  ; 
As,  nimble  jugglers,  that  deceive  the  eye; 
Dark  working  forccrers,  that  change  the  mind  ; 
Soul  killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body  ; 
Difguifed  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks, 
And  many  fuch  like  liberties  of  (in  : 
If  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooncr. 
I'll  to  the  Centaur,  to  go  feck  this  Have  ; 
I  greatly  fear,  my  money  is  not  fafe* 
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#         ACT    II,       SCENE  I. 

The  Houfe  of  Antipholis  of  Ephefas. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana, 

A  dr.  VI  EITHER  my  hufband  nor  the  flave  re~ 

IN  return'd 
That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  ma  Peer ! 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  o'clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps,  fome  merchant  hath  invited  him, 
And  from  the  mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner. 
Good  lifter,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret : 
A  man  is  mafter  of  his  liberty  ; 
Time  is  their  mafter ;  and,  when  they  fee  time, 
They'll  go  or  come  :  If  fo,  be  patient,  fifter. 

Aclr.  Why  fhould  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more? 

Luc.  Becaufe  their  bufmefs  ftill  lies  out  o'door. 

Adr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ill. 

Luc.  Oli,  know  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 

Adr.  There's  none,  but  affes,  will  be  bridled  fo. 

Luc.  Why  head-ftrong  liberty  is  lafh'd  with  woe. 
There's  nothing,  fituate  under  heaven's  eye, 
But  hath  his  bound,  in  earth,  in  fea,  in  Iky  : 
The  beafts,  the  fifties,  and  the  winged  fowls, 
Are  their  males'  fubj^cl;,  and  at  their  controuls  : 
Men,  more  divine,  the  mafters  of  all  thefe, 
Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  watry  feas, 
Indu'd  with  intellectual  fenfe  and  fouls, 
Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fifh  and  fowls, 
Are  mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords  : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Adr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc.  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage-bed. 

Adr.  But,  were  you  wedded,  you   would  bear 
fome  fway. 

Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love,  I'll  pra£Hfe  to  obey. 

Adr,  How  if  your  hufband  ftart  fome  other 
where  ? 
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Luc.  Till  he  come  again,  I  would  forbear. 
Adr.  Patience,  unmbv'd,  no  marvel  though  {Ho 
paufe  ; 

They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  caufe. 

A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverhty, 

We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry  ; 

But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  pain, 

As  much,  or  more,  we  fhould  ourfelves  complain  : 

So  thou,  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee, 

With  urging  helplefs  patience  would'ft  relieve  me  : 

But,  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft, 

This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try ; 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  hufband  nigh. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  is  at  two  hands  with  me,  and 
that  my  two  ears  can  witnefs. 

Adr.  Say,  didfl  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  know'ft 
thou  his  mind  ? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine 
ear  :  Befhrew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not 
feel  his  meaning  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too 
well  feel  his  blows  ;  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that 
I  could  fcarce  underftand  them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  pr'ythee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  feems  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 

E.  Dro. Why,  miftrefs,  fure  my  mafter  is  horn-mad. 

Adr.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not  cuckold-mad;   but,  fure, 
he's  ftark  mad  : 
When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 
He  afk'd  me  for  a  thouland  marks  in  gold  : 
'  Tis  dinner-time,  quoth  I  :  My  gold,  quoth  he : 
Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I  ;  My  gold,  quoth  he  : 
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Will  you  come  ?  quoth  I. ;  My  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  ? 
The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd  ;  My  gold,  quoth  he  : 
My  mifirefs,  fir,  quoth  I ;  Hang  up  thy  mifirefs  s 
I  know  not  thy  mifirefs  ;  out  on  thy  mifirefs  ! 

Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

E.  Dro.  Quoth  my  matter  : 
/  know,  quoth  he,  no  houfe,  no  wife,  no  mijlrefs 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him.  I  bare  home  upon  my  fhoulders  ; 
For,  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr. Go  back  again,thou  (lave,  and  fetch  him  home. 

E.  Dro.  Go  back  aeain,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 
For  God's  fake,  fend  fome  other  meffenger. 

Adr.  Back,  Have,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 

E.  Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other 
beating  : 

Between  you  I  (hall  have  a  holy  head. 

Adr.Hzncz, prating  peafant;  fetch  thy  maflerhomc. 

E.  Dro.  Am  I  fo  round  with  you,  as  you  with  me, 
That  like  a  foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus  ? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither: 
If  I  lad  in  this  fervice,  you  mud  cafe  me  in  leather. 

[Exit. 

Luc,  Fye,  how  impatience  lowreth  in  your  face! 
Adr.  His  company  muft  do  his  minions  grace, 
Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  look. 
Hath  homely  age  the  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then,  he  hath  wafted  it ; 
Are  my  difcourfes  dull  ?  barren  my  wit  ? 
-   If  voluble  and  {harp  difcourfe  be  murr'd, 
I  Unkindnefs  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  veflments  his  affeftions  bait? 
That's  not  my  fault,  he's  mafter  of  my  (late : 
What  ruins  are  in  me,  that  can  be  found 
,   By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures  :  My  decayed  fair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  renair : 
Vol.  I.  E  e 
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But,  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home  ;  poor  I  am  but  his  {tale. 

Luc.  Self-harming  jealoufy  ! — fye,  beat  it  hence. 

Adr.  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  dif- 
penfe. 

I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  other- where ; 
Or  elfe,  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know,  he  promis'd  me  a  chain  ; — 
Would  that  alone,  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed  ! 
I  fee.  the  jewel,  beft  enamelled, 
Will  lofe  his  beauty  ;  and  the  gold  'bides  {till, 

j    3  O  y 

That  others  touch  ;  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold  :  and  fo  no  man,  that  hath  a  name, 
But  falfhood  and  corruption  doth  it  fhame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye,  1 
I'll  weep  what's  left  away,  and  weeping  die.  I 
Luc.  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  jealoufy  !  J 
4  Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

I  The  Street. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

Ant.  The  gold,  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur;  and  the  heedful  flave 
Xswander'd  forth,  in  Care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  hoft's  report, 
I  could  not  fpcak  with  Dromio,  fjnce  at  firft 
I  fent  him  from  the  mart  ;  See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  oj  Syracufe. 

How  now,  fir?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd  ? 
As  you  love  ftrckcs,  fo  jcft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  ?  you  receiv'd  no  gold  ? 
Your  miitrcfs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner? 
My  houfe  was  at  the  Phcenix  ?  Waft  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me  ?  ' 
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S.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  fir  ?  when  fpakc  I  fuch  a 
word  ? 

Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fince. 

S.  Dro.  X  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence, 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

Ant.  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  gold's  receipt; 
And  told' ft  me  of  a  miftrefs,  and  a  dinner; 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt' ft  I  was  difpleas'd. 

S.  Dro.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  : 
What  means  this  jeft  ?  I  pray  you,  mailer,  tell  me. 

Ant.  Yea.  doft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the 
teeth  ? 

ThimVftthouI  jeft?  Hold,  take  thou  that, and  that, 

[Beats  Dro. 

S.  Dro.  Hold,  fir,  for  God's  fake ;  now  your  jeft 
is  earneft : 
Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

Ant.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fomctimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  you, 
Your  faucinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love, 
And  make  a  common  of  my  ferious  hours. 
When  the  fun  mines,  let  foolifh  gnats  make  fport, 
But  creep  in  crannies,  when  -he  hides  his  beams*. 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  afpe£t, 
And  fafhion  your  demeanour  to  my  looks, 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

*S*.  Dro.  Sconce,  call  you  it  ?  fo  you  would  leave 
battering,  I  had  rather  have  it  a  head  :  an  you  ufc 
thefe  blows  long,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head, 
and  infeonce  it  too,  or  elfe  I  mall  feek  my  wit  in 
my  fhoulders.    But,  I  pray,  fir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nothing,  fir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  fir,  and  wherefore;  for,  they  fay, 
every  why  hath  a  wherefore. 

Ant.   Why,  firft,  for  flouting  me  ;  and  then, 
wherefore, — 
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For  urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me. 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out 
of  feafon 

W  hen,  in  the  why,  and  the  wherefore^  is  neither 

rhime  nor  reafon  ? — 
Well,  fir,  I  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  me,  fir?  for  what  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  for  this  fomething  that  you 
gave  me  for  nothing. 

Ant.  I'll  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  no- 
thing for  fomething.  But  fay,  fir,  is  it  dinner- 
time ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  fir  ;  I  think,  the  meat  wants  that  I 
have. 

Ant.  In  good  time,  fir,  what's  that  ? 
S.  Dro.  Balling. 

Ant.  Well,  fir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 

S.  Dro.  If  it  be,  fir,  pray  you  eat  none  of  it. 

Ant.  Your  reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  Left  it  make  you  cholerick,  and  purchafe 
me  another  dry-bafting. 

Ant.  Well,  fir,  learntojeftin  good  time:  There's 
a  time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  I  clurft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you 
were  fo  cholerick. 

Ant.  By  what  rule,  fir  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  by  a  rule  as  plain  as  the  plain 
bald  pate  of  father  Time  himfelf. 
Ant.  Let's  hear  it. 

S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his 
hair,  that  grows  bald  by  nature. 

Ant.  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ? 

S.  Dro.  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  peruke,  and  re- 
cover the  loft  hair  of  another  man. 

Ant.  Why  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being, 
as  it  is,  fo  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

S.  Dro.  Bccaufe  it  is  a  ble fling  that  he  beftows  on 
beafts :  and  what  he  hath  fcanted  men  in  hair,  he 
hath  given  them  in  wit. 
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Ant.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more 
hair  than  wit. 

S.  Dro.  Not  a  man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  wit 
to  lofe  his  hair. 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men  plain 
dealers  without  wit. 

S.  Dro.  The  plainer  dealer,  the  fooner  loft  :  Yet 
he  lofeth  it  in  a  kind  of  jollity. 

Ant.  For  what  reafon  ? 

St.  Dro.  For  two  ;  and  found  ones  too. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  found,  I  pray  you. 

S.  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  fure,  in  a  thing  falfing. 

S.  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 

Ant.  Name  them. 

S.  Dro.  The  one,  tofave  the  money  that  he  fpends 
in  tiring  ;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  fhould  not 
drop  in  his  porridge. 

Ant.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there 
is  no  time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  and  did,  fir;  namely,  no  time  to 
recover  hair  loft  by  nature. 

Ant.  But  your  reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why 
there  is  no  time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it  :  Time  himfelf  is  bald, 
and  therefore  to  the  world's  end,  will  have  bald 
followers. 

Ant.  I  knew,  'twould  be  a  bald  conclufion  : 
But  foft !  who  wafts  us  yonder  ! 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana,  ^ 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholis,  look  ftrange,  and  frown  ; 
Some  other  miftrefs  hath  thy  fweet  afpefts, 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife.  . 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  unurg'd,  would' ft 
vow 

That  never  words  were  mufic  to  thine  ear, 
That  never  objeft  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 
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That  never  touch  well-welcome  to  thy  hand, 
That  never  meat  fweet- favour' d  in  thy  tafte, 
Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carv'd,  to 
thee. 

How  comes  it  now,  my  hufband,  oh,  how  comes  it, 

That  thou  art  then  eilranged  from  thyfelf? 

Thyfelf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me, 

That,  undividable,  incorporate, 

And  better  than  thy  dear  felf's  better  part. 

Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thyfelf  from  me  ; 

For  know,  my  love,  as  eafy  may'ft  thou  fall 

A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulph, 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again. 

Without  addition,  or  diminifhing, 

As  take  from  me  thyfelf,  and  not  me  too. 

How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 

Shouldft  thou  but  hear,  I  were  licentious  ? 

And  that  this  body,  confecrate  to  thee, 

By  ruffian  luft  fhould  be  contaminate  ? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,,  and  fpurn  at  me, 

And  hurl  the  name  of  hufband  in  my  face, 

And  tesr  the  ftain'd  fkin  off  my  harlot-brow, 

And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding-ring, 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  vow  ? 

I  know  thou  can  ft,  and  therefore  fee,  thou  do  it. 

Iam  poffefs'd  with  an  adulterate  blot ; 

My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  lull: 

For,  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falle, 

I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  flefh, 

Being  (trumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

Keep  then  fair  league  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed : 

I  live  dif-ftain'd,  thou  undifhonoured. 

Ant.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you 
not  :  . 

In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town,  as  to  your  talk  ; 
Who,  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd, 
Want  wit  in  all  one  word  to  underftand. 
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Luc.  Fie,  brother  !  how  the  world  is  chang'd 
with  you  ; 

When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  nfter  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner. 

Ant.  By  Dromio  ? 

S.  Dro.  By  me  ? 

Adr.  By  thee ;  and  thus  thou  didfb  return  from 
him, — 

That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  blows, 
Deny'd  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

Ant.  Did  you  converfe,  fir,  with  this  gentle- 
woman ? 

What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  compact? 

S.  Dro.  I  fir  ?  I  never  (aw  her  till  this  time. 

Ant.  Villain,  thou  lied  ;  for  even  her  very  words 
Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

S.  Dro.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  life. 

Ant.  How  can  fhethus  then  call  us  by  our  names, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

Adr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity, 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofsly  with  your  Have, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  ? 
Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt, 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempt. 
Come,  I  will  faflen  on  this  fleeve  of  thine  : 
Thou  art  an  elm,  my  hufband,  I  a  vine  ; 
Whofe  weaknefs,  marry'd  to  thy  flronger  ftate, 
Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  : 
If  ought  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
Ufurping  ivy,  briar,  or  idle  mofs  ; 
Who,  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrufion 
Infect  thy  fap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

Ant.  To  me  fhe  fpeaks ;  fhe  moves  me  for  her 
theme  : 

What,  was  I  marry'd  to  her  in  my  dream  ? 
Or  Deep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amifs  ? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 
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I'll  entertain  the  favour'd  fallacy. 

Luc.   Dromio,  go,  bid  the  fervants  fpread  for 
dinner. 

S.  Dro.  Oh,  for  my  beads  !  I  crofs  me  for  a 
finner. 

This  is  the  fairy  land  ; — oh,  fpight  of  fpights ; 
We  talk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elvifh  fprights ; 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 
They'll  fuck  our  breath,  and  pinch  us  black  and 
blue. 

Luc.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thyfelf,  and  anfwer'ft 
not  ? 

Dromio,  thou  drone,  thou  fnail,thou  Hug,  thou  fot ! 
S.  Dro.  I  am  transform'd,  mafter,  am  1  not  ? 
Ant.  I  think,  thou  art,  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 
S.  Dro.  Nay,  mailer,  both  in  mind,  and  in  my 
fhape. 

Ant.  Thou  haft  thine  own  fhape. 
aS".  Dro.  No,  I  am  an  ape. 

Luc.  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  ought,  'tis  to  an  afs. 
S.  Dro.  'Tis  true,  {he  rides  me,  and  I  long  for 
grafs. 

'Tis  fo,  I  am  an  afs  ;  elfe  it  could  never  be, 
But  I  fhould  know  her  as  well  as  fhe  knows  me. 

Adr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool, 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  man,  and  mafter,  laugh  my  woes  to  fcorn. 
Come,  fir,  to  dinner  ;  Dromio,  keep  the  gate  ; 
Hufband,  I'M  dine  above  with  you  to-day, 
And  fhrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks  : 
Sirrah,  if  any  afk  you  for  your  mafter, 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter. — 
Come,  fifter:  Dromio,  play  the  porter  well. 

Ant.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking  ?  mad,  or  well-advis'd  ? 
Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  myfelf  difguis'd: 
I'll  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfeyere  fo, 
And  in  this  mi  ft  at  all  adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  fhall  I  be  porter  at  the  gate  ? 
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Adr.  Ay,  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate. 
Luc.  Come,  come,  Antipholis,  we  dine  too  late. 

\_Exeunt. 


ACT    III.      SCENE  I. 

The  Street  before  Antipholis' s  Houfe. 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,    Dromio  of  Ephefits, 

/Ingelo,  and  Balthazar. 
E.  Ant.        GOD  fignior  Angelo,  you  muftexcufc 

VJT        us  all  ; 
My  wife  is  fhrewifh,  when  I  keep  not  hours  : 
Say,  that  I  linger'd  with  you  at  your  {hop, 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  carkanet, 
And  that  to-morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 
But  here's  a  villain,  that  would  face  me  down 
He  met  me  on  the  mart  ;  and  that  I  beat  him, 
And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  ; 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe  : 
Thou  drunkard,  thou,  what  didft  thou  mean  by  this? 
E.  Dro.  Say  what  you  will,  fir,  but  I  know  v/hat 
I  know  : 

That  you  beat  me  at  the  mart,  I  have  your  hand  to 
(how: 

If  the  {kin  were  parchment,  and  the  blows  you  gave 
were  ink, 

Your  own  hand-writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 

E.  Ant.  I  think  thou  art  an  afs. 
^   E.  Dro.  Mary,  fo  it  doth  appear 
By  the  wrongs  I  fuffer,  and  the  blows  I  bear. 
I  mould  kick,  being  kick'd  ;  and,  being  at  that  pafs, 
You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs. 

E.  Ant.  You  are  fad,  fignior  Balthazar  :  Pray  god, 
our  cheer 

May  anfwer  my  good-will,  and  your  good  welcome 
here. 

Bal.  I  hold  your  dainties  cheap,  fir,  and  your 
welcome  dear. 
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E.  Ant.  Ah,  fignior  Balthazar,  either  at  flefh  or  flfh, 
A  table- full  of  v/elcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  difh. 
Bal.  Good  meat,  fir,  is  common,  that  every  churl 
affords. 

E.  Ant.  And  welcome  more  common  ;  for  that's 

nothing  but  words. 
BaL  Small  cheer,  and  great  welcome,  makes  a 

merry  feafl. 

E.  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  hofl,  and  more  fpar- 
ing  guefl : 

But  though  my  catcsbe  mean,  take  them  in  good  part; 
Better  cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  heart.. 
But,  foft  ;  my  door  is  lock'd  ;  Go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
E.  Dro.  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian, 
Ginn  ? 

S.  Dro.  [within"]  Mome,  malt-horfe,  capon,  cox- 
comb, ideot,  patch  ! 
Either  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  fit  down  at  the 
hatch  : 

Dofl  thou  Conjure  for  wenches,  that  thou  call'dfl 

for  fuch  {tore, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  go.get  thee  from  the  door. 
E.  Dro.  What  patch  is  made  our  porter  !  my 

ma  fie  r  flays  in  the  flreet. 
S.  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left 

he  catch  cold  on's  feet. 
E.  Ant.VJho  talks  within  there?  ho,  open  the  door. 
S.  Dro.  Right,  fir,  I'll  tell  you  when,  an  you'll 

tell  me  wherefore  ? 
E.  Ant.  Wherefore?  for  my  dinner  ;  I  have  not 

din'd  to-day. 
S.  Dro.  Nor  to-day  here  you  mufl  not ;  come 

again,  when  you  may. 
E.  Ant.  What  art  thou,  that  keep'fl  me  out  from 

the  houfe  I  owe  ? 
S.  Dro.  The  porter  for  this  time,  fir,  and  my 

name  is  Dromio. 
£.  Dro.  O  villain,  thou  haft  flolen  both'  mine 

office  and  my  name  ; 
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The  one  ne'er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame. 
If  thou  had'ft  been  Dromio  to-day  in  my  place, 
Thou  would'ft  have  chang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,  or 
thy  name  for  an  afs. 
Luce,  [within]  What  a  coil  is  there  !  Dromio3 

who  are  thofe  at  the  gate  ? 
E.  Dro.  Let  thy  mafter  in,  Luce. 
Luce.  Faith  no  ;  he  comes  too  late  ; 
And  fo  tell  your  mafter. 

E.  Dro.  O  lord,  I  muft  laugh  :  — 
Have  at  you  with  a  proverb. — Shall  I  fet  in  my  ftaff  ? 
Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another  :  that's — When  ? 

can  you  tell  i* 
S.  Dro.  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luce,  thou 

haft  anfwerd  him  well. 
E.  Ant.  Do  you  hear,  you  minion  ?  you'll  let  us 

in,  I  trow  ? 
Luce.  I  thought  to  have  afk'd  you. 
S.  Dro.  And  you  faid,  no. 

E.  Dro.  So,  come,  help  ;  well  ftruck  ;  there  was 

blow  for  blow. 
E.  Ant.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 
Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 
E.  Dro.  Mafter,  knock  the  door  hard. 
Luce.  Let  him  knock  "till  it  ake. 
E.  Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this,  minion,  if  I  beat 

the  door  down. 
Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  flocks 

in  the  town  ? 
Adr.  [within]  Who  is  that  at  the  door,  that  keeps 

all  this  noife  ? 
S.  Dro.  By  my  troth,  your  town  is  troubled  with 

unruly  boys. 
E.  Ant.  Are  you  there,  wife  ?  you  might  have 

come  before. 
Adr.  Your  wife,  fir  knave  !  go,  get  you  from  the 

door. 

E.  Dro.  If  you  went  in  pain,  mafter,  this  knave 
would  go  fore, 
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Ang.  Here  is  neither  cheer,  fir,  nor  welcome  ; 
we  would  fain  have  either. 

Bat.  In  debating  which  was  bell,  we  (hall  part 
with  neither. 

E.Dro.  They  fland  at  the  door,  mailer;  bid 
them  welcome  hither. 

E.  Ant.  There  is  fomething  in  the  wind,  that 
we  cannot  get  in. 

E.  Dro*  You  would  fay  fo,  mafler,  if  your  gar- 
ments were  thin. 
Your  cake  here  is  warm  within  ;  you  fland  here  in 
the  cold  : 

It  would  make  a  man  mad  as  a  buck,  to  be  fo 
bought  and.  fold. 
E.  Ant.  Go  fetch  me  fomething,  I'll  break  open 
the  gate. 

S.  Dro.  Break  any  thing  here,  and  I'll  break  your 

knave's  pate. 
E.  Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you,  fir  ; 

and  words  are  but  wind  ; 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  fo  he  break  it  not 

behind. 

S.  Dro.  It  feems,  thou  wantefl  breaking  :  Out 

upon  thee,  hind  ! 
E.  Dro.  Here's  too  much,  out  upon  thee !  I 

pray  thee,  let  me  in. 
S.  Dro.  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and 

fifh  have  no  fin. 
E.  Ant.  Well,  I'll  break  in  ;  Go,  borrow  me  a  crow. 
E.Dro.  A  crow  without  feather ;  mafler,  mean 

you  fo  ? 

For  a  fifh  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  a 
feather ; 

If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'll  pluck  a  crow  to- 
gether. 

E.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron  crow, 
Bal.  Have  patience,  fir ;  oh,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 
Herein  you  war  againfl  your  reputation, 
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And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpecl: 

The  unviolated  honour  of  your  wife. 

Once  this, — Your  long  experience  of  her  wifdom, 

Her  fober  virtue,  years,  and  modefty, 

Plead  on  her  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown  ; 

And  doubt  not,  fir,  but  (lie  will  well  excufe, 

Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  made  againft  you. 

Be  rul'd  by  me  ;  depart  in  patience, 

And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner. 

And,  about  evening,  come  yourfelf  alone, 

To  know  the  reafon  of  this  ftrange  reftraint. 

If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in, 

Now  in  the  ftirring  paffage  of  the  day, 

A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  of  it  ; 

And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  rout 

Againft  your  yet  ungalled  eftimation, 

That  may  with  foul  intruhon  enter  in, 

And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead : 

For  flander  lives  upon  lucceflion  ; 

For  ever  hous'd,  where  't  gets  poffeffion. 

E.  Ant.  You  have  prevail 'd  ;  I  will  depart  in  quiet. 
And,  in  defpight  of  mirth,  mean  to  be  merry. 
I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe, — 
Pretty  and  witty ;  wild,  and  yet,  too,  gentle, — 
There  will  we  dine  :  this  woman  that  I  mean, 
My  wife  (but,  I  proteft,  without  defert) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal  ; 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner. — Get  you  home, 
And  fetch  the  chain  ;  by  this,  I  know,  'tis  made: 
Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine  ; 
For  there's  the  houfe ;  that  chain  will  I  beftow 
(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  wife), 
Upon  mine  hoftefs  there :  good  fir,  make  hafte  : 
Since  my  own  doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 
I'll  knock  elfcwhere,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 

Ang.VW  meet  you  at  that  place, fome  hour,fir,hence. 

E.  Ant.  Do  fo ;  this  jeft  fhall  coft  me  fome  ex- 
pence.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

The  houfe  of  Antipholis  of  Ephefus. 
Enter  Luciana  with  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 
Luc.  And  may  it  be  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
A  hufband's  office?  fhall,  Antipholis,  hate 
Even  in  the  fpring  of  love,  thy  love-fprings  rot  ? 

Shall,  love,  in  building,  grow  To  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my. fitter  for  her  wealth, 

Then,  for  her  wealth's  fake,  ufe  her  with  more 
kindnefs ; 

Or,  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  ftealth  ; 

MufTleyour  falfe  love  with  fome  fhewof  blindnefs  : 
Let  not  my  fitter  read  it  in  your  eye ; 

Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  (name's  orator  ; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair,  become  di (loyalty  ; 

Apparel  vice  like  virtue's  harbinger  : 
Bear  a  fair  prefence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted  : 

Teach  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  faint ; 
Be  fecret  falfe  ;  What  need  fhe  be  acquainted  ? 

What  fimple  thief  brags  of  his  own  attaint  ? 
5Tis  double  wrong,  to  truant  with  your  bed 

And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board  : 
Shame  hath  a  battard  fame,  well  manag'd ; 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word. 
Alas,  pcor  women  !  make  us  but  believe, 

Being  compacl  of  credit,  that  you  love  us  ; 
Though  others  have  the  arm,  {hew  us  the  fleeve  ; 

Wre  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then,  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  ; 

Comfort  my  fitter,  cheer  her,  call  her  wife  : 
^Tis-holy  fport,  to  be  a  little  vain, 

When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ttrife. 

S.  Ant.  Sweet  mittrefs,  (what  your  name  is  elfc, 
I  know  not, 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine) 
X/efs.  in  your  knowledge,  and  your  grace,  you  fhew 
not, 
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Than  our  earth's  wonder  ;  more  than  earth  divine. 
-  Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak ; 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grcfs  conceit, 
Smother 'd  in  errors,  feeble,  fh allow,  weak, 

The  folded  meaning  of  your  words'  deceit, 
Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth  why  labour  you, 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 
Are  you  a  god  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  power  I'll  yield*. 
But  if  that  I  am  I,  then  well  I  know, 
k     Your  weeping  fitter  is  no  wife  of  mine, 
Nor  to  her  bed  no  homage  do  I  owe ; 

Far  more,  far  more,  to  you  do  I  decline. 
Oh,  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note, 

To  drown  me  in  thy  filler's  flood  of  tears  ; 
Sing,  fyren,  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  dote  : 

Spread  o'er  the  filver  waves  thy  golden  hairs^ 
And  as  a  bed  I'll  take  thee,  and  there  lie  ; 

And,  in  that  glorious  fupnofitton,  think 
He  gains  by  death,  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die:  

Let  love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  he  fink  ! 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

S.  Ant.  Not  mad,  but  mated ;  how,  I  do  not  know. 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

S.  Ant.  For  gazing  on  your  beams, fair  fun,  being  by. . 

Luc.  Gaze  where  you  fhould,  and  that  will  clear 
your  fight. 

S.  Ant.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on. 
nighti 

Luc.  Why  call  you  me,  love  ?  call  my  filler  fo*. 

S.  Ant.  Thy  filler's  filler. 

Luc.  That's  my  filler, 

S.  Ant.  No ; 
It  is  thyfelf,  mine  own  fclPs  better  part ; 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart ; ; 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim, 
My  fole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 

Ltic,  All  this  my  filler  is;  or  elfe  fhould  be, 
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Ant.  Call  thyfelf  filler,  fweet,  for  I  mean  thee  : 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  ; 
Thou  haft  no  hufband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife  ; 
Give  me  thy  hand, 

Luc.  Oh,  foft,  fir,  hold  you  ftill ; 
HI  fetch  my  fifter,  to  get  her  good-will.  [Exit  Luc. 

Enter  Drcmio  of  Sir acvfe. 

S.  Ant.  "Why,  how  now,  Dromio  ?  where  run'ft 
thou  fo  fa  ft? 

5.  Dro.  Do  you  know  me,  fir?  am  I  Dromio? 
am  I  your  man?  am  Imyfclf? 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio,  thou  art  mv  man, 
thou  art  thyfelf. 

S.  Dro.  I  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  andbe- 
fldes  myfelf. 

S.  Ant.  What  woman's  man?  and  how  befides 

thyfelf? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir.  hefides  myfelf,  I  am  due  to 
a  woman  :  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me, 
one  that  will  have  me. 

S.  Ant.  What  claim  lays  fhe  to  thee  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  fuch  a  claim  as  you  would  lay 
to  vour  horfe :  and  fne  would  have*me  as  a  beaft: 
not  that,  I  being  a  beaft.  fhe  would  have  me  ; 
but  that  fhe,  being  a  very  beaftly  creature,  lays  claim 
to  me. 

S.  Ant*  What  is  fhe  ? 

S.  Dro.  A  very  reverend  body;  ay,  fuch  a  one 
as  a  man  may  not  fpeak  of,  without  he  fay,  fir-reve- 
rence :  I  have  but  lean  luck  in  the  match,  and  yet 
is  fhe  a  wonderous  fat  marriage  ? 

S.  Ant.  How  doft  thou  mean  a  fat  marriage  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  fhe's  the  kitchen-wench,  and 
all  greafe  ;  and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her 
too,  but  to  make  a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her 
by  her  own  light.  I  warrant,  her  rags,  and  the  tal- 
low in  them,  will  burn  a  Poland  winter ;  if  fhe  lives 
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till  doomfday,  fhe'll  burn  a  week  longer  than  the 
whole  world. 

S.  Ant.  What  complexion  is  fhe  of? 

S.  Dro.  Swart,  like  my  fhoe,  but  her  face  no- 
thing like  fo  clean  kept :  For  why  ?  fhe  fweats,  a  man 
may  go  over  his  fhoes  in  the  grime  of  it. 

S.  Ant.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 

S.  Dro.  No,  fir,  'tis  in  grain ;  Noah's  flood  could 
not  do  it. 

S.  Ant.  What's  her  name  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nell,  fir  ;  hut  her  name  and  three 

quarters  (that  is  an  ell  and  three  quarters,)  will  not 
meafure  her  from  hip  to  hip. 

S.  Ant.  Then  fhe  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

S.  Dro.  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  than  from 
hip  to  hip  !  fhe  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe;  I  could 
find  out  countries  in  her. 

S.  Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  body  flands  Ireland  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  in  her  buttocks;  I  found  it  . 
out  by  the  bogs. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Scotland  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  barrennefs  ;  hard,  in  . 
the  palm  of  the  hand. 

S.  Ant.  Where  France  ? 

S.  Dro.  In  her   forehead;  arm'd  and  reverted, 
making  war  again  ft  her  hair. 
S.  Ant.  Where  England  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  cliffs,  but  I  could 
find  no  whitenefs  in  them  :  but  I  guefs,  it  Mood  in 
her  chin,  by  the  fait  rheum  that  ran  between  France 
and  it. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Spain  ? 

S.  Dro.  Faith,  I  faw  it  not  ;  but  I  felt  it,  hot  in 
her  breath. 

S.  Ant.  Where  America,  the  Indies? 

S.  Dro.  Oh,  fir,  upon  her  nofe,  all  o'er  embel- 
lifh'd  with  rubies,  carbuncles,  fapphires,  declining 
their  rich  afpeel  to  the  hot  breath  of  Spain  5  who 
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fcnt  whole  armadoes  of  carracks  to  be  ballafted  at 
her  nofe. 

S.  Ant.  Where  flood  Belgia,  the  Netherlands  ? 

*S.  Dro.  Oh,  fir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  con- 
clude, this  drudge,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  me  ; 
call'd  me  Dromio  ;  fwore,  I  was  affur'd  to  her  ; 
told  me  what  privy  marks  I  had  about  me,  as  the 
mark  of  my  fhoulder,  the  mole  in  my  neck,  the  great 
wart  on  my  left  arm,  that  I,  amaz'd,  ran  from  her  as 
a  witch :  And,  I  think,  if  my  breatt  had  not  been 
made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of  fteel,  fhe  had  trans- 
ferred me  to  a  curtail-dog,  and  made  me  turn 
i'  the  wheel. 

S.  Ant.  Go,  hie  thee  prefently,  pofh  to  the  road; 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fhore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  towri  to-night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  mart, 
Where  I  will  walk,  till  thou  return  to  me. 
If  every  one  know  us,  and  we  know  none, 
'Tis  time,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack,  and  be  gone. 

S.  Dro.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life, 
So  fly  1  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  [Exit* 

S.  Ant.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit  here; 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence. 
She,  that  doth  call  me  hufband,  even  my  foul 
Doth  for  a  wife  abhor  :  but  her  fair  fitter, 
Poffefs'd  with  fuch  a  gentle  fovereign  grace, 
Of  fuch  inchanting  prcfence  and  difcourfe, 
Hath  almott  made  me  traitor  to  myfelf : 
But,  left  myfelf  be  guilty  of  felf-wrong, 
I'll  flop  mine  ears  againft  the  mermaid's  fong. 

Enter  Angelo  with  a  chain. 

Ang.  Matter  Antipholis  ? 

S.  Ant.  Ay,  that's  my  name, 

Ang.  I  know  it  well,  fir  ;  Lo,  here  is  the  chain  ; 
I  thought  to  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine  : 
The  chain  .unfiniiVd  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 
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S.  Ant.  What  is  your  will,  that  I  fhall  do  with 
this  ? 

Ang.  What  pleafe  yourfelf,  fir  ;  I  have  made  it 
for  you. 

S.  Ant.  Made  it  for  me,  fir  !  I  befpoke  it  not. 
Ang.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  twenty  times  you 
have  : 

Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal ; 
And  foon  at  fupper-time  I'll  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  chain. 

S.  Ant.  I  pray  you,  fir,  receive  the  money  now, 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  chain,  nor  money  more. 

Ang.  You  are  a  merry  man,  fir ;  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

S.  Ant.  What  I  mould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offer'd  chain. 
I  fee,  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  fhifts, 
When  in  the  ftreets  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts, 
I'll  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay  ; 
If  any  (hip  put  out,  then  (trait  away.  [Exit, 


A  C  T    IV,      SCENE  I. 

The  Street, 

Enter  a  Merchant,  Angelo,  and  an  Officer. 

Mer.  "VT'OU  know,  fince  pentecoft  the  fum  is  due, 
JL    And  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd 
you  5 

Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Perfia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage  : 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfa&ion, 
Or  I'll  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Ang.  Even  juft  the  fum  that  I  do  owe  to  you; 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Antipholis  : 
And,  in  the  inftant  that  I  met  with  you> 
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He  had  of  me  a  chain  ;  at  five  o'clock, 
I  fhall  receive  the  money  for  the  fame  : 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
I  will  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  and  Bromio  of  Ephefus, 
as  from  the  Courtezan's. 

Offi.  That  labour  you  may  fave  ;  fee  where  he 
comes. 

E.  Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  goldfmith's  houfe,  go 
thou 

And  buy  a  rope's  end ;  that  will  I  beftow 
Among  my  wife  and  her  confederates, 

For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  by  day.-  

But  foft,  I  fee  the  goldfmith  : — get  thee  gone  ; 
Buy  thou  a  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

E.  Dro.  I  buy  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  !  I  buy  a 
rope.  .  \_Exit  Dromio. 

E.  Ant.  A  man  is  well  holp  up,  that  trufts  to  you  : 
I  promifed  your  prefence,  and  the  chain  : 
But  neither  chain,  nor  goldfmith,  came  to  me  : 
Belike,  you  thought  our  love  would  laft  too  long, 
If  it  were  chain'd  together  ;  and  therefore  came  not. 

Ang.  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  note, 

How  much  your  chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  carrat ; 

The  finenefs  of  the  gold,  and  chargeful  fafnion  ; 

Which  do  amount  to  three  odd  ducatsmore 

Than  I  fbnd  debted  to  this  gentleman  : 

o 

I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd, 
For  he  is  bound  to  Tea,  and  flays  but  for  it. 

E.  Ant.  I  am  not  furnifh'd  with  the  prcfent 
money  ; 

Bcfides,  I  have  fome  bufmefs  in  the  town  : 
Good  fignior,  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe, 
And  with  you  take  the  chain,  and  bid  my  wife 
Difburfe  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof ; 
Perchance,  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you, 

Ang.  Then  vou  will  bring  the  chain  to  her  youc- 
fqlf? 
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E.  Ant.  No  ;  bear  it  v/ith  you,  left  I  come  not 

time  enough. 
Ang:.   Well,    fir,  I  will :  Have  you  the  chain 

about  you  ? 

E.  Ant.  An  if  I  have  not,  fir,  I  hope  you  have  ; 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  money. 
.  Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you,  fir,  give  me  the 
chain  ; 

Both  wind  and  tide  Mays  for  this  gentleman, 
And  I,  to  blame,  have  held  him  here  too  long. 
£.  Ant*  Good  lord,  you  ufe  this  dalliance,  to 
excufe 

Your  breach  of  promife  to  "the  Porcupine  : 
I  fhould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it, 
But,  like  a  fhrew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl. 

Mer.  The  hour  ftealson  ;  I  pray  you,  fir,  difpatch. 

Ang.   You  hear,  how  he  importunes  me  ;  the 
chain  

E.  Ant.  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch,, 
your  money. 

.  Ang.  Come,  come,  you  know,  Tgaveityou  even 
now  ; 

Either  fend  the  chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 
E.  Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  .humour  out  of 
breath  ! 

Come,  where's  the  chain  ?  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  bufmefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance  : 
Good  fir,  fay,  whe'r  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no  ; 
If  not,  I'll  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

E.  Ant.  I  anfwer  you  !  why  fhould  I  anfwer  you? 

Ang.  The  money,  that  you  owe  me  for  the  chain. 

E.  Ant.  I  owe  you  none,  till  I  receive  the  chain. 

Ang.  You  know,  I  gave  it  you  half  an  hourhnce, 

E.  Ant.  You  gave  me  none  ;  you  wrong  me  much 
to  fay  fo.  „ 

Ang.  You  wrong  me  more,  fir,  in  denying  it  : 
Confider,  how  it  ftands  upon  my  credit, 

Mer.  Well,  officer,  arreft  hirn  at  my  fuit, 
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M.  I  do ; 

And  charge  you  in  the  duke's  name  to  obey  me. 

Ang.  This  touches  me  in  reputation  : 
Either  confent  to  pay  the  fum  for  me, 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

E.  Ant.  Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  had  J 
Arrefl  me,  foolifh  fellow,  if  thouvdar'ft. 

Ang.  Here  is  thy  fee  ;  arrefl  him,  officer  — 
I  would  not  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe, 
If  he  fhould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently. 

OJi.  I  do  arrefl:  you,  fir  ;  you  hear  the  fuit. 

E.  Ant.  I  do  obey  thee,  till  I  give  thee  bail  : — 
But,  firrah,  you  fhallbuy  this  fport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  (hop  will  anfwer. 

Ang.  Sir,  fir,  I  fhall  have  law  in  Ephefus, 
To  your  notorious  fhame,  1  doubt  it  not. 

I     Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe,  from  the  Bay. 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  there  is  a  bark  of  Epidamnum, 
That  flays  but  till  her  owner  comes  aboard, 
Then,  fir,  fhe  bears  away  :  our  fraughtage,  fir, 
I  have  convey 'd  aboard  ;  and  I  have  bought 
The  oil,  the  balfamum,  and  aqua-vitas. 
The  fhip  is  in  her  trim  ;  the  merry  wind 
Blows  fair  from  land  :  they  flay  for  nought  at  all, 
But  for  their  owner,  mafter,  andyourfelf. 

E.  Ant.  How  now  !  a  madman  !  why,  thou  peevifh 
fheep, 

What  fhip  of  Epidamnum  flays  for  me  ? 

S.  Dro.  A  fhip  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  waftage. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  drunken  flave,  I  fent  thee  for  a  rope  ; 
And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe,  and  what  end. 

^S".  Dro.  You  fent  me /or  a  rope's-end  as  foon  : 
You  fent  me  to  the  bay,  fir,  for  a  bark. 

E.  Ant.  I  will  debate  this  matter  at  more  leifure, 
And  teach  your  ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adriana,  villain,  hie  thee  flrait  ; 
Give  her  this  key,  and  tell  her,  in  the  defk 
That's  cover'd  o'er  with  Turkifh  tapeflry, 
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There  is  a  purfe  of  ducats ;  let  her  fend  it ; 

Tell  her,  I  am  arretted  in  the  ttreet, 

And  that  {hall  bail  me :  hie  thee,  flave,  begone : 

On,  officer,  to  prifon,  till  it  come.  [Exeunt, 

S.  Dro.  To  Adriana !  that  is  where  we  din'd, 
Where  Dowfabel  did  claim  me  for  her  hufband  : 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope?  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  mutt,  although  againft  my  wTill, 
For  fervants  mutt  their  matter's  minds  fulfil.  [Exit* 

SCENE  II. 

The  houfe  of  Antipholis  of  Ephefus. 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 
Adr.  Ah,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 
Might' ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye 
That  he  did  plead  in  earneft,  yea  or  no  ? 

Look'd  he  or  red,  or  pale  ;  or  fad,  or  merrily  ? 
What  observation  mad'tt  thou  in  this  cafe, 
Of  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  face  ? 

Luc.  Firft  he  deny'd  you  had  in  him  no  right. 
Adr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none ;  the  more  my 
fpight. 

Luc.  Then  fwore  he,  that  he  was  a  ttranger  here. 
Adr,  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfworn  he 
were. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 
Adr.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  me. 

Adr.  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love? 

Luc.With  words,that  in  an  honeft  fuit  might  move. 
Firft,  he  did  praife  my  beauty  ;  then  my  fpeech. 

Adr.  Did'ft  (peak  him  fair  ? 

Luc.  Have  patience,  I  befeech. 

Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  hold  me  ftill  ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  fhall  have  it&jvill. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere,- 
Ill-fac'd,  worfe-body'd,  fhapclefs  every  where  $ 
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Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind  ; 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  in  mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one  ?A 
No  evil  loft  is  waii'd  when  it  is  gone. 

Adr.  Ah  !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay, 
t    And  yet,  would  herein  others'  eyes  were  worfe: 
Far  from  her  neft  the  lapwing  cries  away  : 

My  heart  prays  for  him,  though  my  tongue  do 
curfe. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracitfe.  « 

aS".  Dro.  Here,  go  5  the  defk,  the  purfe  ;  fweet 

now,  make  hafte. 
Luc.  How,  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath? 
S.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 

Adr.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  Dromio  ?  is  he  well  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  he's  in  Tartar  limbo,  worfe  than  hell: 
A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hatK  him, 
One,  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel ; 
A  fiend,  a  fairy,  pitilefs  and  rough  ; 
A  wolf,  nay,  worfe,  a  fellow  all  in  buff; 
A  back-friend,  a  fhoulder  clapper,  one  that  coun- 
termands 

The  paffages  of  alleys,  creeks,  and  narrow  lands ; 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-foot 
well  ; 

One  that,  before  the  judgment,  carries  poor  fouls 
to  hell. 

Adr.  Why,  man,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
S.  Dro.  I  do  not  know  the  matter  ;  he's  'refted 
on  the  cafe. 

Adr.  What,  is  he  arrefted?  tell  me,  at  whofe  fuit. 
S.  Dro.  Iknownotatwhofefuitheisarreftedjwell; 
But  he's  in  a  fuit  of  buff,  which  'refted  him,  that 
I  can  tell  : 

Will  you  fend  him,  miftrefs,  redemption,  the  money 
in  his  defk  ? 
Adr.  Go  fetch  it,  filler. — This  I  wonder  at, 

VExit  Luciana. 


ASl  IV.  COMEDY    OF    ERRORS.  36 1 

That  he,  unknown  to  me,  fhould  be  in  debt ! 
.  Tell  me,  was  he  arrefted  on  a  band  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing; 
A  chain,  a  chain  ;  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 
Adr.  What,  the  chain  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  no  ;  the  bell :  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 
It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  ftrikes 
one. 

Adr.  The  hour  comes  back  !  that  I  did  never  hear. 
S.  Dro.  O  yes,  if  any  hour  meet  a  ferjeant,  a'turns 

back  for  very  fear. 
Adr.  As  if  time  were  in  debt  !  how  fondly  doft 

thou  reafon  ? 
S.  Dro.  Time  is  a  very  bankrout,  and  owes  more 
than  he's  worth,  to  feafon. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too  :  Have  you  not  heard  men  fay, 
That  time  comes  dealing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  Time  be  in  debt,  and  theft,  and  a  ferjeant  in  the 
way, 

Hath  he  not  reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 

Enter  Luciana. 

Adr.  Go,  Dromio;  there's  the  money,  bear  it  {trait : 
And  bring  thy  mailer  home  immediately. — 
Come,  fifter  :  I  am  prefs'd  down  with  conceit  ; 

Conceit,  my  comfort,  and  my  injury.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE      III.  ■ 

The  Street. 
Enter  /fntipholis  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Ant.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet,  but  doth  falute 
me, 

As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  friend  ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name. 
Some  tender  money  to  me,  foms  invite  me  ; 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  kindneffes; 
I  Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy  : 
Vol.  I.  G  g 
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Even  now  a  taylor  call'd  me  in  his  fhop, 
And  fhowM  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me, 
And,  therewithal,  took  mea Hire  of  my  body. 
Sure,  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 
And  Lapland  forccrers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Drc.  Matter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for  : 
"What,  have  you  got  the  picture  of  old  Adam  new 
apparell'd  ? 

S.  Ant.  What  gold  is  this?  What  Adam  doft 
thou  mean  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  that  Adam,  that  kept  the  paradife, 
but  that  Adam,  that  keeps  the  prifori  ;  he  that  goes 
in  the  calves-fkin  that  was  kill'd  for  the  prodigal  ; 
he  that  came  behind  you,  fir,  like  an  evil  angel,  and 
bid  you  forfake  your  liberty. 

S,  Ant.  I  understand  thee  not. 

S.JJro.  No?  why,  it  is  a  plain  cafe:  he  that 
went  like  a  bafs-viol,  in  a  cafe  of  leather  ;  the  man, 
fir,  that,  when  gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a 
fob,  and  'refts  them  ;  he  fir,  that  takes  pity  on  de- 
cayed men,  and  gives  'em  fuits  of  durance;  he  that 
lets  up  his  reft  to  do  more  exploits  with  his  mace, 
than  a  morris-pike. 

S.  Ant.  What !  thou  mean 'ft  an  oScer  ? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  fir,  the  ferjeant  of  the  band:  he  that 
brings  any  man  to  anfwer  it,  that  breaks  his  band  ; 
one  that  thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed,  and  faith, 
God  give  you  good  refi  ! 

S.  Ant.  Well,  fir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery. 
Is  there 

Any  "{hip  puts  forth  to-night?  may  we  be  gone? 

S.  Dro.  Why.  fir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour 
fmcc,  that  the  bark  Expedition  put  forth  to-night  ; 
and  then  were  you  hindered  by  the  ferjeant,  to  tarry 
for  the  hoy,  Delay  :  Mere  are  the  angels  that  you 
fent  for,  to  deliver  you. 
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S.  Ant.  The  fellow  is  diftratt,  and  fo  am  I  • 
And  here  we  wander  in  illulions  : 
Some  blclled  power  deliver  us  from  hence  ! 

Enter  a  Courtezan. 

Cour.  Well  met;  well  met,  mafter  Antipholis'. 
I  fee.  fir,  you  have  found  the  goldfrnith  now  : 
Is  that  the  chain,  you  proinis'd  me  to-day? 

S.  Ant.  Satan,  avoid!    I  charge  thee,  tempt  me 
not ! 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  is  this  miflxefs  Satan  ? 
S.  Ant.  It  is  the  devil, 

S.  Dro.  Nay.  fhe  is  worfc,  flie,$  the  devil's  dam  : 
?.nd  here  (he  comes  in  the -habit  of  a  light  wench  : 
and  therefore,  comes,  that  t lie  wenches  fay,  God- 
damn me.  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Cod  make  vie 
a  light  wtneh.  It  is  written,  they  appear  to  men 
like  angels  of  light  ;  light  is  an  effecr.  of  fire,  and. 
fire  will  burn  :  eritf.  light  wenches  will  burn  :  Come 
not  near  her. 

Cou r.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry,  fir.. 
Will  you  go  with  me  ?  we'll  mend  our  dinner  here. 

S.  Dro.  Mailer,  if  you  do  expecr.  fpoon-meat,  or 
belpeak  a  long  fpoon. 
S.  Jnt.  W»¥,  Dfbrnio  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  he  rhuft  have  a  long  fpoon,  that 
muft  eat  with  the  devil. 

S.  Ant.  Avoid  then,  fiend  !  what  tell' ft  thou  me 
of  fupping  ? 
Thou  art,  as  you  are  all,  a  for  cere  fs  : 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cour.  Give  me  the  ring^f  mine  you  had  at  dinner,. 
Or,  for  my  diamond,  the  chain  you  promis'd  ; — ■ 
And  I'll  be  gone,  fir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

.5".  Dro.  Some  devils 
Afk  but  the  paring  of  one's  nail,  a  rufh, 
A  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin,  a  nut, 
A  cherry-ftone ;.  but  fhe,  more  covetous, 
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Would  have  a  chain. 

Mafter,  be  wife  ;  an'  if  you  give  it  her, 

The  devil  will  fhake  her  chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 

Cour.  I  pray  you,  fir,  my  ring,  orelfe  the  chain  ; 
I  hope,  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fo  ? 

S.  Ant.  A  vaunt,   thou  witch !    Come,  Dromio 
let  us  go. 

S.  Dro.  Fly  pride,  fays  the  peacock  :  Miftrefs, 
that  you  know.  Ex.  /Int.  and  Drc. 

Cour.  Now  out  of  doubt,  Antipholis  is  mad, 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf  ; 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  wTorth  forty  ducats, 
And  for  the  fame  he  promis'd  me  a  chain  •, 
Both  one,  and  other,  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
(Befides  this  prefent  inftance  of  his  rage) 
Is  a  mad  tale,  he  told  to-day  at  dinner^ 
Of  his  own  doors  being  fhut  again  ft  his  entrance. 
Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  his  fits, 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 
My  way  is  now,  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe, 
And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  lunatic, 
He  rufh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took  perforce 
My  ring  away  :  This  courfe  I  fitted  chufe ; 
For  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lofe.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  with  a  Jailer. 
E.  Ant.  Fear  me  not,  man,  I  will  not  break  away ; 
I'll  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee,  fo  much  money 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  'refted  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day ; 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  meffenger, 
That  I  fhould  be  attach'd  in  Ephefus  : 
I  tell  you,  'twill  found  harfhly  in  her  ears. — 
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Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus,  with  a  rope's-end. 

Here  comes  my  man  ;  I  think,  he  brings  the  money. 
How  now,  fir  ?  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

E.  Dro.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  you,  will  pay 
them  all. 

E.  Ant.  But  where's  the  money  ? 

E.  Dro.  Why,  fir,  I  gave  the  money  for  the  rope. 

E.  Ant.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope? 

E.  Dro.  I'll  fcrve  yo  j,  fir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 

E.  Ant.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  a  rope's-end,  fir;  and  to  that  end 
am  I  return'd. 

E.  Ant.  And  to  that  end,  fir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

[_Beats  Dromio. 

Ofji.  Good  fir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient ;  I  am  in 
adverfity. 

Ojji.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  whorefon,  fenfelefs  villain  ! 

~E.  Dro.  I  would  I  were  fenfelefs,  fir,  that  I 
might  not  feel  your  blows. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfiblc  in  nothing  but  blows, 
and  fo  is  an  afss 

E.  Dro.  I  am  an  afs,  indeed  :  you  may  prove  it,  by 
my  long  ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  from  the  hour  of 
my  nativity  to  this  inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his 
hands  for  my  fervice,  but  blows  :  when  I  am  cold, 
he  heats  me  with  beating  ;  when  I  am  warm,  he 
cools  me  with  beating;  I  am  wak'd  with  it,  when 
I  fleep  ;  rais'd  with  it,  when  I  fit  ;  driven  out  of 
doors  with  it,  when  I  go  from  home  :  welcom'd  hoJH 
with  it,  when  I  return  :  nay,  I  be^r  it  on  my  fkoul? 
ders,  as  a  beggar  wont  her  brat ;  and,  I  think,  whet*  he 
hath  lam'd  me,  I  fhall  beg  with  it  from  door  to  door. 
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Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  and  the  Courtezan,  with  a 
fchoolmajlcr  called  Pinch,  and  others. 

E.  Ant.  Come,  go  along;  my  wife  is  coming  yonder. 

E.  Dro.  Miftrefs  re/pice  finem,  refpect.  your  end  ; 
or  rather  the  prophecy,  like  the  parrot,  Beware  the 
rope's-end.  •  * 

E.  Ant.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  [Beats  Dro. 

Cour.  How  fay  you  now?  is  not  your  hufband  mad? 

Adr.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs. — 
Good  do£fcor  Pinch,*you  are  a  conjurer; 
Eftablifh  him  in  his  true  fenfe  again, 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 

Lvc.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  {harp  he  looks! 

Cour.  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  ecftacy  ! 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  let  me  feel  your 
pulfe. 

E.  Ant.  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 
Pinch.  I  charge  thee.Sathan,  hous'd  within  this  man, 
To  yield  pofTcfiion  to  my  holy  prayers, 
And  to  thy  ftatc  of  darknefs  hie  thee  {trait  ; 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  faints  in  heaven. 

E.  Ant.  Peace,  doting  wizard,  peace;  I  am  not  mad. 

Adr.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diftreffed  foul ! 

E.  Ant.  You  minion,  you,  are  thefeyour  cuftomers? 
Did  this  companion  with  the  faffron  face 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  houfe  to-day, 
Whilft  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  fhut, 
And  I  deny'd  to  enter  in  my  houfe  ? 

Adr.  Oh,  hufband,  God  doth  know,  you  din'd 
at  home, 

Where  'would  you  had  remained  until  this  time, 
Free  from  thefe  fknders,  and  this  open  fhame ! 
E.  Ant.  Din'd  I  at  home?  Thou  villain,  what 

fay ■  ft  thou  ?  • 
E.  Dro.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 
E.  Ant.  Were  not  my  doors  lock'd  up,  and  I 
fhut  out? 
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E.  Dro.  Perdy,  your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  you 
{hut  out. 

E.  Ant.  And  did  not  fhe  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 
E.  Dro.  Sans  fable,  fhe  herfelf  revil'd  you  there. 
E.  Ant.  Did  not  her  kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt, 

and  fcorn  me  ? 
E.  Dro.  Certes,  fhe  did;  the  kitchen-veftal  fcorn'd 

you. 

E.  Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  rage  depart  from  thence? 
E.  Dro.  In  verity  you  did;  my  bones  bear  wit- 
nefs, 

That  fmce  have  felt  the  vigour  of  his  rage. 

Adr.  Is  Jt  good  to  foothe  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

Pinch.  It  is  no  fhame  ;  the  fellow  finds  his  vein, 
And,  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  goldfmith  to 
arreft  me. 

Adr.  Alas,  I  fent  you  money  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it. 

E.  Dro.  Money  by  me  ?  Heart  and  good-will  you 
might, 

But,  furely,  mafter,  not  a  rag  of  money. 

E.  Ant.  Went?ft  thou  not  to  her  for  a  purfe  of 
ducats  ?  ^ 
Adr.  He  came  to  me,  and  1  deliver'd  it. 
Luc.  And  I  am  witnefs  with  her,  that  fhe  did. 
E.  Dro.  God,  and  the  rope-maker,  bear  me  witnefs, 
That  I  was  fcnt  for  nothing  but  a  rope  ! 

Pinch.  Miftrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  is  poUefs'd  ; 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks : 
.They  muft  be  bound,  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 
£.  Ant.  Say,  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forth 
to-day, 

And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold? 

Adr.  I  did  not,  gentle  hufband,  lock  thee  forth. 

E.  Dro.  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  receiv'd  no  gold ; 
But,  I  confcfs,  fir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 
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Adr.  Diffembling  villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in 
both. 

E.  Ant.  Diffembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all  ; 
And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathfome  abjeft  Icorn  of  me  : 
But  with  thefe  nails  I'll  pluck  out  thefe  falfe  eyes, 
That  would  behold  me  in  this  fhameful  fport. 

Enter  three  or  four,  and  offer  to  bind  him  :  he  Jirives. 

Adr.  Oh,  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come 
near  me. 

Pinch.    More  company  ; — :the   fiend  is  ftrong 
within  him. 

Luc.  Ay  me,  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he 
looks. 

E.  Ant.  What,  will  you  murder  me  ?  Thoujailer5 
thou, 

I  am  thy  prifoner ;  wilt  thou  fuffer  them 
To  make  a  refcue  ? 

Off.  Mailers,  let  him  go  : 
He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  ihall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go,  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantic  too. 

Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevifh  officer  ? 
Jrlaft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Off.  He  is  my  prifoner ;  if  I  let  him  go, 
The  debt  he  owes  will  be  requir'd  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee  : 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor. 

[They  bind  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 
And,  knowing  how  the  debt  grows,  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  m after  do&or,  fee  him  fafe  convey'd 
Home  to  my  houfe. — Ob,  mod  unhappy  day  ! 

E.  Ant.  Oh,  moft  unhappy  {trumpet ! 

E.  Dro.  Mafler,  I  am  here  enter 'd  in  bond  for 
you. 

E.  Ant.  Out  on  thee,   villain!  -wherefore  doft 
thou  mad  me  ? 
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E.  Dro.  Will  you  be. bound  for  nothing?  be  mad5 
good  matter;  cry,  the  devil. — 

Luc.  God  help,  poor  fouls,  how  idly  do  they  talk  ! 

Adr.  Go  bear  him  hence.  Sifter,  go  you  with  me. 
[Exeunt  Pinch,  Antipholis,  Dromio,  &c. 
Say  now,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arretted  at  ? 

Offi.  One  Angclo,  a  goldfmith  ;  do  you  know  him  ? 

Adr.  I  know  the  man  :  What  is  the  fum  he  owes  ? 

Offi.  Two  hundred  ducats. 

Adr.  Say,  how  grows  it  due  ? 

Offi.  Due  for  a  chain,  your  hufband  had  of  him. 

Adr.  He  did  befpeak  a  chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not . 

Cour.  When  as  your  hufband,  all  in  rage  to-day 
Came  to  my  »houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
(The  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now) 
Strait  after,  did  I  meet  him  with  a  chain. 

Adr.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it.  

Come,  Jailer,  bring  me  where  the  goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Ant  ip  ho  lis  of  Syracufe,  with  his  rapier  drawn, 
and  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 
Luc.  God,  for  thy  mercy  !  they  are  loofe  again, 
Adr.  And  come  with  naked  fwords  ;  let's  call* 
more  help, 
To  have  them  bound  again.  - 

Off.  Away,  they'll  kill  us.  [They  run  out. 

Manent  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 
S.  Ant.  I  fee  thefe  witches  are  afraid  of  fwords. 
S.  Dro.  She,  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran 

from  you. 

S.  Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaur ;  fetch  our  fluff 
from  thence  : 
I  long,  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

S.  Dro.  Faith,  ftay  here  this  nigh",  they  will 
furely  do  us  no  harm  ;  you  faw,  they  fpeak  us  fair, 
give  us  gold  :  methinks,  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  nation* 
that  but  for  the  mountain  of  mad  flefn  that  claims 
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marriage  of  me,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  flay  here 
ftill,  and  turn  witch. 

S.  Avt.  I  will  not  flay  to-night  for  all  the  town  ; 
Therefore  away  to  get  our  fluff  ahorad. 

^Exciint . 

A  C  T     V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Street,  before  a  Priory* 
Enter  the  Merchant  and  /Jngelo», 
Ang.  T  AM  forry,  fir,  that  I  have  hindcr'd  you ; 

JL  But,  I  proteft,  he  had  the  chain  of  ine, 
Though  mod:  difhoneftly  he  doth  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  man  efteem'd  here  in  the  city  f 
Ant.  Of  very  reverent  reputation,  fir, 
Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd, 
Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  city; 
His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer.  Speak  foftly  :  yonder,  as  I  think,  he  walks. 

Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  of  Syracvfe. 

Av.g.  'Tis  fo  ;  and  that  felf  chain  about  his  neck, 
Which  he  forfwore,  mofl  monflroufly,  to  have. 
Good  fir,  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeak  to  him.— 
Signior  Antipholis,  I  wonder  much 
That  you  would  put  me  to  this  fhame  and  trouble  ; 
And  not  without  fome  fcandal  to  yourfelf, 
With  circumftance,  and  oaths,  fo  to  deny 
This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly  : 
Befides  the  charge,  the  fhame,  imprisonment, 
You  havo  done  wrong  to  this  my  honefr.  friend ; 
Who,  but  for  ftaying  on  our  controverfy, 
Had  hoifled  fail,  and  put  to  fea  to-day  : 
This  chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you  deny  it? 

S.  Ant.  I  think,  I  had;  I  never  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  Yes,  that  you  did,  fir]  and  forfwore  it  too. 

5.  Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forfwear  it  ? 
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Mer.  Thefe  ears  of  mine,  thou  know 'ft,  did  hear 
thee : 

Fye  on  thee,  wretch  !  'tis  pity,  that  thou  liv'ft 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  men  refort. 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  a  villain  to  impeach  me  thus: 
I'll  prove  mine  honour  and  my  honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently,  if  thou  dar'fl  ftand. 

Mer.  I  dare,  and  do  defy  thee  for  a  villain. 

\Thty  draw,. 

Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtezan,  and  others, 

Adri.  Hold,  hurt  him  not,  for  God's  fake  ;  he  is 
mad  ; — 

Some  get  within  him,  take  his  fword  away  : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  houfe. 
S.  Dro.  Run,  mafter,  run  ;  for  God's  fake,  take  a 
houfe. 

This  is  fome  priory ; — In,  or  we  are  fpoil'd. 

[_Exeunt  to  the  priory. 

Enter  Lady  Abbtfs. 

Abb  Be  quiet,  people  ;  Wherefore  throng  you 
hither  ? 

Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diftra&ed  hufband  hence : 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft, 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Ang.  I  knew,  he  was  not  in  his  prefect  wits. 

Mer.  I  am  forry  now,  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 

Aub.  How  long  hath  this  pofleflion  held  the  man  ? 

Air,  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  four,  fad, 
And  much,  much  different  from  the  man  he  was; 
But,  till  this  afternoon,  his  paflion 
Ne'er  break  into  extremity  of  rage. 

Abb.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wreck  at 
fea? 

Bury 'd  fome  dear  friend  ?  Hath  not  elfe  his  eye 
Stray'd  his  afFeftion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fin,  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men, 
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Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubject.  to  ? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft  ; 
Namely,  fome  love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abb.  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehended  him, 

Adr.  Why,  lb  I  did. 

Abb.  But  not  rough  enough. 

Adr.  As  roughly,  as  my  mode  fly  would  let  me. 

Abb.  Haply,  in  private. 

Adr.  And  in  aflemblies  too. 

Abb.  Ay,  but  not  enough. 

Adr.  It  was  the  copy  of  our  conference : 
In  bed,  he  fiept  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it  ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjeel:  of  my  theme ; 
In  company,  I  often  glanc'd  at  it ; 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Abb.  And  therefore  came  it  that  the  man  was  mad. 
The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poifon  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 
It  feems,  his  fleeps  were  hinder'd  by  thy  railing: 
And  therefore  comes  it,  that  his  head  is  light. 
Thou  fay'fh  his  meat  was  faue'd  with  thyupbraid- 
ings  : " 

Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digeftions, 
Therefore  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred ; 
And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  madneis  ? 
Thou  fay 'ft,  his  fports  were  hinder'd  by  thy  brawls: 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  enfue, 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlels  defpair ; 
And,,  af'ker  heels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  *  pale  di  {temperatures,  and  foes  to  life  ? 
In  food,  ilrfport,  and  life-preferving  reft. 
To  be  difturb'd.  would  mad  or  man  or  beaft  : 
The  ccnfequcnce  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 
Have  fcar'd  thy  hufband  from  the  ufe  of  wits. 
Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly, 
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When  he  demean'd  himfelf  rough,  rude  and  wildly. 
Why  bear  you  thefe  rebukes,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

Adr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof. — 
Good  people,  enter,  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

Abb.  No,  not  a  creature  enter  in  my  houfe. 

Adr.  Then,  let  your  fervants  bring  my  hufband 
forth. 

Abb.  Neither  ;  he  took  this  place  for  fan&uary, 
And  it  {hall  privilege  him  from  your  hands, 
'Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  allaying  it. 

Adr.  I  will  attend  my  hufband,  be  his  nurfe, 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  my  office  ; 
And  will  have  no  attorney  but  myfelf ; 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

Abb.  Be  patient;  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftir, 
Till  I  have  us'd  the  approved  means  I  have, 
With  wholefome  fyrups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers. 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again  : 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order  ; 
Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Adr.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  hufband  here; 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holinefs, 
To  feparate  the  hufband  and  the  wife. 

Abb.  Be  quiet,  and  depart,  thou  {halt  not  have 
him. 

Luc.  Complain  unto  the  duke  of  this  indignity. 

Exit  Abbefs. 

Adr.  Come,  go  ;  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  feet, 
And  never  rife  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither, 
And  take  perforce  my  hufband  from  the  abbefs. 

Mer.  By  this,  I  think,  the  dial  points  at  five; 
A  -on,  I  am  fure,  the  duke  himfelf  in  perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  vale ; 
The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution, 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 
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Ang.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufan  merchant, 
Who  put  unluckily  into  this  bay 
Againft  the  laws  and  ftatutes  of  this  town, 
Beheaded  publicly  for  his  offence. 

Ang.  See,  where  they  come ;  we  will  behold  his 
death. 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  duke,  before  he  pafs  the  abbey. 

Enter  the  Duke,  and  AEgeon  bare-headed  j  with  the 
head/man  and  other  officers. 

Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publicly, 
If  any  friend  will  pay  the  fum  for  him, 
He  fhall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr.  Juftice^moft  facred  duke,  againft  the  abbefs ! 

Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  lady  ; 
It  cannot  be,  that  fne  hath  done  thee  wrong. 

Adr.  May  it  pleafe  your  grace,  Antipholis,  my 
hufband, — 
Whom  I  made  lord  of  me  and  all  I  had, ' 
At  )^our  important  letters. — this  ill  day 
A  mod  outrageous  fit  of  madnefs  took  him  ; 
That  defperately  he  hurry'd  through  the  ftreet, 
(With  him  his  bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he) 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  citizens, 
By  rufhing  in  their  houfes,  bearing  thence 
Rings,  jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went, 
That  here  and  there  his  fury  had^committed. 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  efcape, 

He  broke  from  thofe  that  had  the  guard  of  him  : 

o 

And,  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himfelf, 

Each  one  with  ireful  pafTion,  with  drawn  fwords, 

Met  us  again,  and,  madly  bent  on  us, 

Chai'd  us  away ;  till,  raifmg  of  more  aid, 

We  came  again  to  bind  them  :  then  they  fled 

Into  this  abbey,  whither  we  purfu'd  them  ; 
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And  here  the  abbefs  (huts  the  gates  on  us. 
And  will  not  fuffer  us  to  fetch  him  out, 
Nor  fend  him  forth,  that  we  may  bear  him  hence. 
Therefore,  mod  gracious  duke  with  thy  command, 
Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  borne  hence  for  help. 
Duke,  Long  fmce  thy  hufband  ferv'd  me  in  my 
wars ; 

And  I  to  thee  engag'd  a  prince's  word, 
When  thou  didft  make  him  mafter  of  thy  bed, 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. — 
Go,  fome  of  you,  knock  at  the  abbey-gate, 
And  bid  the  lady  abbefs  come  to  me ; 
I  will  determine  this,  before  I  ftir. 

Enter  a  Mefenger, 

MeJ[\  O  miftrefs,  miftrefs,  fhift  and  fave  yourfclf, 
My  mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe  ! 
Beaten  the  maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  doftor, 
Whofe  beard  they  have  fmg'd  off  with  brands  of 
fire  ; 

And  ever  as  it  blaz'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair  : 
My  mafter  preaches  patience  to  him,  and  the  while 
His  man  with  fciiTars  nicks  him  like  a  fool. 
And,  fure,  unlefs  you  fend  fome  prefent  help, 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  conjurer. 

Adr.  Peace,  fool,  thy  mafter  and  his  man  arc  here  ; 
And  that  is  falfe,  thou  doft  report  to  us, 

Mejf.  Miftrefs,  upon  my  life,  I  tell  you  true; 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft,  fmce  I  did  ice  it. 
He  cries  for  you,  and  vows,  if  he  can  take  you^ 
To  fcorch  your  face,  and  to  disfigure  you  : 

[_Cry  zvithin.J 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him,  miftrefs ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Duke,  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing :  Guard 
with  halberds. 

Adr.  Ay  me,  it  is  my  hufband  !  Witnefs  you, 
That  he  is  borne  about  inviuble  : 
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Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  abbey  here  ; 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  reafon. 

Enter  Antipholis,  and  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

E.  Ant.  Juftice,  mod  gracious  duke,  oh,  grant 
me  juftice ! 

Even  for  the  fervice  that  long  fince  I  did  thee, 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars>  and  took 
Deep  fears  to  lave  thy  life  ;  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  juftice. 
sEgeon,  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me 
dote, 

I  fee  my  fon  Antipholis,  and  Dromio. 

E,  Ant.  Juftice,  fweet  prince,  againft  that  woman 
there. 

She  whom  thou  gav'ft  tome  to  be  my  wife ; 

That  hath  abufed  and  difhonour'd  me, 

Even  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  injury ! 

Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong, 

That  (he  this  day  hath  fhamelefs  thrown  on  me. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  and  thou  {halt  find  me  juft. 

E.  Ant.  This  day,  great  duke,  {he  fhut  the  doors 
upon  me4 

Whilft  fhe  with  harlots  feafted  in  my  houfe. 

Duke.  A  grievous  fault:  Say.  woman,  diclft  thou  fo? 
Adv.  No,  my  good  lord; — mvfelf,  he,  and  my 
fifter, 

To-day  did  dine  together  :  So  befal  my  foul, 
As  this  is  falfe,  he  burdens  me  withal  ! 

»  Luc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  fleep  on  night, 
But  fhe  tells  to  your  highnefs  fimple  truth  ! 

Aing.  O  perjur'd.woman!  They  are  both  forfworn. 
In  this  the  madman  juftly  charged  them. 

E.  Ant.  My  liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay ; 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  effect  of  wine, 
Nor  heady-rafh,  provok'd  with  raging  ire, 
Albeit,  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner : 
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That  goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  her, 

Could  witnefs  it,  for  he  was  with  me  then, 

Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 

Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine, 

Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 

Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 

I  went  to  feek  him  :  in  the  ftreet  I  met  him ; 

And  in  his  company,  that  gentleman. 

There  did  this  perjur'd  goldfmith  fwear  me  down, 

That  I  this  day  of  him  receiv'd  the  chain, 

Which,  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not :  for  the  which, 

Pie  did  arreft  me  with  an  officer. 

I  did  obey  ;  and  fent  my  peafant  home 

For  certain  ducats  :  he  with  none  return'd, 

Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  officer, 

To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 

By  the  way  we  met  my  wife,  her  filter,  and 

A  rabble  more  of  vile  confederates  ; 

Along  with  them- 

They  brought  one  Pinch  ;  a  hungry  leari-fac'd  vil- 
lain, • 

A  raeer  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller; 
A  needy,  hollow-ey'd,  fharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead-man  :.  this  pernicious  Have, 
Forfooth,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer ; 
And,  gazing  in  my  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe, 
And  with  no-face,  as  it  were,  out-facing  me, 
Cries  out,  I  was  polfefs'd ;  then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence  ; 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home 
There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together  ; 
'Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  in  Hinder, 
I  gain'd  my  freedom,  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  grace  ;  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  fatisfaction 
For  thefe  deep  {names  and  great  indignities, 
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Aug.  My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with 

him  ; 

That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 

Duke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  chain  of  thee,  or  no? 

Aug.  He  had,  my  lord  :  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  faw  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer.  Befides,  I,  will  be  fworn,  thefe  ears  of  mine 
Heard  you  confefs,  you  had  the  chain  of  him, 
After  you  nrft  forfwore  it  on  the  mart, 
And,  thereupon,  I  drew  my  fword  on  you  ; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here, 
From  whence,  I  think,  you  are  come  by  miracle. 

E.  Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  abbey-walls, 
Nor  ever  did  ft  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me  ; 
I  never  faw  the  chain,  fo  help  me  heaven  ! 
And  this  is  falfe,  you  burden  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why,  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this! 
1  think,  you  all  have  drank  of  Circe's  cup. 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been  ; 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly  : — 
You  fay,  he  din'd  at  home  ;  the  goldlmith  here  \ 
Denies  that  faying  : — Sirrah,  what  fay  you? 

E.  Dro.   Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there,  at  the 
Porcupine. 

Cour.  He  did  ;  and  from  my  finger  fnatch'd  that 
ring. 

E.  Ant.  -Tis  ti  ue,  my  liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 
Duke.  Saw 5 ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey  here  ? 
Cour.  As  fure,  my  liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  grace. 
Duke.  Why,  this  is  ftrange  : — Go  call  the  abbefs 
hither ; 

I  think  you  are  all  mated,  or  nark  mad. 

[Exit  one  to  the  Abbefs. 
JEgeon.  Mod  mighty  duke,  vouchfafe  me  fpeak  a 
word  ; 

Haply,  I  fee  a  friend,  will  fave  my  life 
And  pay  the  fum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracufan,  what  thou  wilt* 
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JEgeon.  Is  not  your  name,  fir,  call'd  Antipholis? 
And  is  not  that  your  bondman  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dro.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bondman,  fir, 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords; 
Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  man,  unbound. 

JEgeon.  I  am  fure,  you  both  of  you  remember  me. 

E.  Dro.  Ourfelvcs  we  do  remember,  fir,  by  you; 
For  lately  we  were  bound,  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinch's  patient,  are  you,  fir  ? 

JEgeon.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  you  know 
me  well. 

E.  Ant.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life,  'till  now. 

JEgeon.  Oh !  grief  hath  changed  me,  fince  you 
faw  me  Iaft ; 
And  careful  hours,  with  time's  deformed  hand 
Have  written  flrange  defeatures  in  my  face: 
But  tell  me  yet,  do  ft  thou  not  know  my  voice? 

E.  Ant.  Neither. 

JEgeon.  Dromio,  nor  thou  ? 

E.  Dro.  No,  truft  me,  fir,  nor  I. 

JEgeon.  I  am  fure,  thou  do  ft. 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  fir  ? 
But  I  am  fure,  I  do  not  ;  and  whatfoever 
A  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  him. 

jEgeon.  Not  know  my  voice  !  Oh,  time's  extre- 
mity ! 

Haft  thou  i'o  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue 
In  feven  fhort  years,  that  here  my  only  ion 
Knows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 
Though  now  this  graih'd  face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  fap-confuming  winter's  drizzled  fnow, 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up  ; 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory, 
My  wafting  lamps  fome  fading  glimmer  left. 
My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear: 
All  thefe  old  witneiTes  (I  cannot  err) 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon  Antipholis. 

£.  Ant,  I  never  faw  my  father  in  my  life. 
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JEgeon.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa,  boy, 
Thou  knoweft,  we  parted  :  but,  perhaps,  my  fon, 
Thou  fham'ft  to  acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

E.  Ant.  The  duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the 
city,  ^ 

Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo  ; 
I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Syracufan,  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  patron  to  Antipholis, 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa: 
I  fee,  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  dote. 

Enter  the  Abbefs,   with  Antipholis  Syracufan,  and 
Dromio  Syracufan. 

Abb.  Moft  mighty  duke,  behold  a  man  much 
wrong'd.  [All  gather  to  fee  him. 

Adr.  I  fee  two  hufbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 

Duke.  One  of  thefe  men  is  Genius  to  the  other; 
And  fo  of  thefe:  which  is  the  natural  man, 
And  which  the  fpirit  ?  who  deciphers  them  ? 

S.  Dro.  I,  fir,  am  Dromio  ;  command  him  away. 

E.  Dro.  I,  fir^  am  Dromio,  pray,  let  me  ftay. 

S.  Ant.  yEgeon,  art.  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghoft  ? 

S.  Dro.  O,  my  old  mailer!  who  hath  bound  him 
here  ? 

Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  bonds. 
And  gain  a  hufband  by  his  liberty  : 
Speak,  old  JEgeon,  if  thou  be'ft  the  man 
That  hadfc  a  wife  once  call'd  ^Emilia, 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burden  two  fair  fons! 
Oh,  if  thou  be' ft  the  fame  ^Egeon,  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  ^Emilia  ! 

Duke.  Why,  here  begins  his  morning  ftory  right : 
Thefe  two  Antipholis's,  thefe  two  fo  like, 
And  thofe  two  Dromio's,  one  in  femblance, — 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wreck  at  fea, — . 
Thefe  are  the  parents  to  thefe  children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 
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JEgeon.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  art  ^Emilia  ; 
If  thou  art  (he,  tell  me,  where  is  that  fon 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft  ? 

Abb.  By  men  of  Epidamnum,  he  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  up  ; 
But,  by  and  by,  rude  fifhermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  fon  from  them, 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamnum  : 
What  then  became  of  them,  I  cannot  tell  : 
I,  to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Duke.  Antipholis,  thou  cam'ft  from  Corinth  firft  ? 

S.  Ant.  No,  fir,  not  I ;  I  came  from  Syracufe. 

Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart  ;  I  know  not  which  is 
which. 

E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  mod  gracious 

lord.  W 
E.  Dro.  And  I  with  him. 

E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  mod  fa- 
mous warrior 
Duke  Menaphon,  your  mofh  renowned  uncle. 

Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to-day  ? 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  miftrefs. 

Adr.  And  are  you  not  my  hufband  ? 

E.  Ant.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 

S.  Ant.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  fhe  did  call  me  fo  ; 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman,  her  fifter  here, 
Did  call  me  brother  :  What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope,  I  (hall  have  leifure  to  make  good ; 
If  this  be  not  a  dream,  I  fee,  and  hear. 

Ang.  That  is  the  chain,  fir,  which  you  had  of  me. 

S.  Ant.  I  think  it  be,  fir  ;  I  deny  it  not. 

E.  Ant.  And  you,  fir,  for  this  chain  arrefted  rne. 

Ang.  I  think  I  did,  fir  ;  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr.  I  fent  you  money,  fir  ;  to  be  your  bail, 
By  Dromio  ;  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 

E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S,  .A'nt.  This  purfe  of  ducats  I  receiv'd  from  you, 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me  ; 
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I  fee,  we  flill  did  meet  each  other's  man, 
And  I  was  ta'en  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  thereupon  thefe  Errors  are  arofe. 

E.  Ant.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here. 

Duke.  It  (hall  not  need,  thy  father  hath  his  life. 

Cour.  Sir,  I  muft  have  that  diamond  from  you. 

E.  Ant.  There,  take  it  ;  and  much  thanks  for  my 
good  cheer. 

Abb.  Renowned  duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes  : — 
And  all  that  are  aiTembled  in  this  place, 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  day's  Error 
Have  fuffer'd  wrong,  go,  keep  us  company, 
And  ye  fhall  have  full  fatisfaftion. — 
Twenty-five  years  have  I  but  gone  in  travail 
Of  you,  my  Ions ;  and,  till  this  prefent  hour, 
My  heavy  burden  not  delivered  : 
The  duke,  my  hufband,  and  my  children  both, 
And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  gofiip's  fear}.,  and  go  with  me; 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  feftivity  ! 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart,  Til  go  flip  at  this  feaft. 

[Exeunt. 

Manent  the  two  Antipholis's,  and  tzvo  Dromio's. 
S.  Dro.  Matter,   fhall  I  fetch  your  fluff  from 
fhip-board  ? 

E.  Ant.  Dromio,  what  fluff  of  mine  haft  thou 
embark 'd  ? 

S.  Dro.  Your  goods  that  lay  at  hoft,  fir,  in  .the 
Centaur. 

S.  Ant.  He  fpeaks  to  me  ;    I  am  your  mafter, 
Dromio : 

Come,  go  with  us  ;  we'll  look  to  that  anon  : 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

.  [Exeunt  Antipholis  S.  and  E. 
S.  Dro.  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  mafter s 
houfe, 
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That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to-day  at  dinner; 
She  now  fhall  be  my  filler,  not  my  wife. 

E.  Dro.  Methinks,  you  are  my  glafs,  and  not  my 
brother : 

I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet-fac'd  youth. 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  goffiping  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  I,  fir  ;  you  are  my  elder. 

E.  Dro.  That's  aqueftion: 
How  fhall  we  try  it  ? 

S.  Dro.  We  will  draw 
Cuts  for  the  fenior  ;  till  then  l^d  thou  firft:. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  then  thus  : 
W e  came  into  the  world,  like  brother  and  brother ; 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before 
another.  Exeunt. 


NOTE. 


Shakfpeare  certainly  took  the  general  plan  of  this  comedy  from 
a  tranflation  of  the  Menceckmi  of  Piautus,  by  W.  W.  i.  e.  (accord- 
ing to  Wood^l  William  Warner,  in  1595,  wn°fe  verfioa  of  the 
acrouical  argument  is  as  follows; 

"  Two  twinne  borne  formes,  a  Sicill  marchant  had, 
"  Menechmus  one,  and  Sondes  the  other 

"  The  firft;  his  father  loll  a  little  lad, 

The  grandfire  namde  the  latter  like  his  brother  ; 

*'  This  (growne  a  man)  long  travell  tooke  to  feeke 
•    "  His  brother  and  to  Epidamnum  came 

**  Where  th*  other  dwelt  inricht,  and  him  fo  like, 
"  That  citizens  there  take  him  for  the  fame; 

"  Father,  wife,  neighbours,  each  mi  (taking  either, 
"  Much  pleasant  error,  ere  they  meet  togither.'' 
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Perhaps  the  laft  of  thefe  lines  fuggefted  to  Shakfpeare  the  title 
for  this  piece. 

In  this  comedy  we  find  more  intricacy  of  plot  than  diilino 
tion  of  characler;  and  our  attention  is  lefs  forcibly  engaged, 
bccaufe  we  can  guefs  in  a  great  meafure  how  the  denouement 
will  be  brought  about.  Yet  the  poet  fcerris  unwilling  to  part 
with  his  fubjeft,  even  in  this  lafi  and  unnecelTary  fcene,  where 
the  fame  miftakes  are  continued,  till  their  power  of  affording  en- 
tertainment is  entirely  loft. 

Steevens* 


Erratum.  ,  In  Preface,  p.  xi.  1.  2  from  the  bot- 
tom, Read  "far  from  being  deftitute." 


end  of  vol.  1. 


